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Although Napoleon liked many things, such as giving people nicknames, 
there were several things and people he disliked (or hated). He hated 
anyone who was weak and he hated it when other European countries 
fought against him for power. There were also seven other things that he 
disliked or hated. They were Great Britain, Madame de Stael, bad books, 
cats, dogs, Kashmir shawls, and Toussaint L’Ouverture. 

Napoleon hated Great Britain as much as the British feared him. Because 
of their fear, the British meddled in French affairs and that caused 
Napoleon to consider the British a constant thorn in his side. During the 
Napoleonic Wars (1803-1815), he battled a fluctuating array of European 
powers that formed into various coalitions, and were financed and usually 
led by Great Britain. Napoleon wanted to destroy the British and hoped to 
replace their empire with French influence. Even after he was forced to 
abdicate and the victors sent him to Elba, he still felt superior to the 
British. When he escaped Elba and before the Battle of Waterloo, he declared: 

“I tell you Wellington is a bad general, the English are bad soldiers; we will settle this 
matter by lunch time.”[1] 

Of course, we all know Napoleon’s words came back to haunt him because Wellington won and 
Napoleon was then imprisoned on St. Helena, where he died. 

Napoleon also disliked the formidable Anne Louise Germaine 
Necker, better known as Madame de Stael. That was because she 
was unwilling to succumb to his influence. Germaine’s father was 
Jacques Necker, Louis XVI’s Finance Minister, and thereby a 
powerful and wealthy man. Napoleon was somewhat uncomfortable 
with her family connections, and he also wanted people to like him. 
Madame de Stael was not necessarily a warm and fuzzy person. 
Rather she was outspoken and bluntly told Napoleon how she felt 
about him when she pointed out his mistakes. When rumors 
circulated in 1796 that she supported the restoration of the 
monarchy, Napoleon decided he had a reason to exile her. She later 
returned to France, but he exiled her again. During her time of exile, 
Madame de Stael continued to create enmity by criticizing Napoleon 
and his government through books, letters, and essays. Her 
criticisms, caused Napoleon to dislike her even more. So, when she wrote about Germany in her 
1810 book title De I’Allemagne, he declared it anti-French and ordered all copies of the book 
destroyed. No reconcile ever occurred between the two before Madame de Stael died in 1817. 

Besides disliking Madame de Stael, Napoleon also disliked bad books. During his time as a lonely 
cadet at military school, Napoleon became an avid reader. He enjoyed the classics and read the 
works of Roman and Greek authors such as Tacitus, Plutarch, and Homer. Moreover, according to 
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one twentieth-century writer because of Napoleon’s love for a good book, he was willing to show his 
displeasure of a bad one. 

“In each room of the private apartments at the Tuileries there were valets and grooms of 
the chamber. Among the latter were young men who had received an education. These 
latter amused themselves by reading in order to pass the time, and to divert themselves 
from the tedium of staying in a room. It sometimes happened that at the moment when 
they least expected it the Emperor would appear. The book would immediately be laid 
aside, but sometimes it was forgotten on a chair, a camp stool, or some other piece of 
furniture. If the book fell under the Emperor’s eyes he would take it and look through it. If 
it was a good book he would put it back where he found it, but if it was bad he would 
show a lively displeasure at the fact that the reading of such books in his palace was 
permitted. I am not sure that he did not throw them into the fire.”[2] 

If Napoleon disliked a bad book, he disliked cats even more. In fact, it is claimed he had a deathly 
fear of cats. One story about Napoleon and cats occurred after France’s second occupation of 
Vienna. One night an attendant heard a commotion in Napoleon’s room and opened the door to find 
a sweating, half-dressed Napoleon furiously swinging his sword at the tapestry-covered walls. 
Apparently, a cat had entered his room, and he was trying to protect himself. 

Napoleon was necessarily a dog person either. One dog that he 
resented was Josephine’s little pug named “Fortune.” Supposedly, he 
claimed Fortune was his rival and was in possession of Josephine’s 
bed, when he married her, which caused Napoleon to say of the pug: 

“I wished to remove him; it was quite useless to think of it... that 
annoyed me considerably, but I had to make up my mind. I gave 
way. The favorite was less accommodating; I bear proof on my leg 
of what I say.”[3] 

Despite the dog bite, Napoleon may have come to appreciate the little 
pug because he did once write, “Millions of kisses, even to Fortune, in 
spite of his naughtiness.”[4] However, when Fortune disappeared, the 
pug that replaced him was not embraced by Napoleon. He detest the 
dog and despite orders to t he contrary, Napoleon supposedly 
“encourage[d] his cook to keep a huge bull-dog, in the hope that the big dog would devour the little 
one.”[5] 

Another thing that Napoleon hated was Kashmir shawls. He had given his wife a Kashmir shawl 
after a trip to Egypt and other women so loved the soft and luxurious shawls that it started a fad 
causing every woman in Paris desired one. Before long, Napoleon declared war on Kashmir and its 
shawls because it affected the prosperity of French cloth manufacturers. He was so upset about the 
Kashmir shawls, he threatened the Empress that he would throw her Kashmir shawls into the fire if 
she kept wearing them. 

“The Empress used to answer him that as soon as they could give her stuffs as light and 
as warm as the cashmere woollens she would be glad to wear them.”[6] 

This resulted in Napoleon encouraging the French to manufacture shawls, and he even 
“commissioned ... the designs of a magnificent woollen stuff like cashmere, on a white ground ... 
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Marie Louise wore them with some reluctance ... [and] complain[ed] with reason that her dress 
‘griped’ whenever she went near the fire.”[7] 

Toussaint L’Ouverture, the remarkable leader of the Haitian slave revolts who propelled a rag-tag 
army of slaves to victory, is often called the “Black Napoleon.” However, despite the similarities in 
name and abilities, Napoleon did not like Toussaint. When Napoleon came to power, sugar 
plantation owners wanted to return to slavery, which cause Toussaint to object and plunged Haiti 
back into war. In 1803, Napoleon, tired of the Haiti situation, reached an agreement with Toussaint 
promising that he would recognize Haitian independence if Toussaint retired. However, Napoleon 
betrayed Toussaint when he arrived in France in 1802. Toussaint was arrested and sent to prison at 
Fort-de-Joux in the Doubs in August. Then, because of Napoleon’s dislike (or hatred) for Toussaint, 
Toussaint was starved and neglected. He died on 7 April 1803. Years later, when Napoleon was 
asked about his deplorable treatment of Toussaint, he callously replied: “What could the death of 
one wretched Negro mean to me?”[8] 
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These 9 Disney Park Ghost Stories Will Make You Lose Sleep Tonight bustle.com 

ByLucia Peters 

In 1955, something spectacular happened: Disneyland opened in Anaheim, Calif., forever changing the face of 
amusement parks in America. Given its long and storied history, of course, it’s to be expected that over the years, 
rumors that ghosts allegedly haunt Disneyland, as well as Walt Disney World in Orlando, Fla. and all the other 
Disney properties that have opened in the intervening decades, would have become rather persistent indeed. The 
stories are deliciously spooky — even if not all of them are true. 

In fact, before we begin, I should probably note that most of them aren’t true. Pretty much every one of these 
strange and spooky tales is an urban legend — a story passed around from Cast Member to Cast Member, from 
guest to guest, and from Disney park aficionado to Disney park aficionado. It’s true that a few of them do have 
their roots in real events; like all amusement parks, Disney is not immune to incidents, contrary to popular belief. 
But the stories themselves are pretty obviously made up, even when they do have some actual history behind 
them. 

That doesn’t stop them from being absolutely engrossing, though. And, I mean, after all, what else are Disney 
parks meant to do but help us suspend our disbelief for a short while? These nine tales will give you a shiver — 
and also remind you to remain inside your ride vehicle with your seatbelt fastened at all times. 

1 Dolly 

Though I’m pretty sure the ghost story itself is just an urban legend, there is some really sad history behind this 
one: In 1984, Regena Young, known as “Dolly,” fell from her seat while riding the Matterhorn at Disneyland and 
was killed when she was struck by another oncoming bobsled. Her seatbelt was unbuckled, but we don’t know 
whether she undid it herself or whether it was the result of something else. 

These days, some Cast Members claim to have felt like someone was watching them during their routine walk¬ 
throughs of the ride, which are conducted at the end of the day. The area on the track where Young died is known 
as Dolly’s Dip. 

2Walt Disney 

If you are well-versed in Disney lore, you’re probably already aware of the fact that there’s an apartment above the 
Firehouse on Main Street at Disneyland. During construction on the park, which began on July 16, 1954, with 
opening day following just a year later on July 17,1955, Walt Disney — the man himself — wanted a place to stay 
on the property. It wasn’t large —just about 500 square feet — but it was convenient for those late nights and 
early mornings as Walt oversaw the Disney dream coming to life. You can tour it now, if you like; in recent years, 
the apartment has been opened back up again for those who choose to spring for some of the behind-the-scenes 
tours the park offers. 

As a tribute to Walt, a light is always left on in the apartment’s front window — but according to legend, this wasn’t 
always the case. It’s said that one day, a Cast Member looking after the apartment tried to turn the light off before 
leaving; however, when she came back later, the light had turned on again. According to one version, she actually 
left the building, noticed the light on upstairs, went back up to turn it off, went back downstairs, noticed it on again, 
and even unplugged the lamp, only to find it — you guessed it — on again when she went downstairs. The last 
time she went up there to deal with the light, it’s said that she heard a voice — Walt’s, maybe? — say, “I’m still 
here.” The light in the window has reportedly been left on ever since. 

3The Boy In The Haunted Mansion: California Edition 

At Disneyland in California, legend has it that a little boy’s mother spread his ashes in the Haunted Mansion 
without getting the park’s permission to do so; ever since then, he’s allegedly been heard periodically crying for his 
mother at the end of the ride. He’s apparently been spotted at Pirates of the Caribbean, too, which is right next 
door to Disneyland’s Haunted Mansion. 


https://www.bustle.eom/p/9-ghosts-that-reportedly-haunt-disney-parks-fronn-urban-legends-to-actual-events-in-the-parks-history-2938656 


1/3 



10/23/2017 9 Ghosts That Reportedly Haunt Disney Parks, From Urban Legends To Actual Events In The Park's History 

For what it’s worth, Disney’s official stance on ash scattering is that it doesn’t happen; according to a story in the 
LA Times from 2007, people do ask from time to time, but they’re always told no. Additionally, it’s worth noting that 
alleged ash scattering is connected to a wide variety of urban legends spread across a bunch of parks and rides. 

4The Boy In The Haunted Mansion: Florida Edition 

California’s Haunted Mansion isn’t the only one that’s said to play host to an actual ghost of a little boy; someone 
posting in the WDWMagic forums in 2004 wrote that they allegedly took the photo seen in the tweet I’ve 
embedded here while riding the Haunted Mansion at Walt Disney World in Florida. 

“As you'll see in the photo after clicking the link, it appears as though a child is peeking his head out of the 
doombuggy and looking directly at me,” the forum member wrote. “Not only was he not there when I took the pic, 
there wasn't a child of this age within 20 people in front of me in line, and as you can see, he's only a few 
doombuggies in front of me. Not only that, what's he doing looking at me? There is NO flash, and NO visible light 
coming from me. It's all infrared, and invisible to the naked eye.” 

Do with that what you will. 

5Debbie Stone 

Like the Matterhorn, there’s some sad history to this one: In 1974, 18-year-old Deborah Stone was crushed to 
death while working as a hostess at the America Sings attraction in Disneyland. America Sings was located in the 
rotating theatre that had previously housed the Carousel of Progress; on the evening of July 8, Stone was caught 
between the rotating theatre wall and the stationary stage wall and died as a result. A safety light was 
subsequently put in, which warned the attraction’s operator when people got too close to this dangerous area; 
additionally, the stationary walls were later replaced with breakaway ones. (The building recently housed 
Innovations and Super Hero HQ, although those attractions closed in 2016.) 

As is often the case when senseless tragedies occur, one of the ways that people have coped with this upsetting 
loss is by creating a ghost story for it. In this case, Debbie Stone has become a sort of guardian angel: It’s said 
that Cast Members working on the attraction, which was open until 1988, used to hear a voice warning them, “Be 
careful” if they got too close to the walls. 

6George 

I am fairly confident that George, who allegedly haunts the Pirates of the Caribbean ride in Walt Disney World, is 
an urban legend, rather than an actual ghost. The hallmarks of a good yarn all there: Conflicting versions of what 
happened to him; things that allegedly happen if you do or don’t do certain things while riding his ride; and so on 
and so forth. Either way, though, his legend seems to be a surprisingly friendly one, so let’s take a look. 

It’s said that, when the Florida version of Pirates of the Caribbean was under construction, a welder named 
George was killed in an accident. Exactly what that accident was varies depending on who you talk to; according 
to some, he was crushed by a falling beam, while according to others, he fell from the “burning city” portion of the 
ride and died as a result. Ever since then, the ride has allegedly been plagued by strange occurrences whenever 
George is disrespected. 

Really, though, that’s all George seems to be after: Respect. He’s said to stop the ride whenever someone says “I 
don’t believe in George,” so presumably if you don’t question his existence while you’re actually riding Pirates of 
the Caribbean, you should be fine. Additionally, the rumor persists that Cast Members in charge of opening the 
ride for the day or closing it up at night say “Good morning” or “Good night” to George at the appropriate times to 
keep him appeased. As long as you do that, he’s apparently happy. 

The reality, though, is that George probably didn’t exist. You know what did really happen, though? Real bones 
were once used as props on the California version of the ride. According to Atlas Obscura, the fake skeletons 
available when the ride was first opened were deemed to be not realistic enough, so the Imagineers working on 
the ride got some real ones from the UCLA Medical Center. These eventually were replaced with fake bones... but 
still. 

7Mr. One-Way 
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Like George, Mr. One-Way is almost certainly an urban legend; one of the most passed-around ghost stories 
clinging to the Disney parks, it’s also the one with the most variations. The one thing that most versions do agree 
upon is exactly what he haunts and where: Space Mountain at Disneyland in California. 

Some accounts describe Mr. One-Way as a red-haired man with a red face; others say he’s a kid dressed in ‘70s- 
era clothing. The stories say he tends to hang out in the queue for Space Mountain, although whether or not he 
talks to people while waiting varies depending on who you ask: The red-haired man apparently doesn’t, but the 
boy does (although it’s worth noting that the kid version of Mr. One-Way doesn’t have any knowledge of the 
changes made to the park since the 70s). According to some video footage I’ve found, though, Mr. One-Way 
doesn’t wait in the queue at all; he appears only at the actual ride cars, approaching them from the opposite side 
of the waiting area — the side on which people are supposed to exit the ride — and sitting down in any empty 
seats he can find. It’s said he disappears right before you hit the final tunnel at the end of the ride. 

For what it's worth, a second ghost dubbed "Disco Debbie" is also said to haunt Space Mountain, although her 
story is even weirder: She apparently glows in the dark. 

8The Monorail Ghost 

The Monorail Ghost has something in common with Dolly and Debbie Stone: His story stems from a real incident. 
In 1966, a 19-year-old named Thomas Guy Cleveland tried to sneak into Disneyland in Anaheim by scaling the 
park’s outer fence and climbing along the Monorail track. He was struck and killed by an oncoming tram. 

These days, it’s said that a spectral figure can sometimes be spotted prowling around the Monorail track. He 
apparently only appears at night, and he vanishes whenever a tram comes. 

Consider this one a cautionary tale. 

9Whatever The Heck This Is 

WOWsoAmaze on YouTube 

Load up this video and queue it up to about the 3:10 mark. You’ll see some CCTV footage of something... odd 
wandering around Disneyland.What’s super weird is that whatever it is, multiple cameras recorded it. We don’t 
really know who or what it was; some folks think it might be Walt, although I’ve heard stories that Roy O. Disney, 
Walt’s younger brother, might haunt the park as well. Or, y’know, maybe it’s just a trick of the light or something. 

It’s still weird, though. 

At the end of the day, these stories are all just that: Stories. But there's a kind of magic in ghost stories — and 
given that Disney is meant to be the most magical place on Earth? Well, it all kind of makes sense, then, doesn't 
it? 


® 2017 Bustle 
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Chronicling an ever-changing city through faded and forgotten artifacts 

New York in the 19th century had its headline-grabbing nuptials—from the “fairy wedding” of General Tom Thumb 
and Lavinia Warren in 1863 to the doomed union between Consuelo Vanderbilt (daughter of society wannabe Ava) 
and the 9th Duke of Marlborough in 1895. 


But for excitement and novelty, it’s hard to top the ceremony pulled off 
by one couple months after the end of the Civil War. 

“For some days now the curiosity-loving 
portion of the New-York public have been all 
agog with the latest sensation—a projected 
marriage in a balloon,” wrote the New York 
Times on November 9, 1865. 

There was something “peculiarly novel, not 
to say ridiculous, in the idea of a wedding 
taking place amid the clouds, with all 
mundane witnesses shut out by fleecy 
vapors, and the epithalamium sung by the 
rattling cordage of the aerial ship,” the 
reporter wrote. 



But the newspaper covered the wedding 
anyway, which took place in a hot-air 
balloon with a wicker car that seated six. It was built by scientist and inventor Thaddeus S. C. Lowe, who had been 
in charge of the Union Army Balloon Corps during the Civil War and dreamed of making a transatlantic flight via 
balloon. 



The whole thing was the idea of the groom, a geologist 
named John Boynton (above left), according to the Times. 
Lowe made all the arrangements for lift-off, which took 
place at Sixth Avenue and 59th Street. (Top photo) 
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neighboring rocks and houses were covered with 
impatient spectators ... all desirous of catching a glimpse 
of the wedding party as they soared above their heads.” 


The weather was fair and calm, and lift-off scheduled for 2 p.m. Other New York papers wrote it up as well with the 
same sour tone. “The bridegroom was a fat old widower of 50, his bride [Mary Jenkins] a lady of 25,” wrote the 
Brooklyn Daily Eagle. 


“The marriage ceremony was not performed up in air, the officiating clergyman objected to venture in the flesh so 
near heaven. The marriage was done on terra firma [at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, performed by future Brooklyn- 
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based preacher T.D. Talmage], only the marriage contract was to be signed mid-air.” 

After the bride and groom and their wedding party arrived and took their seats in the 
wicker basket, “the balloon ascended from Central Park, in the presence of a group of 
gaping idlers, who amused themselves with making vulgar remarks at the expense of 
the bride and groom.” 

The Times described it this way. “The balloon rose, glided upward beautifully, and as 
the sea-breeze caught its silken sides the aerial craft bounded up almost instantly to a 
height of some thousand feet, when it again drifted, sailing slowly over the Central Park 
toward High Bridge.” 
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An hour and 
a half later, 
the balloon 
touched 
down safely 


Westchester. 


Apparently Lowe built an amphitheater at the lift-off site in Central Park and offered 
balloon rides to the public—until this particular balloon, named the United States, 
was destroyed by a tornado in 1866. 

The Gilded Age was an era of excessive money—and crazy-sensational fads. Find 
out more in New York in the Gilded Age, 1870-1910. 

[Top: NYPL; second: Harper’s Weekly, third: Getty images /Harper’s Weekly, fourth: 
New York Times ; fifth: Getty Images/Harper’s Weekly, sixth: New York Times] 

This entry was posted on September 11,2017 at 5:55 am and is filed under central park, Transit. 

You can follow any responses to this entry through the RSS 2.0 feed. You can leave a response, or 
trackback from your own site. 

7 Responses to “Central Park’s sensational 1865 balloon wedding” 

1. Audrey Burtrum-Stanley Says: 

September 11,2017 at 6:07 am | Reply 

This reads like a scene penned by the adventuresome Jules Verne! I’m surprised the Balloon Couple did not 
release ‘Doves Of Love’ while aloft amongst Central Park’s clouds! 

° ephemeralnewyork Says: 

September 12, 2017 at 3:01 am | Reply 

There are so many more fun little details I didn’t have the room to include. I encourage everyone to 
read the newspaper links. A very fun colorful story illustrating that silly fads and ideas are part of 
human DNA.... 

2. Zoe Says: 

September 11,2017 at 1:08 pm | Reply 

I wonder if Thaddeus S.C.Lowe was inspiration for the Wizard of Oz character. 

“fat old widower of 50” That is so mean! 

“gaping idlers, who amused themselves with making vulgar remarks at the expense of the bride and groom” 
Lol - New Yorker’s are still the same? (Minus the coffee filled paper cups in their/our hands). 

Rushing to another screen to look up the word “epithalamium” now! 
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o Tom B Says: 

September 15, 2017 at 7:32 am | Reply 

Surprised to see fat shaming back then. Some things will never change. It’s the only people we can 
make fun of now without repercussion. 

3. ephemeralnewyork Says: 

September 11,2017 at 1:39 pm | Reply 

I had to look that up too! A word we should bring back for sure, 
o Zoe Says: 

September 11,2017 at 3:18 pm | Reply 

Also the ritual of this wedding night poetry should be brought back. How interesting. Especially about 
Origin having said that he thought Song of Soloman was this type of poem/song for the marriage of 
Soloman w/ the Pharoah’s daughter. 

https://en.rn.wiki pedia.org/wiki/Epithalamium 

■ Zoe Says: 

September 11,2017 at 3:20 pm 

*Solomon 
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Van Meter remembers 1903 visit from winged monster 

Mike Kilen, mkilen@dmreg.com desmoinesregister.com 


A sketch, by Kevin Lee Nelson, based on century-old descriptions of the 
Van Meter Visitor.(Photo: Van Meter Public Library/Special to the 
Register) 

Editor's Note: This story was originally published May 3, 2013 

Imagine what a smartphone in 1903 Van Meter could have 
accomplished. 

Instead of shouldering shotguns and blasting away at an eight-foot 
winged creature with a forehead horn that cast a beam of light, panicked 
citizens could have quickly posted a YouTube video. Case closed. 
Monster confirmed. 

Camping out all night 110 years later, at an old coal mine outside of 
town where the alleged creature is believed to have lived, a researcher of odd legends is still trying 
to get sight of it. 

Chad Lewis survived the assignment. He was not abducted nor scooped up by a flying creature, but 
he has a good story to tell. In his wanderings of Van Meter, he unearthed a legend that was dying 
out with the old-timers, and tonight he will tell it at the old high school gym. 

The story offers a glimpse of rural Iowa history and lore. The superstitious mindset at the turn of the 
last century, oddly, mirrors a resurgent 21st century trend of Bigfoot hunting and paranormal 
investigating that populate cable television today. 

Lewis also has appeared on network and cable shows to discuss his monster/alien chasing across 
the globe, but the Minneapolis 38-year-old said he was particularly captivated by a creature he 
dubbed the "Van Meter Visitor." He purposely chose a non-threatening name. One shouldn't assume 
the winged creature did not come in peace. 




«K KKK'ht it rxin : r 
l htti’ r "rjLAtii-- 


Jl METER HOI 
UNDER THE COLL: 


5 of 6 


6 of 6 

THE STORY GOES 
LIKE THIS: Over a 

series of nights in the fall of 1903, several respected and prominent men of Van Meter reported a 
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half human, half animal with enormous, smooth bat wings flying about. It let off a powerful stench 
and scared the daylights out of them because it moved at speeds never seen before. And it shot a 
blinding light from its horned head. 

Shots were fired each time, first by implement dealer U.G. Griffith as it flew across building tops. 

The monster shrugged them off like a minor nuisance. The next night the town doctor and bank 
cashier Peter Dunn separately saw the creature and opened fire. Dunn even took a plaster cast of 
the "great three-toed tracks." 

The following night, O.V. White, reportedly a dead-eye with a gun, was awakened from his slumber 
in his quarters above the hardware store and shot at the creature that was perching atop a 
telephone pole. This awakened Sidney Gregg, who had been sleeping in his store nearby. Gregg 
said the monster hopped like a kangaroo. Even the local high school teacher saw it and deemed it 
some sort of antediluvian monster. 

It seems there's never a decent pitchfork-and-torch gathering these days, but back then townsmen 
were not averse to taking up arms and forming a posse. So to the northwest side of Van Meter they 
charged, near the old brickyard where J.L. Platt Jr. heard a noise down by the abandoned coal 
mine. 

"Presently the noise opened up again, as though Satan and a regiment of imps were coming forth 
for battle," according to an article in the Des Moines Daily News on Oct. 3, 1903. 

The monster appeared, joined by a smaller version. In a brilliant light they sailed away, only to return 
in the morning where the men had gathered "to rid the earth of them" with their firepower heard far 
and wide. 

"The reception they received would have sunk the Spanish fleet, but aside from unearthly noise and 
peculiar odor they did not seem to mind it, but slowly descended the shaft of the old mine." 

Never to be seen again. 

LEWIS FOUND THE ARTICLE and was struck by the fact that such prominent men would put their 
names to such a story. "These weren't town drunks," he said. 

He came to Van Meter and with the help of local librarian Jolena Walker also found the legend had 
survived the generations in the town's centennial book. Old-timers remember it, she said, though 
their opinions of its authenticity vary. 

"Those guys wouldn't have wanted that publicity," Walker said of eyewitness accounts. 

Was the Van Meter Visitor real? 

"It depends on your belief system. I know there is good and I know there is evil," she said. "I believe 
there is a God, so I believe there is a demon. I'm saying it was evil." 

Walker even drove the gravel road out to the abandoned brick plant after her consultations with 
Lewis. 

"I never want to go up there again, I tell you that," she said. "I tried to back up the car and I don't 
know if it was loose gravel, but I couldn't back up right away. I'm thinking 'What is going on? I'm 
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getting out of here.'" 

Lewis made the rounds in his research, finding strange stories in Van Meter, ghosts at the old high 
school and basement of the town bar and serpents in the river, none to his surprise. Intersecting 
geographical elements, he says, are said to have uncanny energy. The Raccoon River branches 
meet near the town. 

"I still thought this would be fun but short," he said. "We would find out this is a hoax, no doubt in my 
mind." 

He abandoned his career at a nonprofit to chase the paranormal, but his master's degree in 
psychology came in handy. He gives dozens of presentations each year and has written several 
books. The latest is "Van Meter Visitor," with co-authors Noah Voss and Kevin Lee Nelson. It 
launches today. 

When he first started his presentations, people would approach him and privately tell their own 
stories of monsters or hauntings. 

"Now people raise their hand and tell their story. It's more socially acceptable," Lewis said. "We 
really crave some new type of adventure. You can go to the same hotels and restaurants and you 
don't know what city you are in, so people are looking for that little adventure, that something 
different to seek out." 

Yet strange creatures appear in local folklore throughout recorded history. 

"There is a long history of belief in giants, particularly in North America," and among some Native 
American populations, said Zora Zimmerman, who has taught folklore classes at Iowa State 
University. 

"A legend has a cycle, usually starting with very real eyewitness accounts that may be true but are 
unexplained, so the legend grows." 

Lewis grew up near Eau Claire, Wis., where several UFO sightings bubbled up in the 1960s and 
1970s. 

"When I started I was just fascinated what makes people believe or not. Over the years it's changed 
a bit. Now I'm just as interested in the cause as the effect," he said. "After nearly 20 years, I am left 
with more questions than answers. Every time I have a theory or explanation, I'm back to zero." 

In other words, he didn't dismiss the possibility. 

LEWIS RAN THROUGH the likely scenarios. A hoax was dismissed. What dressed-up prankster 
could survive the firepower? 

A strange unknown creature could have emerged from the mines, but there was no proof of it. He's 
still hoping that plaster cast is in a Van Meter attic. 

"It was an era when anything was possible. Science was starting to gain momentum. In fact, they 
had just discovered the mountain gorilla. So the beast in the jungle was real," he said. "People were 
open to the fact that anything could happen." 

He found little more than the legend. But in visiting the mine location, he also found unease. 
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John Jungman is a farmer who owns the pasture where the coal mine is covered up. He took Lewis 
out to examine it. He told Lewis he always had a funny feeling about the place, but his son, John, 
laughed it off. 

"We called it the brickyard monster," he said. "He's making it sensational. It's a fun legend and all 
that, fun to scare the kids or for campfire stories." 

Others take a more scientific approach in their skepticism. Matthew Sharps, a professor of 
psychology at California State University-Fresno, researches eyewitness memory and says one 
person's account grows as it is passed on. 

"The story becomes part of the memory. Obviously these things aren't real but people really see 
them, so they behave toward them as though they are real. They are eyewitness memory errors," he 
said. 

People with tendencies toward depression, attention deficit hyperactivity disorder or disassociation 
are more prone to see UFOs or creatures, his research shows, and the encounters can be harmful. 

"It can be a life-changing experience. They go around telling people, and they think you are crazy. 

So now I've got to prove Bigfoot is there. Now I'm driving around with 'American Bigfoot Project' 
printed on my van and telling my wife I'll be done as soon as I find Bigfoot." 

Lewis doesn't see the harm. In fact, even though he said he's unsure what happened those fall 
nights in 1903 in Van Meter, seeking the answer was more important than finding it. 

His weird legends can rekindle interest in local history, such as coal mining and old brickyards, and 
help understand the lifestyles and mindset of citizens back then. 

It can even be a tourist draw. 

"The people of Van Meter saved this story for the rest of us," he said. "They are doomed to it I 
guess." 
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Memorandum 



SAC, MILWAUKEE (12E-80)(P) 


Date 12/27/83 


aka; 


ET AL; 

NARCOTICS MATTER 
00: MILWAUKEE 


For the information of Lead Agents, captioned investi¬ 
gation involves the targeting of significant cocaine tr affickers 


ifuivniffi 


_purrently under 

Federal indictment for their role in captioned investigation, but 
insufficie nt evidence currently exists at this time to indict 

I in this matter. ad-'Svb 

.\r k'Y 


administr 


Examination of toll records obtained bv Milwaukee via 

















MI 12E-80 




On 12/21/83, a check of Wisconsin Departmeni^df Motor 
Vehicle (WDMV) records through the WDMV terminal mgjarEained at the 
Milwaukee Office, determined that Kenneth G. Kett^rhagen, 100 
South Elmwood Avenue, Burlington, Wiscpnsin has Wisconsin driver's 
license number K362-5072-1251-04R expiring 7/11/86, whereaupon he 
is described as a white male, date of birth 7/11/21 , 5'7" tall, 180 
pounds, brown hair, and blue eyes. His employment is listed as a 
bartender for Brandy Boy, Burlington, Wisconsin. He has registered 
a 1979 Chevrolet, VIN 1N35L9J323602, bearing Wisconsin license 
number NM6 . 859, -- ^fO-StbO-Qfy/S- 



Information has previously been rec^pijgda from' a reliable 
Milwaukee informant that Gary Gygax, owner of fersR Hobbies in 
Lake Geneva and founder of the Dungeons and^ragons Game, of national 



LEAD 

MILWAUKEE DIVISION 

AT BURLINGTON, WISCONSIN (SA l 

Will discreetly through Burlington, W isconsin. Police 

Department and other known sources determine if _ 

| or Kenneth G. Ketterhagen, supra, are known to be 

involved in narcotics activity. 

AT LAKE GENEVA, WISCONSIN (SA I I 

Will conduct appropriate background investigation regarding 
Gary Gygax. 
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AT MADISON, WISCONSIN 

Will through Secretary of State's Office, review corporate 
records for TSR, Inc., in effort to identify corporate officers 
and attorney of record for this corporation. 
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Memorandum 





To . SAC, MILWAUKEE (12E-80) (P) 


Date 3/12/84 


From : SA THOMAS L. MADDEN 


Subject : 


aka; 


ET AL.; 

NARCOTICS MATTER; 
00; MILWAUKEE 


RE: Milwaukee memo of SA [ 


12/27/83, 


A review of Aritcles of Incorporation for TSR, INC., was 
conducted at the Wisconsin Secretary of State's Office, 201 
E. Washington Avenue, on 3/7/84, and reflected the following 
information; Qfo.&fc 

Articles of-incorporation were filed July 
the name tM HOBBIES,. INC., which name 
INC, by ah ^men^'ervE^TfeS July 21, 
and incorporators were li st.ed as ,E,. 

Street. P.0. Box 756. and I 



4, 1975, unde^/ 
changed to T^S-R^ 
Registered agents 
VGYGAX., 330 Center. 


_ The attorney filing the documents was” 

lTs^ed Ts ROBERT J. JOHANNES, MICHAEL, BEST & FREDERICK, 
250 E. Wisconsin Avenue, Madison, ""Wisconsin. 
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FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION 


Precedence: ROUTINE 

To: San Francisco 

From: San Francisco 

Squad 21 
Contact: SA 


Date: 09/27/1995 


Attn: SAG 


ext. 7493 
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Approved By: 
Drafted By: [ 


]' 


mac 


File Number (s) : 149A-SF-106204 (SUBJJJ) (Pending) 

Title: UNABOM; 

MAJOR CASE 75; 

00: SAN FRANCISCO 

ARMED AND DANGEROUS 

Synopsis: Dungeons and Dragons. 

Details: Attached to and made a -permanent part of this memo is- a 

list of players and peripheral players involved in a loosely knit 
group of individuals commonly referred to as "The Dungeons and 
Dragons Group". 


The followi ng was obtained from an interview of 
TSR, Incorporated on April 28, 1995: 


TSR originated in the 1970s as a direct result of the 
gaming activities of persons affiliated with the Geneva War Gaming 
Association. TSR originally was an acronym for Tactical Studies 
Rules, however only the initials have been retained as the name of 
the corporation. 

War gaming and fantasy role playing differ in that war 
gaming involved a reenactment of historical wars and fantasy role 
playing involves adventures of fictional scenarios and characters. 
War gaming traditionally involved the staging of one day of battle 
in one war for strategic review- by the war gamers. Miniature 
figures, often hand painted in the- appropriate colors for the 
battle, would be arranged in a manner identical to the troop 
placement at the actual battle. The subsequent day of battle may 
not be reenacted for a month while the strategic possibilities are 
examined. The miniature figures originally were 25mm lead figures, 
but were later formed of aluminum and p ewter """^ loys,. 
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To: San Francisco From: San Francisco 
Re: 149A-SF-106204 (SUB JJJ), 09/27/1995 


advised .that war gamers are generally extremely intelligent 
individuals. Often th ey will live frugally t o support the cost of 


the war gaming hobby. 


further advised that 


the typical war gaming enthusiast is overweight and not neat in 
appearance., 

Dungeons and Dragons (D & D) was a fantasy role playing 
game originally named -Chainmail, produced by Gary Gygax and Dave 
Arneson in 1972. -and sold from Gygax's basement. In j.973, Gygax, 


"I formed a partnership- in the gaming 


Donald Kaye and 

industry that evolved In 1975 into 'TSR. Gygax operated the TSR 
branch office in Beverly Hills, California, doing business as 
Dungeons and Dragons Entertainment Corporation (DDEG). 

In approximately 1976, the. war gaming ' industry 
experienced a realignment that resulted in the .traditional war 
gamers becoming a very angry and resentful toward TSR. A major' war 
gaming company named Simulation Publication, Inc. (SPI.) encountered 
significant financial trouble and was purchased by TSR. At the 
time Of the buyout, SPI -was a war gaming company and TSR was a 
fantasy role playing company. Many of the war gamers believe that 
SPI was s abotaged by TSR so that they could be acquired and 
•quashed. | | believed that the purchase of SPI, which 
occurred | | i nvolved a forgiveness of debt 


and no funds actually changed bands. has not been able to 

locate ah itemization of game titles- which were included in the 
deal and advised that ther e is sti ll some confusion -about the 
details of the purchase,. | | noted that some war gamers 

continue to hold the anger from this purchase. She recalled a 
message on the Internet approximately three -weeks ago which 
recalled TSR's acquisition-or of SPI in a derogatory connotation-. 


War gamers: from the era of the 1970s are now aged in 
their late 40s to. early 50s.. Following the sale of SPI,. they 
became further enraged at TSR when TSR began to scade back the war 
gaming po rtion of their company until it was almost non-existent; 

l advised that war gaming appealed to a small but fiercely 
loyal, population and war game production .was not even profitable 
enough to be maintained at SPI's levels. A major portion of 
production costs were devoted to "counters" which were cardboard 
punch-out pieces designed to represent war vehicles. The 
"counters" reduced the .profitab ility of w ar gaming acts to a level 
that TSR found unacceptable.. I I noted that fantasy role 
playing sets seldom required' counters, could be produced for a 
fraction of the cost .and appealed to a much larger audience. 

TSR, Inc. (TSR) is an entertainment industry which 
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To: San Francisco From: San Francisco- 
Re: 14 9A-SF-106204 (SUB JJJ) 09/27/1995 

produces publications and holds licenses related - to. fantasy role- 
playing games. The games are researched, written and illustrated 
by TSR employees or by freelance artists; The material is 
finalized and forwarded to a point agency and returned to TSR for 
packaging. TSR derives a majority of their profits from 
publications and the licensing of its copyrighted gaming materials,. 
TSR licenses computer games as well -and participates in numerous 
industry conventions nationwide. 

TSR founded and operates the largest gaming convention in 
the world called Gen-Con. Gen-Con was originally named with 
reference to the Geneva Convention. The convention attracts 
approximately 25,000 attendees and focusses primarily on role- 
playing rather than war gaming. It is routinely held in August of 
each year and is marking its 27th year in 1995. 

TSR employs approximately i-20 persons and is considered 
to be' t he largest national role playing gaming corporation. 

I I noted' that TSR has an extremely high concentration of very * 

- intelligent persons in employment. She added that many of the 
employees have parents- in academia, often outstanding in their 
respective fields. TSR formerly operated two offices in 
California, one in Beverly Hills and one in Westwood'. Both 
California offices have been closed and TSR only maintains offices 
in Lake Geneva and England. 

The attached list was obtained by reviewing the computer 
files and extracting names from those files of known members of the 
Dungeons and Dragons. 
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FD-302 (Rev. 3-10-82) 


FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION 


Date of transcription _ 4/28/95 


| \SR, INCORPORATED, 201 

Sheridan Springs Road , Lake oeneva 1 . "’Wl'sconsin... telepHone number 
~l was advised of the identity" of the interviewing 
Agents. The interview was conducted in an attempt to rlRt-p-rmi up 
the relationship between TSR. INCORPORATED I \ 

__ I as~~~&RESNO 

GAMING ASSOCIATION AND COMPANY. IT“ 

___| TSR, INC. was present during the interview^”!_ 

provided the following information: ' 

TSR, INC. (TSR) is an entertainment industry which 
produces publications and holds licenses related to fantasy role- 
playing games. The games are researched, written and illustrated 
by TSR employees or by freelance artists. The material is 
finalized and forwarded to a print agency and returned to TSR for 
packaging. TSR derives a majority of their profits from 
publications and the licensing of its copyrighted gaming 
materials. TSR licenses computer games as well and participates 
in numerous industry conventions nationwide. 

TSR founded and operates the largest gaming convention 
in- the world called GEN-CQ.N. GEN-CON was originally named with 
reference to the GENEVA CONVENTION. The convention attracts 
approximately 25,000 attendees and focusses primarily on role- 
playing rather than war gaming. It is routinely held in August 
of each year and is marking its 27th year in 1995. 

TSR employs approximately 120 persons and is considered 
to be the largest national role playing gaming corporation. 

I noted that TSR has an extremely high"concentration of 
very intelligent persons in employment. She added that many of 
the employees have parents in academia, often outstanding in v 
their respective fields. TSR formerly operated two offices, in \ 
California, one in Beverly Hills and one in Westwood. Both 
California offices have been closed and TSR only maintains f V 
offices in Lake Geneva and England. Vy ^. 


Investigation on 


4/28/95 


at Lake Geneva, Wisconsin File# 14~9A-SF-106204 


SA 
by SA 


MCB/s 


Date dictated 4/28/95 


This document contains neither recommendations nor conclusions of the FBI. It is the property of the FBI and is loaned to your agency; 
it and its contents are not to be distributed outside your agency. 
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TSR originated in the 1970s as a direct result of the 
gaming activities of persons affiliated with the GENEVA WAR 
GAMING ASSOCIATION. TSR originally was an acronym for TACTICAL 
STUDIES RULES, however only the initials have been retained as 
the name of the corporation. 

War gaming and fantasy role playing differ in that war 
gaming involves a reenactment of historical wars and fantasy role 
playing involves adventures of fictional scenarios and 
characters. War gaming traditionally involved the staging of one 
day of battle in one war for strategic review by the war gamers. 
Miniature figures, often hand painted in the appropriate colors 
for the battle, would be arranged in a manner identical to the 
troop placement at the actual battle. The subsequent day of 
battle may not be reenacted for a month while the strategic 
possibilities are examined. The miniature figures originally 
were 25mm lead figures., b ut were later formed of aluminum and 
pewter alloys. I l advised that war gamers are generally 

extremely intelligent individuals. Often th ey will live fr ugally 
to suppo rt the cost of the war gaming hobby. \ ~~ ™j 

l further advised that the typical war gaming enthusiast is 
overweight and not neat in appearance. 

DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS (D & D) was a fantasy role playing 
'game originally named CHAINMAIL, produced by GARY gYG AX and DAVE 
AHSNESON in 1972 and sttld fro m GYGAX's basement. In\973, GYGAX, 
DO^SEI? KAYE and | | formed a partnership in the gaming 

industry that evolved’ inVL975 into TSR. GYGAX operated the TSR 
branch office in Beverly Hills, California, doing business as 
DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS ENTERTAINMENT CORPORATION (DDEC). 

^In approximately 1976, the war gaming industry 
experienced a realignment that resulted in the traditional war 
gamers becoming very angry and resentful toward TSR. A major war 
gaming company named SIMULATION PUBLICATION, INC. (SPI) 
encountered significant financial trouble and was purchased by 
TSR. At the time of the buyout, SPI was a war gaming company and 
TSR was a fantasy role playing company. Many of the war gamers 
believe that SPI was s abotaged b y TSR so that they could be 
acquired and quashe d. I I believed tha t the purchase of 

SPI, which occurred____involved a 

forgivene ss of debt and no funds actually changed hands. 

I has not been able to locate an itemization of game 
titles which were included in the deal and advised that there is 
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still some confusion about the details of the purchase, 
noted that some war gamers continue to hold the anger from this 
purchase. She recalled a message on the Internet approximately 
three weeks ago which recalled TSR's acquisition of SPI in a 
derogatory connotation. 

War gamers from the era of the 1970s are now aged in 
their late 40s to early 50s. Following the sale of SPI, they 
became further enraged at TSR when TSR began to scale back the 
war gaming portion o f their company until it was almost non-, 
existent. | | advised that war gaming appealed to a small 

but fiercely loyal population and war game production was not 
even profitable enough to be maintained at SPI's levels. A major 
portion of production costs were devoted to "counters" which were 
cardboard punch-out pieces-designed to represent war vehicles. 

The "counters" reduced the profitab ility of w ar gaming sets to a 
level that TSR found unacceptable. | | noted that fantasy 

role playing sets seldom required counters, could be produced for 
a fraction of the cost and appealed to a much larger audience. 

In the | I FRESNO had promised the 

reissue of the SPI titles to their constituents and had allegedly 
engaged in copyright infringement of certain games which had not 
come under their legal control. TSR dealt with litigation 
against FRESNO for years and then forwarded the management of the 
copyright infringement matter to JENNER & BLOCK, 1 IBM PLAZA, 

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. Through JENNER & BLOCK, TSR threatened to sue 
FRE SNO. Atto rneys for TSR forwarded a "Cease and Desist" order 
and | I later learned that FRESNO blamed TSR for their 

impending bankruptcy. The a ttorneys at JENNER & BLOCK who _ 

handled this matter included| 

All records related to this litigation are maintained at the b6 

offices of JENNER & BLOCK. With the sale of the SPI titles to b7i 

DECISION GAMES, the litigation against FRESNO became the concern 
of DECISION GAMES. TSR retains only 7 or 8 war gaming titles of 
the original 200 obtained with the purchase of SPI. 


I described the compa ny 

as finan cially unstable and in need of reorganization ! 

~~| TSR continued to produce war gaming set s and even sold 
several strategy modules to the Pentagon, however ! | found 

the interaction with GYGAX at TSR to be very difficult. In 1986 
TSR bought out GYGAX's stock and guaranteed him a royalty on his 
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gameware from 1986 through 1989. That agreement involved 
approximately $3 mill ion. GYGA X later infringed TSR copyrights 
and was sued by TSR. I I determined that a settlement was 

more financially sound and GYGAX was guaranteed $50,000 per year 
for ten years. In the early 1980s, G YGAX had b een generating 


N 


about $1 million per year in income. |_| advised that GYGAX 

spent his m oney frivo lously. GYGAX was involved in an unpleasant 
divorce and[ 
abuser 


further advised that GYGAX was a drug 


GYGAX is approximately 55 years of age and is currently 


iake Geneva, Wisconsin and 
GrQAX,maintains a m ailing ad' 



Wisconsin. 


[ 


He lives on Madison Street in 
y Be contacted at (414) 248-7380. 
ess as follows: P.0. Box 388, Lake 


^considers GYGAX tp be eccentric and 


fixing. " He is known to carry a weapon and was proud of his 
record of personally answering any letter-coming from a prison. 
GYGAX set up a holding company in Liberia to avoid paying taxes. 
He is known to be a member of the Libertarian Party. 


GYGAX is probably familiar with 


believes that GYGAX would be extremely uncooperative if the 
Federal Bureau of Investig ation (FBI) attempt ed to inte rview him 


regarding his knowledge of[ 


] FRESNO. 


added that 


war gamers are very loyal to one another and interviewees, should 
be selected carefully so that the investigation is not 
jeopardized. 


In 1988 TSR sold approximately 25 of the war gaming 
titles which TSR had acquired of SPI. The purchaser of these 
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In 1 994 TSR sold about 100 of the forme<r-SPI titles to 
DECISION GAMES l~ I 


I_I FRESNO GAMING 

ASSOCIATION (FRESNO) prior to the acquisition of SPI by TSR. 
FRESNO was an informal club composed--of a variety of war -gamers 
however the organization did not appear to function as a company.' 
Ultimately, FRESNO may ha ve incorporated to collect dues tn mvpr 

the cost of publication. I _ 

I I was not aware of I 

official capacity in the organization. She recalled that_ 

was involved with SPI prior to TSR's purchase and had offered a 
small amount of mone y for w ar gaming titles which TSR had made 
available for sale. | did not obtain the rights to any of 

the titles. 


In the historical war context, F.C. stood for "Forward 
Center" which was a troop movement designation. It was also 
inscribed on cannons in the Franco-Prussian War, probably as an 
insignia. 

I were presented with the 

photographs of the wooden box utilized for the Improvised 
Explosive Device (IED) which was mailed aboard American Airlines 
flight #444 on 11/15/79. Neither could provide information 
regarding the origin or purpose of the box. Neither was familiar 
with the hinge on the box as depicted in the photographs and 
further described by the Agents. 

I were presented with the composite 
dra wing of the suspect in the captioned matter. Neither had ever 


resemblance. 1 

1 advised that TSR employee 



and may be contacted regarding this 
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, On 4/28/95 p age 6 



TSR was the victim of two separate bomb threat 
incidents. No detonation occurred and the perpetrator(s) were 
never determined. The first incident occurred in 1986 and 
involved a series of phone calls which served as a countdown to 
the alleged day of detonation. Another threat in 1992 or 1993 
was also received at TSR. TSR agreed with the conclusion of the 
Lake Geneva Police that most recent threat was probably just a 
prank. The Lake Geneva, Wi sconsin po lice departments should have 
record of these incidents. | I could not provide additional 

information r egarding these threats.\ She adv ised that she would 
contact TSR' s \_ I for additional 

information. !=5a ™ SB ®r =! ^ 


advised that it would not be in the best 
interests of TSR t o broadcas t the receipt of the aforementioned 

threats. Further, _ preferred that the employees were not 

made aware of the presence of Agents of the FBI at TSR. I 

added that this kind of information could easily end up posted on 

the Internet system by the end of the day. 

I suggested that the dates of the placement and 
detonation of the captioned case devices may coincide with events 



149A-SF-106204 



of the Vietnam War. I I recalled the passion of the 

students at UCB during the War and su ggested that the suspect may 
have arisen from that era. I I also recalled a scandal in 

the mid to late 1980s involving several Professors at UCB and 
some east coast universities wherein renowned research was later 
determined to have been plagiarized. 
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3/22/95 


height of the Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI) interest in 
his gaining group, many of the members of the group b ecame 
paranoid and began pointing fingers at one another. I 
indicated that he believes this is based on the su spicious nature 
of the individuals that were in his gaming group. I ~1 

indicated that he is quite sure that some of the members of the 
group fantasized about the possibility tha t maybe o ne of their 
members was responsible for the bombings. | | indicated that 

the nature of their gaming activities and the fact that many 
gaming enthusiasts are also conspiracy theorists probably led to 
much of the finger pointing. 
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A compendium of information, resources and discussion on notable nineteenth century 
American murders. 


Saturday, October 7, 2017 


A Cowardly Lover. 



James “Jap” Rainey was engaged to 21-year-old, Lettie Jackson of 
Osawatomie, Kansas until she broke it off in October 1893. It is not 
clear why she ended the relationship; newspapers described Rainey 
as “a gambler and an all-round sport” which may have had 
something to do with it. Rainey did not handle rejection well and in a 
fit of jealous rage, he swore he would kill Lettie Jackson. 

On October 27, Rainey made good on his promise. Lettie called at 
the home of Bosworth Morgan around 7 o’clock that night; Rainey 
followed her and started shooting through the window of the house. 
One of the bullets struck Lettie’s through heart killing her instantly. 
Rainey fled into the dark woods. 


Lettie Jackson’s friends and relatives lived in Greasy Bend, a settlement about four miles outside of 
Osawatomie. When they heard the news, a posse of about 75 Greasy Benders took off after Jap 
Rainey, bent on lynching him. Realizing the trouble he was in, Rainey went to Paola, Kansas and 
turned himself in. By the time the posse caught up with him, Rainey was safely behind bars in 
Paola. 


At his trial, the following February, Rainey pled temporary insanity, but the jury found him guilty of 
first-degree murder. When Rainey appealed the conviction that March, the judge overruled his 
motion for a new trial. Rainey begged for mercy but the judge said only one sentence was possible 
under the verdict. He sentenced Rainey to one year in the penitentiary, then, “whenever the 
governor should so will it, to be hanged.” 

The governor never willed it and the hanging never took place. It is likely that Jap Rainey died in 
prison. 

Sources: 

“A Cowardly Lover,” National Police Gazette, November 18, 1893. 
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“Gave Himself Up,” Tyrone Daily Herald, October 31, 1893. 

“Jealous Rage,” Indianapolis Sun, October 28, 1893. 

“March of Avengers,” The Pittsburg Daily Headlight, October 31, 1893. 

“A Murder At Osawatomie,” The Topeka Daily Capital, October 28, 1893. 

“Murdered his Sweetheart,” The St. Joseph Weekly Gazette, March 13, 1894. 

1 comments : 

Unknown says: 

October 9, 2017 at 6:30 PM 

Google check shows some leads on the coward murderous scum, James “Jap” Rainey. 
Seems in 1897, the Kansas senate tried to pass a bill to execute all Death Sentence inmates 
who were incarcerated under that penalty that had been left 

lingering...http://genealogytrails.com/kan/cherokee/thedeathpenalty.html Rainey's age at that 
time is listed as "30". Further research seems to indicate he was paroled in 1913, age 
approximately 46...https://www.newspapers.eom/newspage/109663976/ There is one "James 
W. Rainey" listed on Find A Grave, buried in Doniphan county,KS...( Approx. 100 miles north 
of Miami county, KS). Date of birth unknown and date of death, 1930) No way to tell if this is 
the same man (and if not...no association meant in any manner...merely providing data...). 
Here is hoping the murderer James "Jap" Rainey met justice in this world in some fashion, as 
he surely has met it in the next. 

© Copyright 2009-2017 Robert Wilhelm All Rights Reserved 
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A Fortune Lost at Sea: Ship Sinks with CA Gold Rush Treasure genealogybank.com 


By Tony Pettinato September 12, 2017 

A(/J 

M ^J[PIkJ| | r a ! I iNjll k, At 9 o’clock the morning of 8 September 1857, the U.S. 

mail ship SS Central America steamed out of Havana, 
Cuba, on the final leg of its trip to New York City. The 
weather was beautiful, with blue skies and small puffy clouds, a continuation of the fine weather the 
ship had been experiencing for a week. 

There was a festive atmosphere onboard, many of the 477 passengers having enjoyed success in 
the California Gold Rush, and now they were coming back to the East Coast to spend their new¬ 
found wealth. There was much partying in Central America’s saloon and parlors while other 
passengers leisurely strolled on the ship’s deck. 


But this was no pleasure 
cruise - the Central 
America was heading 
straight into a disaster, and 
four days later it lay on the 
bottom of the Atlantic, with 
more than 400 people dead 
and tons of California gold 
lost. 

No one could have 
predicted such a 
catastrophe. The Central 
America was in the capable 
hands of Captain William 
Lewis Herndon, who had served with distinction during the Mexican-American War, and its 
seasoned crew of 101 sailors performed their tasks with efficiency. The run it was making - a round 
trip from New York City to Panama - was one it had completed 43 times since being launched in 
1852. There was no reason to think the 44th trip would be any different - but then, no one was 
anticipating a ferocious hurricane with winds raging at 105 miles per hour. 

The passengers from the California gold fields were making a very ordinary journey for that era. 
They had steamed from San Francisco to Panama, then crossed the isthmus on a train to meet up 
with the Central America at Aspinwall (modern-day Colon). While they were boarding, a valuable 
cargo that had also been transported from San Francisco was loaded onto the Central America: 
tons of gold - including nuggets, bars, and newly-minted $20 coins - as well as nearly 40,000 
pieces of mail. Fully laden, the Central America left Panama on 3 September 1857, made its stop at 
Havana, then headed to New York City on September 8. 

It never made it to New York. 

Early the next morning, September 9, the ship’s crew noted the wind was picking up, but there was 
nothing alarming in that. Except for one thing - the wind kept getting stronger and stronger, because 
a Category 2 hurricane was bearing down on the Central America. The partying and leisurely 



Illustration: SS Central America. Credit: Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper; Library of 
Congress, Prints and Photographs Division. 
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strolling stopped, many passengers overcome with seasickness as the ship was tossed about in the 
heavy swells. The wind, rain and waves increased in intensity and battered the ship over the next 
two days. 

The Central America sprang leaks, the water putting the fire out in the boiler, and the paddlewheel 
and pumps stopped working. Alarmed, the passengers and crew formed a bucket brigade to bail out 
the sinking ship, while Captain Herndon ordered the flag flown upside down - a universal distress 
signal. 


By Saturday, September 12, the ship was doomed. That afternoon another ship was spotted, the 
Marine out of Boston, and Captain Herndon ordered the women and children into the Central 
America’s lifeboats to make the hazardous transfer to the Marine. Around 150 women and children 
made it before the weather forced the Marine to leave. The male passengers and crew could not 
make the transfer. Most of them were still on board when the Central America sank around 8 o’clock 
that night, settling on the sea floor about 8,000 feet below the surface, 160 miles offshore. 



Caption: “The ‘Central America’ Engulphed in the Ocean. About Eight O’clock the Ship 
Began to Settle Rapidly, When She Momentarily Righted, and Went Down Stern 
Foremost.’’ Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper (New York, New York), 3 October 

1857, page 1 



About 425 men underwent a 
harrowing, frightful ordeal, 
spending the night desperately 
trying to stay afloat and praying 
another ship might come to save 
them. 

In the last newspaper article 
reprinted below, a survivor tells of 
the anguish of watching 
exhausted men giving up one by 
one and slipping under the 
surface. When a Norwegian ship 
came upon the scene the next 
morning, there were only 49 men 
left alive. 


Caption: “Scene of the Catastrophe after the Sinking of the Ship. From a 
Sketch Furnished to Us by One of the Rescued Passengers. ’’ Frank 
Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper (New York, New York), 3 October 1857, 

page 8 


The loss of the Central America’s gold - 
valued around $2 million (in 1857 dollars)- 
caused the failure of several New York 
banks and was a direct factor in the 
financial collapse historians call the Panic of 
1857. 

In 1985 an engineer named Thomas G. 
Thompson founded the Columbus-America 
Discovery Group to find the wreck, and in 
1987 they found the Central America, one 
of the most astonishing finds in the history 
of treasure hunting, recovering $100-150 
million worth of gold - including one gold 
bar that weighed nearly 80 pounds! After a 


decade of litigation with insurance companies, the courts awarded the Columbus-America Discovery 
Group 92% of the recovered treasure. 
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The following seven newspaper stories show how the loss of the Central America was reported. The 
first article merely notes the ship is “now over due”; the second reports on the hurricane and 
speculates the “detention” of the Central America is probably due to the gale; the third article 
comments that “much alarm is felt for their safety”; these concerns are raised to “serious 
apprehensions” in the fourth article. Finally, in the next two articles, the disaster is reported - and in 
the seventh and final article, we get the first-hand account of one of the few male survivors, Henry 
H. Childs. 


Sew York Slattern 


Here is a partial transcription of this article: 


New York, Sept. 14. 

The weekly back statement show aa increase 
in specie of $193383, and a decrease in loans of 
$2,235,793; m circulation of $350376; and in 
deposits of $310394. The amount of specie on 
hand is $12,181,857; to Le increased by the ex¬ 
pected remittance* from California per steam- 
ship Central America, now over doe. 

The dry goods bouse of N. E. Smith & Co. 
has failef, as also the hardware firm of Swords, 
Waltowi Co. Both these houses have been in 
extensive business, and it is believed have am- 
pleneans to liquidate all claims. 

James Ritka, extensive manufacturer In Phil¬ 
adelphia, suspended to-day. 

Mr, Andrew Jackson, Jr., has declined to be* 
Daily Commercial Register (Sandusky, Ohio), 15 
September 1857, page 3 


New York Matters 
New York, Sept. 14. 

The weekly bank statements] show an increase in specie of 
$193,883, and a decrease in loans of $2,235,793; in 
circulation of $350,876; and in deposits of $310,294. The 
amount of specie on hand is $12,181,857; to be increased 
by the expected remittances from California per steamship 
Central America, now over due. 

TBBO JfDOBS GALE AT THE B0UTH. 

ScTenZ Vemla Lcst-Omcrs Damaged-*on- 
ArrlYttl of tn« ctitir*! America— Telegraph 
IAiyt3 I r, j uxe rt—Rail road J ObitraMtl, &C. 

On f ii<5*y mil »»ard*y ’’Ml, also oa Sun lay, a 

more temfh gUa profit** our Sjntlicm tom*, 
de*»rc)e<!aUrfa amount «f property and proba- 


Here is a partial 
transcription of this 
article: 

Tremendous Gale at the 


b!j cached Re lcro ermany lire* There wm M t ©yore 
lKTTlcace, Wlib bciTJ raise, from Friday llll 

Eos day morning tn KerthGarcUsa and Boothe* Yi'ginU. 
Tb 9 tele|Tarb lines were blown down, udrailrcal 
Va ns aonth of Peteratnrf were obstruct*^ 

U la icppoerd that tko iteimifclp Central America, from 
Aspfnwill*la Hanna, wtitocyer a million cCdollari of 
pilddnit on board, which sailed from its latter port for 
J»ew Ter*cn Ujc 5lb loti*, must have experienced the 
file, az na other euffident reason can he jlFen trr her de 
tendon, aa tha Empire City, which eailei In conpany with 
he* from Fayara, baricg experienced thU hoiricane, wtf 
ocmwllciila not Into Norfolk. The etcamer Columbia, 
New York Herald (New York, New York), 16 

September 1857, page 1 


South 

Several Vessels Lost - 
Others Damaged - Non- 
Arrival of the Central 
America - Telegraph 
Lines Injured - Railroads 
Obstructed, &c. 


On Friday and Saturday 

last, and also on Sunday, a most terrific gale prevailed along our Southern coast, which destroyed a 
large amount of property and probably caused the loss of many lives. There was a severe hurricane, 
with heavy rains, from Friday evening till Monday morning in North Carolina and Southern Virginia. 
The telegraph lines were blown down, and the railroad trains south of Petersburg were obstructed. 


It is supposed that the steamship Central America, from Aspinwall via Havana, with over a million of 
dollars of gold dust on board, which sailed from the latter port for New York on the 8th inst., must 
have experienced the gale, as no other sufficient reason can be given for her detention, as the 
Empire City, which sailed in company with her from Havana, having experienced this hurricane, was 
compelled to put into Norfolk. The steamer Columbia, from New York, which arrived at Charleston at 
three o’clock on Monday afternoon, experienced the gale off Hatteras, and had her paddle boxes 
carried away, but otherwise she was little damaged. Captain Berry reports that the blow lasted 
twenty hours. 
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By a telegraphic dispatch received yesterday, we learn that a number of vessels were wrecked on 
the coast of North Carolina, and we shall probably receive further accounts, today or tomorrow, of 
disasters to vessels which were in the track of the storm. 


The Newi< 

We are still without tidings of the steamer Cen¬ 
tral America* She left Havana oa the morning of 
the 8ih, and on the following morning was caught 
in a terrific gale, which—according to account* re¬ 
ceived by the Empire City, which also left Havana 
cn the 6th—^continued without cessation daring five 
days. The passengers and crew of the Central 
America probably numbered seven hundred souls. 
She had aho on board a million and a half in trea¬ 
sure asd the Californian malls. Much alarm is felt 
for their safety, and the steamer David Webster, 
which leaveB this port to4ay for Havana and New 
Orleans, will deviate from her course in search for 
her. We understand that the Empire City, which 
put in at Norfolk, will likewise, during her passage 
lo New York, join in the search. 

We Lave news from Havana to the 8th Inst A 
Frenchman, a black man and a boy had been landed 
New York Herald (New York, New York), 17 
September 1857, page 4 


Here is a partial transcription of this article: 

The News 

We are still without tidings of the steamer Central America. She 
left Havana on the morning of the 8th, and on the following 
morning was caught in a terrific gale, which - according to 
accounts received by the Empire City, which also left Havana on 
the 8th - continued without cessation during five days. The 
passengers and crew of the Central America probably numbered 
seven hundred souls. She had also on board a million and a half 
in treasure and the California mails. Much alarm is felt for their 
safety, and the steamer David Webster, which leaves this port to¬ 
day for Havana and New Orleans, will deviate from her course in 
search for her. We understand that the Empire City, which put in 


at Norfolk, will likewise, during her passage to New York, join in the search. 


l’bv steamer Central America, from Aapin- Here is a partial transcription of this article: 

wall, which loft Havana September 8th, baviop 

<>n board the California moil* and a large storm on the Southern Coast—Wreck of a Philadelphia 
amount of treasure, ia supposed to havo cn- j steamer—Fears for the California Mail Steamer 

countered the galo in its greatest seventy, nod 
serious apprehensions ore felt in regard to her 
sjfety. The Empiro City, which left Havaun 
at tho same time, was compelled to put iu at 
Norfolk. Tho steamer Columbia, which or- 
rived at Charlcetoa from New York on Mon¬ 
day, encountered the galo off Capa Hatleraa, 
rtod lost her paddle boxes. 8ho reports that 
the blow lasted twenty hours; white the South¬ 
erner, for Savaunah, put into Charleston yes^ 

Philadelphia Inquirer (Philadelphia, Pennsylvania), 17 
September 1857, page 2 


On Friday, Saturday and Sunday last, a terrible gale 
swept along our southern coast, destroying a large 
amount of property, and probably a number of human 
lives...The steamer Central America, from Aspinwall, 
which left Havana September 8th, having on board the 
California mails and a large amount of treasure, is 
supposed to have encountered the gale in its greatest 
severity, and serious apprehensions are felt in regard to 
her safety...The anxiety relative to the Central America is 


further increased by the report of Captain Gager, of the 
steamer Atlanta, which arrived at New York yesterday morning from Charleston, which port she left 
on Saturday, who states that on Monday, 13th inst., off Cape Lookout, passed a quantity of wrecked 
material, supposed to be a steamer’s wheel house and house on deck. 


Here is a transcription of this article: 


Terrible Disaster - Loss of a California Steamer and Some Hundreds of Lives 


We learn by a telegraphic despatch from Charleston of the loss of the California mail steamer 
Central America, formerly the “George Law.” She left Havana for New York on the morning of the 8th 
instant, with several hundred passengers, the California mails of the 20th August, and about 
$1,500,000 in specie. Apprehensions for her safety have existed for several days. 

The despatch states that the steamship Thomas Swann, from New York, arrived at Charleston 
yesterday. She reports that on the 15th she spoke the Norwegian barque Eloise, fifteen miles north 
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TLKRJBLE DISASTER—1039 OP A CALIFORNIA 
STEAMER AND SOME HUNDREDS OF LIYE3. 

Wc Kara by a telegraphic Je>patch from Charles* 
toa <>f the loss of the California mail steamer Cen- 
trul America, formerly the “Hetrge Law." She 
left Havana for >*«w York CU the taornio^ of the 
>th instant, with several hnoJrc.1 paaAcugvrv, the 
California mails of the 20th Auzu*t. ami about 
c 1,50 O,im10 in «peeic Apprehensions for her aafety 
have existed for -cvera] Jjj » 

The despatch states that live steam-hip Thomas 
^rjOD, from New \orIi, arrived at Charleston yes* 
terdav She reports that on the I*»tii «he *poke 
tLe Norwegian banjue Ebbe. fifueu mile* north 
ot Cape Ilatteras, with forty pa^senjers of the Cen* 
Daily National Intelligencer (Washington, D.C.), 18 
September 1857, page 3 


of Cape Hatteras, with forty passengers of the Central 
America on board. The passengers reported that the Central 
America foundered at sea on the 12th instant, with five 
hundred passengers, beside her crew, and that only sixty of 
the whole number on board were saved. 

This is truly an appalling disaster, and one which must inflict 
intense pain. The passengers on these steamers belong 
generally to almost every section of the country. How may 
bright hopes of returning and expecting friends and relatives 
have been dashed - how many homes made desolate! 

APPALLING DISASTER. Here is a partial transcription of this article: 

TOTAL LOSS 

Appalling Disaster 

CEHTEAL AMERICA ^ 


NEARLY ALL HER PASSENGERS AND CREW 


ONLY SIXTY LIVES SAVED. 


Forty of the Passengers on the 
Way to New York in the 
Hamburg Bark Elise. 


Total Loss of the Steamship Central 
America with Nearly All Her Passengers 
and Crew 


Despatch of the Daniel Webster and 
Empire City in Search of 
the Wreck. 


Only Sixty Lives Saved 


Shipping in the Late Gale, &c., &c., &c. 


Additional Particulars of the Injury to 
Shipping in the Late Gale, 

to, to, to 

Our worst fears respecting the 
fate of tlic steamship Central 
America arc realized. The fol- 

New York Herald 
(New York, New 
York), 18 September 
1857, page 1 


Forty of the Passengers on the Way to New 
York in the Hamburg Bark Elise 

Despatch of the Daniel Webster and 
Empire City in Search of the Wreck 

Additional Particulars of the Injury to 


Our worst fears respecting the fate of the steamship Central America are realized. The following 
brief despatch, received about 11 o’clock last evening, contains the heartrending intelligence of the 
total loss of the Central America, with nearly all on board: 


Charleston, Sept. 17. 


The steamship Thomas Swann, from New York, has arrived at this port, and reports having spoken, 
on the 15th inst., about fifteen miles north of Cape Hatteras, the Norwegian bark Elise, which had on 
board forty of the passengers of the steamship Central America. 

The passengers stated that the Central America foundered on the 12th inst., and that only sixty out 
of over five hundred passengers were saved. 


Nothing is mentioned concerning the specie she had on board. 

The annexed despatch, confirmatory of the above, was received last night by Elwood Walter, Esq., 
Secretary of the Board of Underwriters: 

Charleston, Sept. 17. 


https://blog.genealogybank.com/a-fortune-lost-at-sea-ship-sinks-with-ca-gold-rush-treasure.htnnl 


5/7 



9/15/2017 


A Fortune Lost at Sea: Ship Sinks with CA Gold Rush Treasure 


The steamship Thomas Swann, arrived here, reports speaking a brig with sixty of the individuals 
saved from the Central America, which foundered at sea on the 12th - all the rest on board lost. No 
mention made of the specie. 

The Central America left Havana at 9 o’clock on the morning of Tuesday, the 8th inst., under the 
command of Lieutenant Herndon, of the United States Navy, a most efficient officer. She had 
something over five hundred passengers on board, the exact number not being known, and these, 
with the ship’s company, amounted in all to probably six hundred and twenty-five persons. She 
carried treasure to the amount of a million six hundred thousand dollars, and a valuable cargo and 
mails from the Pacific. On the evening of the 9th the heavy gale, which has proved so destructive on 
our Southern coasts, set in from the northwest, and it came to its height on Saturday, 12th inst., 
when it blew a perfect hurricane. And it was in this awful tempest that the Central America 
foundered, carrying down with her five hundred souls. 

The owners of the Central America were yesterday making every exertion to obtain intelligence of 
the missing ship. Mr. Roberts, the agent in this city, received a despatch yesterday from Captain 
McGowan, of the Empire City, now at Norfolk, informing him that his vessel, notwithstanding the 
heavy damage she sustained, would be ready for sea to-day; and Mr. Roberts accordingly directed 
him to proceed at once in search of the Central America, leaving to his own discretion the track he 
should take and the arrangements he may deem desirable to further his purpose. The Daniel 
Webster, which left this port yesterday, will also keep in the track of the late gale, and preserve a 
vigilant lookout for any traces of the missing vessel. 

It is hoped that these vessels may fall in with some of the wrecked passengers of the Central 
America who may possibly be floating in the sea upon portions of the wreck. This hope, however, it 
must be confessed, in view of all the circumstances of the case, rests upon but a fragile foundation. 

Here is a partial transcription of this article: 

The Wreck of the Central America 

Savannah, Sept. 18. - The bark Saxony arrived at this port this morning 
with five of the passengers of the steamship Central America, which was 
wrecked on the 12th inst. The vessel is a total loss together with the 
treasure and mails. She had five hundred passengers on board, of whom 
the brig Marine, of Boston, saved from forty to fifty, and the bark Ellen 
Eloise some fifty others. The names of those who arrived at this port are 
H. H. Childs of New York, Jabes Howes and Adolph Frederick of San 
Francisco, and George W. Look and B. H. Ridley of Maine. 

Savannah, Sept. 18. - Henry H. Childs, one of the passengers above 
named, makes a statement as follows: 

Central America left Havana on Tuesday 8th, with delightful weather, which had been the case from 
Aspinwall. During the afternoon a fresh breeze sprang up, and on the next morning amounted to a 
gale, which continued to increase throughout Wednesday, and for part of the time accompanied with 
heavy rain. On Thursday the gale changed to a hurricane, and the sea was rolling very high. This 
storm continued, and on Friday, about 11 a.m., it was made known to passengers that the vessel 
had sustained a leak which threatened to fill rapidly. All hands were put to the pumps in relief 


j telegraphic intelligence. 

Tbe Wittk of (he Central Aneriw* 

S a yai»j*ah, Sept. 18.—Tbe bark Saxony arrived 
at this port this morning- with five of the peseta* 
srrt of the steamship Central America, which wu 
wrecked on tho I2ih inst* "The vessel U a total lose 
together with tbe treasure end mail*. She had five 
hundred passenger* on board, cf whom tbe brig- 
Marine, of Boston, eared from forty to fifty, and the 
bark Ellen Eloiee aoma fifty other*. The name* of 
Ihoee who arrived at this port are 1L il. Childs of 
New-York. Jabee Howe* and Adolph Frederick of 
San Francisco, and George W. Look and B. II. Rid¬ 
ley of Maine. 

Savahkab, Sept. 18.—Henry H. Child*, ooe of 
the passenger* above named, make* a statement a* 
follow*: 

Central America left Havana on Tuesday 8th, 
with delightful weather, which had been the case 
from Aapmyrall. During tbe afternoon a fresh 
breexesprang up, and on me next morning amount* 
ed to a gale, which continued to increase throughout 
Wednesday, and Jor part of the tune accompanied 
with heavy rain. Oa Thursday the gale changed to 
a hurricane, and the sea was rolling very high. 
Thu storm continued, and on Friday, about II a. 
m., it was made known to passenger* that the ves¬ 
sel had bui tamed a leak which threatened to fill 
rapidly. All hands were put to thepumpe m relief 
parties, and, for awhile, gained so far as to allow 
rekindling of fire in the engine room, which had 

Charleston Mercury (Charleston, 
South Carolina), 19 September 
1857. naae 2 
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parties, and, for awhile, gained so far as to allow rekindling of fire in the engine room, which had 
been quenched by the water. 

This gain was soon lost, and the fires again extinguished. The work of bailing went on over the ship 
throughout Friday evening and night - the passengers and crew keeping good hearts, and hoping 
that with daylight they would speak some vessel. 

About 2 p.m. on Saturday, the storm abated and a calm ensued, and thus continued the hopes of 
all, and nerved them for the work of bailing. At 4 p.m., a sail was announced, and the steamship 
fired signals, and displayed colors at half-mast. This proved to be the brig Marine of Boston, which 
came up and spoke to us to receive our reports, and then laid off a mile. The steamship had but 
three boats left, into which all the women and children were put, and transferred to the brig. Later in 
the evening another sail was seen fast approaching. Capt. Herndon reported condition to it and 
asked to lay aside. A favorable answer was returned, but instead of approaching, the vessel passed 
out of sight. 

At 7 p.m. it was found the steamer could not hold out much longer, as a heavy sea then swept over 
her for the first time. Life preservers were distributed, rockets fired, and soon after the vessel went 
down, leaving at mercy of the waves from four hundred to four hundred and fifty persons. The sea 
was then calm, and we all kept together, and cheered each other as well as the stoutest could. We 
thus kept together, I think, for two or three hours, nearly all being preserved so long except those 
who could not swim at all. Exhaustion then began to overcome one after another, and I saw them 
going down around me. At 1 a.m. Saturday morning I was nearly alone - could hear shouts of a few 
survivors, but could see none. About 2 a.m., as I reckoned, saw a vessel at a distance of a mile or 
less, took fresh courage, and swam towards it - reached it in last efforts of exhaustion, and was 
drawn up by ropes. It was a Norwegian bark, from Belize for Falmouth. I found on board three of my 
comrades, survivors, and before 9 o’clock, we had forty-nine of them in all - which are all I know to 
have been rescued. We kept near the place, and in anxious watching, until we believed all living had 
been picked up, and then made sail, the bark being short of provisions, and the crew living on gruel; 
we found a little tea and coffee also. 

At noon on Sunday, we spoke the American bark which supplied provisions, but took on board the 
five survivors brought to this city, whose names are B. H. Ridley, Maine; Jabez Howes, San 
Francisco; Sam. W. Locke, Maine; Adolphus Fredericks, San Francisco; and H. H. Childs, New 
York. The Norwegian bark set sail for Charleston, or the first port, with the rest of survivors. 

Note: An online collection of newspapers, such as GenealogyBank’s Historical Newspaper 
Archives, is not only a great way to learn about the lives of your ancestors - the old newspaper 
articles also help you understand American history and the times your ancestors lived in, and the 
news they talked about and read in their local papers. Did any of your ancestors try to strike it rich 
during the California Gold Rush? Please share your stories with us in the comments section. 

© 2008-2017 GenealogyBank.com 
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Strange Company 
A walk on the weird side of history 

Monday, September 18, 2017 
The Haunted Mill 




The haunted mill at Willington 


In its day, that bit of High Strangeness known as the "Willington Ghost" was the talk of England. 
Hundreds of people regularly flocked to the site of its appearance in the hope of seeing the "Ghost" 
for themselves. However, in the decades since the event, the haunting has been largely forgotten in 
favor of more famous, if not necessarily more interesting, ghost tales. 

It's high time to remedy that omission. 

Ground Zero for this particular ghost was a steam-corn mill and adjacent home in Willington, 
Northumberland. In 1831, the buildings, which dated from 1800, were purchased by Joseph Procter 
and his wife. For three years, the family lived at the residence without incident. After that, however, 
life got suddenly and unaccountably weird. 

The household began hearing mysterious noises. When the servants would go out to fasten the 
garden gate every evening, they would hear footsteps behind them. When they turned around, no 
one was there. Inside the house, they would regularly hear the sound of something heavy falling 
from the roof, hitting floor after floor until a loud thump was heard at the bottom. They would hear a 
loud commotion in the kitchen, as if someone was throwing things around. When they went to 
investigate, the residents were oddly comforted to find the room empty. It was, the Procters sighed 
in relief, "only the ghost." 

One night, the mill's foreman, Thomas Mann, heard a water-cart creaking as if it were being 
dragged out of the yard. Upon investigating, he saw nothing. The cart had not been moved. On 
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several different occasions, a number of witnesses reported seeing a woman dressed in a shroud 
standing outside the house. Perhaps eeriest of all, one day Mrs. Procter called to the family's 
nursemaid. The familiar voice answered back. The trouble was, the nurse was not in the house at 
the time... 

In June of 1835, while the Procters were away from home, one Edward Drury and a friend, Thomas 
Hudson, obtained permission to spend the night alone in the now-notorious "haunted house." What 
happened next is best related in Drury's own words, from a letter he later sent to Mr. Procter: 

I sat down on the third story landing, fully expecting to account for any noises I might 
hear in a most philosophical manner; this was about 11 o'clock p.m. About 10 minutes to 
12 we both heard a noise, as if a number of people were pattering with their bare feet 
upon the floor; and yet so singular was the noise that I could not minutely determine from 
whence it proceeded. A few minutes afterwards we heard a noise as if some one was 
knocking with his knuckles among our feet; this was immediately followed by a hollow 
cough from the very room from which the apparition proceeded. The only noise after this 
was as if a person was rustling against the wall in coming up stairs. At a quarter to one I 
told my friend that, feeling a little cold, I would like to go to bed, as we might hear the 
noises equally well there. He replied that he would not go to bed till daylight. I took up a 
note which I had accidentally dropped and began to read it; after which I took out my 
watch to ascertain the time, and found that it was ten minutes to one. In taking my eyes 
from the watch, they became riveted upon a closet door, which I distinctly saw open, and 
also saw the figure of a female, attired in greyish garments, with the head inclined 
downwards, and one hand pressed upon the chest as if in pain, and the other, that is the 
right hand, extended towards the floor, with the index finger pointing downwards. It 
advanced with an apparently cautious step across the floor towards me; immediately as 
it approached my friend, who was slumbering, its right hand was extended toward him. I 
then rushed at it, giving at the time, as Mr. Procter states, a most awful yell, but instead 
of grasping it I fell upon my friend, and I recollected nothing distinctly for nearly three 
hours afterwards. I have since learnt that I was carried downstairs in an agony of fear 
and terror. 

Good to know that these ghosthunters got their money's worth. 

A Mr. Dodgson, a brother of Mrs. Procter, had his own run-in with the ghost. A contemporary 
account of his experiences published in "Howett's Journal" described him as "of a peculiarly 
sensible, sedate, and candid disposition, a person apparently most unlikely to be imposed upon by 
fictitious alarms or tricks." When he visited the Willington home, he immediately found himself 
disturbed by "the strangest noises." 

As he lay in bed one night he heard a heavy step ascend the stairs towards his room, 
and some one striking as it were with a thick stick the balusters as he went along. It 
came to his door, he essayed to call, but his voice died away in his throat. He then 
sprang from his bed, and opening the door found no one there, but now heard the same 
heavy steps deliberately descending (though perfectly invisible) the steps before his 
face, and accompanying the descent with the same loud blows on the balusters. He 
proceeded to the room of Mr. Procter, who he found had heard the sounds, and who also 
now arose, and with a light they made a speedy descent below, and a thorough search 
there, but without discovering anything that could account for the occurrence. 
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When two sisters of Mrs. Procter stayed at the home, they felt their bed being lifted up under them 
and shaken. Its curtains were drawn up, and they saw a female figure emerge from the wall, bend 
over them, and re-enter the wall. One day, one of the sisters, along with Thomas Mann and his wife 
and daughter, were standing outside the mill when they had yet another disturbing experience. They 
were treated to the sight of a man in a flowing robe like a surplice, gliding along about three feet 
from the ground. The figure entered the wall of the house at the second-story level. It then stood still 
in a window. It was semi-transparent and luminously bright. After a moment, it took on a blue aura, 
and gradually faded away. No one--that is to say, no living human--was in or near the house at the 
time. 

On one occasion, the Procter's cook heard the latch on her door open. The candle next to her bed 
was suddenly snuffed out. As she sat in the darkness, a...something hit the headboard and she saw 
a dark shadow hovering by the bed. When she had sufficiently recovered from her fright to be able 
to move, she went to her door, only to find it still locked. 

The family continued to be pestered by having their beds lifted up and shaken by invisible hands, 
accompanied by loud bangs on the wall. One night, Mrs. Procter felt a cold hand pressing upon her 
chest. One of the Procter's young sons complained of being picked up by a "large dog." The children 
also reported regularly seeing a woman dressed in grey. She had no eyes. One night, two of the 
Procter boys were awakened by a loud scream coming from the foot of their bed. Another night, the 
children were tormented by sounds of moaning, followed by running footsteps. On one occasion, a 
disembodied head was seen in the children's bedroom. The family continually heard what sounded 
like children's pattering footsteps on the upper floor, varied with the sounds of a heavy box being 
dragged across the floor. Periodically, ghoulish laughter could be heard. One day, the family was 
nonplussed to see what looked like a white towel walk across a room, slide under the door, and 
heavily walk up the stairs. 

At times, the house resembled a Fortean zoo. Residents would see large catlike creatures, luminous 
sheep, monkeys wearing boots, silently gliding donkeys. 

The ghost later took to ringing bells and calling family members by name. By this point, the Procter 
children were in such a state of terror that they refused to go into any room alone, even in daylight. 
As can be imagined, the Procters found it very difficult to keep servants. 

By 1847, the strange sights and sounds had diminished appreciably, but the Procters had had 
enough. They sold the house and moved what they judged to be a safe distance away. Subsequent 
residents of the house reported few unusual happenings, and the "Willington Ghost" gradually faded 
from the public's memory. 

Many legends sprang up attempting to "explain" the haunting-colorful tales of old murders 
committed at the site or of mysterious stone slabs buried in the home's cellar-but such tales were 
never verified. The truth is, no one has ever found any reason for why the mill was such a bedeviled 
place. 

That may be the spookiest detail of all about this story. 

Posted by Undine at 4:40 AM 

1 comment: 
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i. 

John BellenSeptember 19, 2017 at 11:20 AM 

There's a lesson to modern movie-makers in the fact that nothing really violent or harmful 
occurred to any occupant of the house, and yet there are some truly terrifying scenes 
described. I would not stay long with the 'shadow' bending over me while I was in bed, and I 
suspect it was a good thing Drury rushed at the grey woman who was advancing upon his 
friend. Even so, no true violence, but plenty of horror. 
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When a miner named Michael Wanzie was murdered in June of 1905, it was evident that something 
wasn't quite right in the tiny village of Natalie. Although the scenic mountain village had a population 
of less than two hundred, the slaying of Michael Wanzie was the fourth murder committed in the 
village in less than a decade. 

By 1924 the population had nearly doubled, thanks to a building "boom" that saw the construction of 
40 new homes during the preceding year by builders employed by the Colonial Collieries Company, 
owners of the Natalie Colliery. Twenty of these homes, many of which still stand today, were built by 
the Evert Construction Company of Kulpmont. In 1923 there were 56 homes in the village, housing 
375 residents. By April of 1924 that number would swell to just under 400 residents and 93 homes. 

Although the building boom lent a measure of respectability to the village, Natalie was still imbued 
with a notorious reputation as being one of the most lawless places in Northumberland County 
thanks to the numerous brutal, unsolved murders that took place there. 


The First Murder in Natalie 

The first recorded murder that took place in Natalie was that of Pat Ford in March of 1893. Ford's 
badly mangled body was discovered in the snow about five hundred yards from the Patterson 
Colliery. According to neighbors, Ford had gotten drunk the previous night in a Hungarian 
boardinghouse in the village. One witness who lived next door to the boardinghouse said that she 
saw a man violently thrown out of the establishment around 11 o'clock the previous evening. When 
the woman's husband returned from the mines shortly after midnight he was informed of the incident 
and went outside to investigate, finding a trail of blood in the snow that led to Ford's body. No arrests 
were ever made in the case and Ford's killer was never brought to justice. 

Just two years later, in the fall of 1895, Henry Yargo would become the village's second murder 
victim. Yargo, an immigrant miner, disappeared without a trace in late October. On November 6, 
1895, one of his fellow boarders at the Hungarian boardinghouse confessed to knowing about 
Yargo's disappearance and declared that he had been the victim of foul play. 

On the day he was last seen, Yargo left the boardinghouse with several friends and went to Mt. 
Carmel, where he was seen flashing a large wad of cash. Returning home that evening, one of the 
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men in the group knocked Yargo down between Green Ridge and Natalie before the rest of his 
"friends" beat him to death. The attackers made off with about $80. Yargo's body was then carried 
into the woods and buried in a shallow grave near Hickory Ridge. His killer was never caught. 

The following year another tragedy would strike the tiny village-- this time taking the form of a 
natural disaster. A powerful hurricane ransacked the coal region on September 29, 1896. Although 
no lives were lost during the storm, dozens of buildings were reduced to rubble and many sustained 
life-threatening injuries. The damages in Mt. Carmel alone amounted to over $20,000-- or more than 
half a million dollars in modern currency. The village of Natalie was practically destroyed. At the 
notorious Hungarian boardinghouse, 8 of the 11 boarders suffered serious injuries. 


The Christmas Eve Riot of 1896 


The hurricane of 1896 didn't do much to ease tensions among Natalie residents. On Christmas Eve 
of that year a riot broke out in the village's general store, where several miners had gone to procure 
their month's wages. It all began when John Logan shoved John Harish against a hot stove. Harish 
fought back, but was soundly thrashed by the bigger Logan. John Polska then attacked Logan, who 
pulled a knife and slashed Polska in the face. Polska, as he tried to protect himself, nearly had one 
of his fingers cut off. Things sort of went downhill from there. The Dec. 26, 1896 edition of the Mount 
Carmel Daily News reported that "Knives were drawn and there was a general slashing among the 
infuriated men." 

When it was all over, more than a dozen miners were hospitalized from stab wounds. Patrick 
Johnson was stabbed in the side of the head. Israel Jones was stabbed in the shoulder. John 
McNelis was stabbed in the back. Andrew Miscannon was stabbed in the neck. John Smith of Bear 
Gap was stabbed in the shoulder, back and neck. Miraculously, all would recover. 

In 1899 the bloodied body of an unidentified miner, believed to be that of a Polish immigrant, was 
found alongside the road, not far from the site of the Yargo murder. And then there is the infamous 
1904 case of the "mystery head" (although the head of this unknown murder victim was found near 
the Hickory Ridge colliery, his torso was discovered not far from Natalie). 

But the banner year for this "Murderer's Paradise" was 1905. On January 21, the body of an Italian 
miner named Michael Rose (or Roesse or Rossi, depending on the source) was found along the 
road to Natalie. His head had been crushed in by his killer or killers, or so it was initially reported. 
Coroner Dreher, however, ruled that Rose had died from heart failure and it was later reported that 
the victim's alleged facial injuries were the result of "facial neuralgia". At any rate, murder was 
eventually ruled out, though more than a few newspaper reporters had their doubts. 


The Wanzie Murder 
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The murder of Michael Wanzie occurred on June 20, 1905, and resulted in tremendous outrage. 
Unlike many of Natalie's other murder victims, Wanzie was a popular and influential citizen. The 45- 
year-old Polish immigrant was employed as a boss machinist at the No. 2 slope, about a half mile 
away from his home. He walked home for dinner and then headed back to the colliery at 
approximately 12:30 and was never again seen alive. 

At around 1:30 that afternoon Larry Burns was walking along the road leading to the No. 2 slope 
when he encountered splatters of blood on the ground. Because of the village's seedy reputation he 
immediately suspected foul play and followed the bloody trail. He found Wanzie's body about a 
hundred yards away in the brush. Miraculously, Wanzie was still breathing, though it was evident 
that he would not recover. His head bore numerous ghastly, gaping wounds. Life would be extinct 
before Burns made it back to the village to call for help. Coroner Dreher and Dr. W.T. Williams 
transported the body back to Wanzie's home. 

The port-mortem examination revealed 43 bullets lodged in Wanzie's body; three in his brain, and 
the rest in his back. The bullets, it was reported, were homemade-- roughly cut and slightly larger 
than buckshot. The bullets appeared to have been fired from a double-barreled shotgun. 

The coroner theorized that Wanzie had attempted to run toward the colliery pump house after he 
had been shot, thereby causing his assailant to shoot him in the back. No one had heard the shots 
being fired, though it was possible that the sound of steam escaping from the pump house had 
masked the noise. 

Wanzie was known to have his fair share of enemies; his devotion to his job and strong work ethic 
endeared him to his supervisors, but it also made him the target of jealousy. Several months earlier 
an unknown attacker hiding in the woods had fired shots at him, but Wanzie managed to escape the 
ambush unharmed. 

Wanzie's murder angered a large portion of the Northumberland County population. He was the 
107th murder victim in county history, and yet only one killer had ever been caught, tried and 
convicted. In other words, if you murdered somebody in Northumberland County, there was a 
99.06% chance that you would get away with the crime. This unenviable record inspired a reporter 
from the Mount Carmel Item to write: 

The murderer is unknown. If the search for him is prosecuted with the same vigor that characterized 
previous endeavors upon the part of the authorities, he is likely to remain unknown. 

Much to everyone's great surprise, an arrest was made about a week later. The suspect was 
identified as a village resident by the name of Frank Riko, who was known to have harbored a 
grudge against Wanzie. It was also known that Riko owned a double-barreled shotgun. 

Riko had been employed at the No. 3 boilerhouse and, by all accounts, was not a particularly hard 
worker-- nor was he particularly easy to get along with. Riko had incessantly complained about a 
leak in the boilerhouse roof, and threatened to quit unless it was repaired. The day after he quit, the 
roof was repaired. Riko was incensed when he learned about this, and returned to the colliery to get 
his job back. He was informed by his boss, who happened to be Michael Wanzie, that he had 
already been replaced. 

Riko, now unemployed and with a wife and seven children to look after, soon fell behind on his rent 
and was threatened with eviction. Making matters worse, his marriage was falling apart and one of 
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his close friends had recently been killed. Riko was arrested near Kulpmont en route to his friend's 
funeral. Bulletmaking supplies were found in Riko's home. 

At the trial, a witness named John Kula testified that he had seen Riko near the scene of the crime 
holding a shotgun on the day Wanzie was murdered. Eli Hein, a neighbor of Riko, and John Simon, 
a former co-worker, both testified that the alleged killer bore a grudge against the victim; both men 
claimed to have heard Riko say that he wanted Wanzie dead. 

Nevertheless, Frank Riko was acquitted of murder. In spite of compelling evidence, there was still 
only 1 conviction springing from 107 Northumberland County murders, and Natalie's notorious 
slayers had evaded justice 100% of the time. 

On the evening of July 16, 1905, Andrew Harnis narrowly avoided becoming the village's next 
murder victim. That night he had gone to a festival in Marion Heights and was returning home to 
Natalie late in the evening when he was ambushed and left to die on the roadside. A neighbor found 
his unconscious body. Dr. Kiefer was summoned to the scene and discovered that Harnis had beat 
beaten over the head with a large, blunt object. His scalp was cut in several places but his skull was 
not fractured. Robbery was once again the motive; the $13 that Harnis had carried with him was 
stolen. 


The Smollack Axe Murder of 1918 


Perhaps the most gruesome murder to take place in Natalie occurred in 1918 and, for the first time 
in the village's bloody history, justice would prevail-- and for a pretty good reason. Peter Smollack 
was the first person in the history of Northumberland County to confess to the crime of murder. 

It was around 8:30 on the morning of June 19, 1918, when Peter Smollack (or Smalak, according to 
some records) split open his wife's skull with an axe inside the kitchen of their home in Natalie in 
front of three of their seven children. The newspaper report described the incident thusly: 

Approaching her he struck her twice at the back of the head with the blunt end of the hatchet, 
splitting open the skull from ear to ear so that her brains oozed out on her shoulders.- Mount 
Carmel Item, June 19, 1918. 

He was sentenced to death by electric chair at the Rockview Penitentiary on December 16, 1918. 
While awaiting his transfer to Rockview in June of the following year he penned a statement from 
inside his cell at the county prison. In his statement, Smollack accused his wife Clara of "having 
been on intimate terms with numerous men in this vicinity" and declared that this was the reason 
behind his actions. 

Remarkably, for as gory as the crime was, it garnered little local press, perhaps due to the possibility 
that Clara Smollack's lovers included some important people in Northumberland County social 
circles. The June 18, 1919 edition of the Mount Carmel Item devoted a total of four sentences to 
Smollack's jailhouse declaration, writing, in part: 


http://paoddities.blogspot.com/2017/10/natalie-pennsylvania-murderers-paradise.htnnl 


4/5 



10/5/2017 


Natalie, Pennsylvania: A Murderer's Paradise 


The statement in its original form is too strong for publication and is quite lengthy, giving dates and 
names of some well known men. 

Even Smollack's execution warranted a mere blurb in the local paper. The June 16, 1919 edition of 
the same newspaper merely reads: 

Bellefonte, June 16.- Peter Smollack, Natalie, Northumberland County, paid the death penalty this 
morning at Rockview Penitentiary here when he was electrocuted for the murder of his wife. 
Smollack pleaded guilty, saying he was intoxicated, and was sentenced without the formality of a 
trial. He will be buried in the penitentiary cemetery, as the body was not claimed. 
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Philippe de France, brother of Louis XIV, was always known to have a 
preference for men. It was no secret. Although the king’s brother was 
married twice and fathered plenty of children, his real love was a man 
three years younger than him. In 17th century France, homosexuality 
was a crime and Louis XIV himself was no fan of men loving men, yet 
had to tolerate it due to his brother. After all, if he were to punish the 
men of his court who openly showed off their male lovers, he would 
have to start with his own flesh and blood. 

It was not just his brother Philippe who loved men. Their father, Louis 
XIII was rumoured to have preferred men, there was also their uncle 
Cesar de Vendome, whose Parisian town-house was nicknamed Hotel 
de Sodome, and even Louis XIV’s son, the comte de Vermandois. 

Louis de Bourbon, by Pierre Mignard K . . . . , ■ . . w .... ,. . 

Named Louis after his father, his mother Louise de La Valliere retired 
to a convent in order to repent for her previous sinful lifestyle as mistress of the king. Little Louis de 
Bourbon was sent to live with aunt and uncle afterwards. There he met Philippe de France’s 
favourite, the Chevalier de Lorraine, and was introduced to a secret brotherhood of gay men both 
belonged to. 

It was founded somewhen between 1680 and 1682, its members the creme de la creme of the 
French court. Philippe de France and the Chevalier de Lorraine were founding members. This 
brotherhood was led by four Grand Masters and had a set of “outrageous” rules such as “wearing a 
cross between vest and shirt, which displays a man kicking a woman with his feet into the dust, just 
like the cross on which Saint-Michel kicks the demon”. The society met at various Parisian higher- 
class taverns, brothels and country-houses to engage in bed sports with each other or sex workers, 
some of them women. If women were present, they were not treated kindly by the men and were 
apparently even abused. 

This order had plenty of novices eager to take part, one of them being Louis de Bourbon. He was a 
teen of fifteen and rather handsome to behold. His mother did not want to hear anything about him 
anymore and his father did not care much, either. Louis was introduced into the brotherhood by the 
Chevalier de Lorraine himself, who ordered him to sign a statement in which he swore obedience to 
the rules and absolute secrecy. Said paper was not to be signed with ink, the Chevalier told him, it 
must be signed with his semen. The Chevalier then assisted in acquiring it, making the boy faint in 
delight. 

Although secrecy was sworn by every member, the brotherhood did not stay a secret for long. 
Rumours of their meetings and stories of their wild orgies circulated swiftly in Paris. Soon after, 

Louis XIV got wind of it himself. 

He ordered his son to him. All of Louis XIV’s children had a lot of respect for their father and even 
feared him to some degree, Vermandois was no exception. He was eager to gain the love of his 
father and hoped that he might gain it by showing his loyalty to the king he was. It did not take long 
until he spilled the beans to his royal father. The Sun King was outraged as Vermandois told him all 
about the brotherhood and its members. Members nobody wanted to speak up for once the story 
made the rounds. 
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Louis XIV wanted to exile his son to the Normandy, but due to the intervention of his aunt, he was 
sent to Flanders as soldier instead. The Chevalier de Lorraine was ordered not to appear at court for 
a while. Other members, like the prince de La Roche-sur-Yon, the comte de Marsan, the chevalier 
de Saint-Maure, the chevalier de Mailly, the comte de Roucy and the vidame de Laon, were exiled. 
Louis de Bourbon died a drunkard after a short illness, aged only sixteen, in Flanders. He never 
managed to gain his father’s love and his mother did not mourn him. 

Sources 

Barker, Nancy. Brother to the Sun King. 

Crompton, Louis. Homosexuality and Civilization. 

The letters of Madame de Sevigne. 
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Mrs Daffodil Digresses 

A blog about costume, history, and social ephemera 

A Stuffed Cat-skin. 

An eccentric and parsimonious old lady, who died in 
a small village in the State of Maine, some twenty 
years ago, always kept a half dozen cats about the 
house. She was a dried-up-looking old crone, and 
some ill-minded people had gone so far as to call 
her a witch, doubtless because of her oddities and 
her cats, “black, white, and brindled.” When one of 
these delightful night-prowlers departed this life, the 
old lady would have the skin of the animal stuffed, to 
adorn her mantel shelf. My informant said he had 
once seen them with his own eyes, arranged along 
on the shelf, some half score of them, looking as 
while the old woman sat by the fireplace, crooning 

The woman paid no bills that she could avoid, always pleading poverty as her excuse for the non- 
fulfilment of her responsibilities. 

One dark and stormy night she was taken very sick, and by a preconcerted signal to a neighbor, — 
the placing of a light in a certain window, — help was summoned, including the village doctor, to 
whom she owed a fee for each visit he had ever made her. But this was fated to be the doctor’s last 
call to that patient. 

“O, doctor, then I am dying at last — am I?” 

The physician assured her such was the case. 

“Then, doctor, I must tell you that you’ve been very patient with me, and have hastened day or night 
to see me, in my whims, as well as my real sickness, and you shall be rewarded. I have no money, 
but you see all my treasures arranged along on the mantel-piece there?” 

“What!” exclaimed the doctor; “you don’t call those cats treasures, I hope!” 

“Yes, they are my only treasures, doctor. Now, I want to be just to you, above all others, because 
you’ve not only served me as I said, but you’ve often sent me wood and provisions during the cold 
winters —” 

Here she became too feeble to go on, and the doctor revived her with some cordial from his saddle¬ 
bags, when she took breath, and continued, — 



http://www. nationaltrustcollections. org. uk/object/663488 

demure and comfortable as a stuffed cat could, 
over her knitting work. 
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“See them, doctor; eleven of them. Which will you choose?” The doctor, with as much grace as 
possible, declined selecting any one of the useless stuffed skins; when the old lady, by much effort, 
raised her head from the pillow, and said, “Well, I will select for you. Take the black one —take — 
the black — cat — doctor!” and died. 

Her dying words so impressed him, that he took the cat home, and, on opening her, — for it was 
very heavy, — he found that the skin contained nearly a hundred dollars, in gold. 

The Funny Side of Physic: 1880: p. 400-2 

Mrs Daffodil’s Aide-memoire: A macabre case of a black cat being lucky! 

Recently Mrs Daffodil posted a story by Mr Oscar Wilde on the theme of deceptive appearances, 

The Model Millionaire. The nineteenth century press was found of stories about immensely wealthy 
misers who went about in rags and the eccentric places they hid their treasures, such as the 
following: 

“ Peg-leg” Dan used to be a familiar figure on Clark Street, in Chicago. He sold pencils and chewing- 
gum from a little tray that swung from his neck, and the thump of his peg-leg helped to wear away 
the sidewalk from daylight to night-time. Then, one day they picked up what was left of Dan, and 
tried to patch it together on the operating-table at the hospital. 

“Just look out for my peg,” he’d say anxiously; and to please him, the old wooden leg was stood up 
beside his cot where he could look at it. 

“I’m going to will you that, nurse,” he told the white-capped girl who soothed his last hours, and she 
smiled back, and told him he’d need it himself. 

“No, I won’t, and I ain’t joking, either." he said earnestly. ” Don’t you forget what I say. You can have 
that peg-leg as soon as they’ve finished with me, ’cause you’ve been good to me. understand, 
nurse? Don’t you forget.” 

She did not forget. She took the old. battered wooden leg as a memento of the kind-faced, brave old 
cripple. And. on closer examination, the leg was found to be hollow, and jammed with bills of high 
denomination, making it as valuable as was ever the “precious leg of Miss Kilmansegg.”** 

Something over fifteen thousand it yielded as “ Peg-leg” Dan’s treasure-trove, left to the nurse who 
was kind to him. And she didn’t forget. 

**A reference to “Miss Kilmansegg and Her Precious Leg,” a poem about a solid gold artificial limb 
by Thomas Hood. 
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The following is an article from Uncle John's Endlessly Engrossing Bathroom Reader. 

From our “Dustbin of History” files, here’s the harrowing tale of a little-known milestone in aviation history. 

LOADED 



It was January 7, 1785, and two men were preparing for the first ever balloon crossing 
of the English Channel. The one who financed the adventure was John Jeffries, a well- 
to-do American doctor. The one with the aviation skills was Frenchman Jean-Pierre 
Blanchard, one of the innovators of ballooning -which at that point had only been 
around for two years. A crowd gathered near the Dover cliffs to watch them lift off for 
France. At 1:00 p.m., Blanchard and Jeffries embarked on their 21-mile journey. But 
there was one problem: They were too heavy. 

They were carrying 30 pounds of ballast weights (used to keep the balloon steady), 
plus steering gear, personal items, a bag of mail to be delivered in France, and 
scientific equipment. And then there were the four “wings.” Made out of silk and 
extending from the carriage, they served no real purpose except to make the balloon 
look like a bird. 


Jean-Pierre Blanchard 


CHANNEL SURFING 



Dr. John Jeffries 


Only a few miles into the crossing, it was apparent that the balloon was flying too low. The 
Channel loomed close, and neither man could swim. Their only option: lose some weight. 

First went the ballast bags, but the balloon didn’t rise. As the carriage skimmed 20 or so 
feet above the surface, Blanchard unhooked the wings and let them drop into the water. 
The men argued over what to throw off next, finally deciding on the bag of mail. But the 
balloon was still flying too low. Then went the bottle of brandy they were saving for the 
landing. Still too low. Then, much to Jeffries’ dismay, went his thermometer, his barometer, 
and his telescope. Still too low. 

So Blanchard stripped off his clothes—his heavy overcoat, his pants and shirt, then 
everything else, and he urged Jeffries to do the same. But the doctor was too dignified to 
land in France completely naked, and only stripped down to his undergarments. And they 
were still dangerously close to the water. 


I’M AMERICAN, AND EUROPEAN 


Jeffries had an idea: They’d had a lot to drink with breakfast, and neither had gone to the bathroom before they 
left. “We were able to obtain, I verily believe, between five and six pounds of urine,” Jeffries later wrote, “which 
circumstance, however trivial or ludicrous it may seem, I have reason to believe, was of real utility to us.” 

Perhaps he was right—peeing into the Channel may have saved them from crashing into the Channel, but the fact 
remained that they were still flying too low. When the bottom of the carriage actually touched the water, Jeffries 
panicked and started climbing up the ropes. Blanchard yelled for him to come down; he was making it even more 
unstable. Jeffries climbed down; the two men put on their cork life jackets. They braced for impact. 
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Then, just as they saw the French coast ahead in 
the distance, a sudden updraft pushed the balloon 
up into the January sky. “From the height which we 
were now at,” recalled Jeffries, “and from the loss 
of our clothes, we were almost benumbed with 
cold.” 

But the cold was the least of their troubles -all of 
Blanchard’s steering equipment and anchors had 
been thrown overboard, leaving him no way to 
control the craft. They could only watch in horror as 
the balloon got caught in a downdraft and headed 
straight for Fel-mores Forest. Luckily, just above 
the canopy, they leveled out and Jeffries was able 
to grab hold of the top of a tall tree and slow them 
down. The carriage unceremoniously flopped into a clearing, with the silk balloon still caught in the branches. 
Some farmers gave them clothes and a ride to the town of Calais, where another crowd had gathered to witness 
the historic landing. 

EPILOGUE 



Jeffries had kept one letter -in his underwear- from the jettisoned 
mailbag. It was addressed to Benjamin Franklin (serving as American 
Ambassador to France) from Franklin’s son. That was the first airmail- 
delivered letter in history. 

Blanchard went on to become the first man to fly a balloon in several 
countries, including the U.S., where George Washington and two 
future presidents were in attendance. In 1809, at 56 years old, 
Blanchard was ballooning over the Netherlands when he suffered a 
heart attack and fell 50 feet to the ground. Though he never 
recovered, he’d met his end doing what he loved. 


The article above is reprinted with permission from Uncle John's 
Endlessly Engrossing Bathroom Reader. 

Since 1988, the Bathroom Reader Institute had published a series of popular books containing irresistible bits of 
trivia and obscure yet fascinating facts. If you like Neatorama, you'll love the Bathroom Reader Institute's books - 
go ahead and check 'em out! 
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Alphonse Bertillon’s Synoptic Table of 
Physiognomic Traits (ca. 1909) 
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Alphonse Bertillon’s Tableau synoptic des traits physionomiques was essentially a cheat sheet to help police 
clerks put into practice his pioneering method for classifying and archiving the images (and accompanying 
details) of repeat offenders, a system known as bertillonage. Beginning his career as a records clerk in the 
Parisian police department, Bertillon, the child of two statisticians and endowed with an obsessive love of 
order, soon became exasperated with the chaos of the files on offenders. The problem was particularly acute 
when it came to identifying offenders as repeat offenders (recidivists), given that the person in question could 
simply provide a false name. Before Bertillon, to find the files of the accused (or if there was even one already 
existing) the police would have to sift through the notorious “rogues’ gallery”, a disorganised mess of 
photographic portraits of past offenders, and hope for a visual match. 
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Bertillon’s solution was to develop a rigorous system of classification, or “signalmenfto help organise these 
photographs. This involved — in addition to taking simple measurements of the head, body, and extremities 
— breaking down the criminal’s physiognomy into discrete and classifiable elements (the curl of ear, fold of 
brow, inclination of chin). What in other contexts might be the much loved (or reviled) expressions of a 
personality, in Bertillon’s world become simply units of information. Taking a note of these, as well as 
individual markings such as scars or tattoos, and personality characteristics, Bertillon could produce a 
composite formula that could then be tied to a photographic portrait and name, all displayed on a single card, a 
portraitparle (a speaking portrait). These cards were then systematically archived and cross-indexed, to make 
the task of linking a reticent offender with a possible criminal past, infinitely easier. Put into practise in 1883, 
the system was hugely effective and was soon adopted by police forces across the channel, before spreading 
throughout Europe and the Americas, (though without Bertillon’s obsessive eye overseeing proceedings, its 
foreign adventures were not a complete success). 

Key to the whole endeavour, of course, was the new exactitude of representation afforded by photography, 
though this was still an exactitude limited to a particular moment. Over time faces change, a fact which 
rendered Bertillon’s system less than perfect. With the call for an identifier more fixed than the measurements 
of an inevitably changing face, and a system less complex, bertillonage was eventually, by the beginning of 
the 20th century, supplanted by the new kid on the forensic science block — fingerprinting 
(http://publicdomainreview.org/2016/02/24/the-anthropometric-detective-and-his-racial-clues/). 

The at once wonderful and somewhat terrifying image featured here, though rendered obsolete in a practical 
sense, stands today as a potent symbol for the new age of surveillance and “biopower” which it helped to 
usher in. As the Met Museum, where this copy of Bertillon’s image is housed, comments, “although intended 
merely as a filing aide, this image of the human face in all its striations of repetition and difference renders 
surveillance as a terrifying manifestation of the modem sublime.” 


m The Met Museum (https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/289245) 
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Oh what a circus, oh what a show! Amazing photos 
emerge of 19th century travelling performers loved 
by Queen Victoria and whose boss met a grisly end 

.com . The co || ec tion of over 150 images tells the story 
of the circus of the great showman 'Lord' George Sanger 

• Several photos show a menagerie of exotic animals including lions and elephants 
used as part of the act 

• The album has emerged for auction at Dominic Winter Auctions of Cirencester, 
Gloucestershire, for £1,000 

By Sophie Inge For Mailonline 

Published: 13:10 EDT, 1 October 2017 | Updated: 13:11 EDT, 1 October 2017 

Remarkable photos capturing life in a 19th century touring circus which twice performed for the 
Queen have come to light. 

The collection of over 150 images tells the story of the circus of the great showman, 'Lord' George 
Sanger who performed for Queen Victoria at Sandringham in 1885 and Balmoral in 1898. 

One fascinating photo shows the whole troupe of 30 performers in front of the circus ring with the 
acrobats forming a three-people-high human pyramid in the background. 

Another depicts a man stood on another man's shoulders who himself is straddling two horses. 

There are several images of a menagerie of exotic animals including caged lions and elephants 
used as part of the act that would surely horrify the RSPCA today. 

Remarkable: This photo shows all 30 
performers in the troupe - including men, 
women and children - in front of the circus ring 
with the acrobats forming a three-people-high 
human pyramid in the background 

There are various other images of acrobatic 
demonstrations and one of the troupe travelling 
between sites. 

A scantily clad woman strikes a seductive pose 
in one photo, while a man in drag and a woman 
lark about in another. 


• Young family including six-month-old baby fight for their... Boom! New York's feel the earth 
move as 78-year-old... CNN veteran anchor Don Lemon, 51, leaves SNL after party... Hunt 
supported by Leader of House Andrea Leadsom is caught... 'Knifeman', 45, is arrested on 
Oxford Street in front of... Florida girl, 17, is accidently shot in the knee by her... 
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There are several photos of smartly dressed women on horseback and one of three workers stood 
on a carriage which was 'patronised by the Queen and the Royal Family' in light of the circus' Royal 
performances. 

The album is believed to have once belonged to somebody connected with the circus but has most 
recently been in the hands of a private collector from Surrey. 

Daring: This photo shows Harry and George Austin, 
whose horse-riding routines earned them the titles of the 
'Greatest Equestrians in the World' 

Pictured 
left: A 
clown in 
the 

troupe 
known 
as 'The 


Inimitable Albert' and, right, a scantily clad acrobat strikes a seductive pose 

Performance ready: A photo shows members of the 
troupe, including three female acrobats pose with a horse. 
The album is believed to have once belonged to somebody 
connected with the circus 

Royal approval: 'Lord' George Sanger's circus posing for a 
group photograph. The troupe was loved by Queen 
Victoria who attended performances at Sandringham in 
1885 and Balmoral in 1898 

Three circus performers pose for a photograph in front of a 
plush cart. The incredible collection was most recently 
been in the hands of a private collector from Surrey 

The man who started it all: Ring master 'Lord' George Sanger poses in a top hat and tails. Tragically, 
he was later murdered with a hatchet at his home at Park Farm, Finchley, by employee Herbert 
Charles Cooper, who later committed suicide 

It has emerged for auction at Dominic Winter Auctions of Cirencester, Glos, for £1,000. 

Sanger was an English showman and circus proprietor who the enterprise with his brother John. 

The first show was in February 1854 at the King's Lynn Charter Fair in Norfolk and tickets were Ip. 
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His circus visited over 200 towns in a 
nine month season, giving two shows 
a day, every day except Sunday. 


He retired in 1905, selling off his zoo 
and circus effects which were 
auctioned by circus auctioneer Tom 
Norman. 


Tragically, in 1911 he was murdered 
with a hatchet at his home at Park 
Farm in Finchley, north London, by 
employee Herbert Charles Cooper, 
who then committed suicide. 



Spellbinding: Glamorous 'mid-air performer' Mademoiselle Yetta poses with a parasol in one of the 
collection's incredible photographs 



Fascinating: A programme for 'Lord' George Sanger's 'Great Military 
Spectacle' even included scenes from the Indian Mutiney and finished 
with the Boer War 





H - 

m 



IB 
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On the 
move: An 
amazing 
photograph 
shows the 
circus 
travelling to 
their next 


location. The troupe's first show was in February 1854 at the King's Lynn Charter Fair in Norfolk and 
tickets were 1 p 
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Chris Albury, of Dominic Winter Auctions, said: The circus always has an intrigue and it is one of 
those things that draws people in. 

'Most people would have gone to a circus at some point in their lives and have memories of it. 

'It is quite unusual to see so many photos of one particular troupe and we believe this album must 
have belonged to someone connected to Sanger's circus at one time. 

'You can see them travelling from site to site with an amazing amount of equipment and with the 
clowns and acrobatics there are similarities to the circus of today. 

'Unfortunately, Sanger met a gruesome and unexplained end when he was murdered by an 
employee who then killed himself.' 


The auction takes place on October 4. 



Witty: 'Lord' George Sanger even appeared in Victorian cartoon in which 
he tells General Booth: 'You'd better let me manage your next procession, 
general. As you are a brother-showman, I'll make the terms easy' 



Two slapstick performers - including a man in 
drag costume - pose for a photograph. It is just 
one of the photos set to go up for auction on 
October 4 

Wild side: Lions and Elephants were also part 
of the vast travelling show. The circus visited 
over 200 towns in a nine month season, giving 
two shows a day, every day except Sunday 

Pictured: An example of some of the 
spectacular acrobatics in the show. The troupe 
consisted of a total of 30 performers 



Fierce: A brave lion tamer poses in a cage with his wild cats. The animals performed in acts which 
would surely horrify the RSPCA today 


Elegant: The collection features several photos of smartly dressed women on horseback including 
Mademoiselle Ida Stoodley (pictured), who was described as a 'graceful and highly accomplished 
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equestrienne' 


Sanger's circus was pulled by horses, who then 
went on to act in the show. Carts bear the words: 
Three times patronized by the Queen and 27 
crowned heads' 


that draws people in' 


All together: 

George Sanger's 
circus company 
poses in front of the 
circus ring. Chris 
Albury, of Dominic 
Winter Auctions, 
said: 'The circus 
always has an 
intrigue and it is 
one of those things 



Comments 12 

The comments below have not 


been moderated. 


beadinglinda, wigan, United Kingdom, about 4 hours ago 

George Sanger was my fathers (great) uncle and I remember him telling me stories about his uncle 
and the circus. 


6 

Esse Mann, Zephyrhills, United States, about 6 hours ago 
No difference with the circus we live in daily basis. 
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Zagg35, Toronto, about 5 hours ago 
Oh please. 

Whyever Knot, Wherever, United States, about an hour ago 
It was quite scandalous back in that day. 

Dungogvolts, Newcastle, Australia, 35 minutes ago 
In the day she would have. 

Shalini, San Francisco, United States, about 6 hours ago 
These circuses abused so many animals glad they are gone! 

Mary, Wolverhampton, United Kingdom, about 8 hours ago 

Well done, DM. You used grisly correctly. Now all we need to see is a story about grizzly bears and 
we'll have proof that your extra reading and comprehension lessons are taking effect! Good effort. 
7/10 

Ormie, Lumbridge, United Kingdom, about 3 hours ago 
6/10 Could do better. Used Ip for an 1854 penny instead of Id. 

Lhyde, Chertsey Surrey, United Kingdom, about 9 hours ago 

What an amazing find-lance Linwood,yetta and Lillian mentioned on the programme are all 
members of my family tree-1 have found numerous references but never photos of them...I wonder if 
they are in those photos 

Bert, Millwall, about 9 hours ago 

George Sanger is buried in the old part of Margate Cemetery. His tomb is surmounted by an 
impressive life sized marble horse with 4 caryatids in each of the 4 corners. Unfortunately the 
bronze chains which formed part of the enclosure were stolen by metal thieves a few years ago. 

The views expressed in the contents above are those of our users and do not necessarily reflect the 
views of MailOnline. 

By posting your comment you agree to our house rules. 
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An excellent day for an exorcism 


blogs.bl.uk 


31 October 2017 




They’re creepy and they’re kooky, mysterious and spooky, it must be Halloween at the 
British Library! To celebrate today we are taking a look at the head-spinning subject of 
exorcisms. Through the ongoing England and France 700-1200 joint project with the 
Bibliotheque nationale de France, the British Library has digitised a 12th-century psalter and 
collection of prayers (now Harley MS 2928), which includes an exorcism performed in a traditional 
Christian rite that you may not expect. 
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Blessed be the salt-shaker: Exorcism of salt in a prayer for 
baptism, from Harley MS 2928, f. lOr 

From the Early Middle Ages, the practice of exorcism has been 
closely linked to the Christian rite of baptism. Evidence 
suggests that exorcisms were first performed during baptismal 
services as early as the 3rd century, in ceremonies to convert 
pagans to Christianity. Early Christians may have viewed the 
pagan gods as demons, and so performed exorcisms on those 
being converted to expel the pagan demons that they 
possessed. As Christianity spread across Europe, the need to 
convert pagans fell. However, exorcism remained popular in 
works of liturgy which outlined the services and prayers 
followed in medieval Christian worship. 


Exorcisms were performed on people, but could also be used on animals and even objects. Baptism 
involved the use of salt and water by a priest to bless a person, symbolising their purity as they were 
admitted to the Christian faith. As the salt and water were tools of purification, these also needed to 
be pure themselves to prevent demons from entering the person being baptised. A 12th-century 
baptism prayer in Harley MS 2928 contains an exorcism for salt and water (ff. 10r—11 r) to rid them of 
any demons that might be lurking within. Below is an extract in Latin from the exorcism of salt, 
followed by an English translation. The + sign represents when the sign of the cross was made 
during the ritual: 

Exorcizo te, creatura salis, per Deum + vivum, per Deum + verum, per Deum + sanctum, per Deum, 
qui te per Eliseum Prophetam in aquam mitti jussit 

‘I exorcise thee, creature of salt, by the living God +, by the true God +, by the Holy God +, by the 
God who by the prophet Eliseus commanded thee to be cast into the water’ 


Full-page miniature of the Baptism of Christ, from Harley MS 2928, f. 16r 

The manuscript features later 13th-century illuminations attributed to an anonymous artist known as 
the 1285 Master, and these miniatures depict biblical scenes including the Baptism of Christ 
showing him being immersed into blessed water. Several medieval manuscripts contain 
illuminations depicting exorcisms being performed, such as the Tsar Ivan Alexander Gospels (Add 
MS 39627). Composed in 14th-century Bulgaria, the Gospels are accompanied by decorated 
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Image 2_harley_ms_2928_f016r 


Image 3_add_ms_39627_f162v 

Three little possessed pigs: Christ exorcising demons from a man which enter a herd of swine, from 
the Tsar Ivan Alexander Gospels, Add MS 39627, f. 162v 
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scenes of Christ expelling demons from men. One colourful image depicts 
a scene from Scripture in which Christ expels demons from a man, which 
then enter a herd of pigs. The now-possessed pigs rush to a nearby lake 
and are drowned. 


Exorcisms were just one practice performed in the Christian Church to protect its followers from 
harm. The collection of prayers in Harley MS 2928 includes three prayers for the absolution of 
penitents (ff. 12r-v), used by priests to forgive those who may have committed sins. The sinner 
could confess their misdeeds, and if they wished to be forgiven, the priest would absolve them with 
prayer. Absolution was an important rite, as having received forgiveness for wrong-doing, that 
person’s soul could now enter Paradise after death. 
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Text containing three prayers of absolution for penitents, from Harley MS 2928, 
f. 12r 

The exorcism of salt and water shows that this ritual could be used as a 
positive force to protect the faithful. Yet, dark rituals did occur outside the 
authority of the Christian Church. One magical charm survives from the late 
4th century (now Papyrus 123) that could be used to summon demons against 
others and depicts two demons that have been invoked by the charm. 

Depiction of demons, from a magical 
incantation, Egypt, Papyrus 123 

It is small wonder then, that exorcisms 
survive in many forms from the medieval 
period to protect oneself, one’s animals and 
objects from demonic possession. The 
Anderson Pontifical (Add MS 57337) 
produced in 11th-century England even 
features an exorcism of bread and cheese. 

Happy Halloween! 
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Exorcisms are so cheesy: Prayer to exorcise bread and cheese beginning ‘Incipit exorcism us panis’, 
from the Anderson Pontifical, Add MS 57337, f. 80v 
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This Is How The Ancient Egyptians Did Pregnancy Tests (With Surprising 
Accuracy!) 


Byjenny Hills News 
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Home pregnancy tests hit the American market back in the 1970s. Initially, the tests were cumbersome 
(they involved a number of items, including sheep red blood cells), and not completely reliable. Since 
then, pregnancy tests have evolved and the procedure has been simplified. They are all based on 
detecting trace levels of the pregnancy hormone human chorionic gonadotropin (hCG) in the woman's 
urine. But you might be surprised to hear that pregnancy testing by urine is not a novel approach at all. 


o 

Join 2 Million 
Followers 

Nutrition tips and free health 
advice straight to your inbox 


Your First Name 


Your Email 


The first record of a home pregnancy test comes from Ancient Egypt. A papyrus described a test that 
required a potentially pregnant woman to pee on barley and wheat seeds over a period of a few days. If 
the seeds sprouted, she was pregnant. They even determined the baby's gender with this method. 


If it was barley that sprouted, it was a girl. If wheat sprouted, a woman was expecting a male child. As 
strange as it might seem, the test was actually accurate in 70% of all cases. In 1963, the laboratory test 
showed that urine of pregnant women did cause the seeds to sprout. The seeds probably started to 
grow due to the elevated levels of estrogens, which stimulate growth. But the Egyptian gender 
hypothesis was of course not confirmed. 


Connect With Us 



Urine was also used in the Middle Ages to determine if a woman was expecting. Europe saw the 
emergence of so called 'piss prophets' that claimed to be able to diagnose many conditions by looking at 
the color of urine. Pregnant woman had urine that was clear pale lemon color leaning toward off-white, 
having a cloud on its surface, according to the text from 1552. Sometimes the woman's urine was mixed 
with wine. This could actually lead to a moderate success rate, as alcohol reacts with certain proteins in 
urine. 

In the 1920s, it was already known that a specific hormone was present in the urine of pregnant women. 
The urine was injected into sexually immature rabbits and rodents, and the animals' ovaries were 
examined after 5 days. On the fifth day, the animals were killed and autopsied to examine the state of 
their ovaries. If the pee came from a woman that was pregnant, bulging masses were found on the 
ovaries. 

After the Rabbit Test, came the Frog Test, which worked on the same principle, but was a bit more 
humane, since the frogs didn't have to be killed. The injected amphibians produced eggs within 24 hours 
if the lady was pregnant. It has been suggested that with the emergence of home pregnancy tests, frogs 
became obsolete, so they were released into the wild. They caused an ecological catastrophe and 
contributed to the extinction of many native amphibians worldwide. 
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Join Our 2 Million fans 
^^1 Healthy and Natural W 

IHLS 2,078,274 likes 



1 friend likes this 


We might not use barley and wheat for testing anymore - and it's also not sure how GMO wheat and 
barley would react to urine - but it's interesting to note how our ancestors already knew that the answer 
could be found in urine. 
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Resources: 

http://historv.nih.gov/exhibits/thinblueline/timeline.html 

http://mentalfloss.com/article/48655/9-historical-methods-detecting-pregnancv 

http://groundreport.com/ancient-egvptian-grain-based-pregnancv-test-found-to-be-70-accurate-bv-archaeologists/ 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC1034829/pclf/medhist00162-0052.pdf 
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One Response to This Is How The Ancient Egyptians Did Pregnancy Tests (With 
Surprising Accuracy!) 

NUHUH says: 

November 2, 2017 at 12:28 am 

This was interesting until...why did you have to go and bring GMOs into it? Um, no. Unless they have 
been engineered to react or not react with urine, a GMO plant is not going to act any different than any 
other example of the species. You are trying to inject scaremongering. Genetic modification isn't a 
gamble, it makes extremely precise changes to a genome. You know what isn't precise, what is a random 
gamble? Selective breeding. 
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Ancient graveyard at 'most haunted house' 


shetnews.co.uk 


13:09 Thursday, 21 September 2017 | Written by Chris Cope 

TWO human skeletons possibly dating 
back to the 13th or 14th century have been 
found just inches under the ground at what 
is dubbed Shetland's most haunted 
property. 

The find - at Windhouse in Yell - confirms 
long-held views that the dilapidated former 
laird's house, which dates back to the early 
18th century, sits on an old graveyard. 

The remains were found when surveys had to 
be carried out on the site after Windhouse's 
owner, who bought the property last year, 
started looking into redeveloping it back into a 

The archeological examinations were needed before any work can be done as there is a broch 
beside it, as well as a longhouse and a neolithic chambered cairn below it. 

There were previously no physical signs of a 
graveyard - but that has all changed after 
skeletons were recently discovered right next to 
the property in shallow graves which are as little 
as six inches below the ground. 

Local archeologist Val Turner said it is "definitely" 
likely that there will be more human remains on 
site yet to be discovered, possibly directly under 
the house itself. 

"The skeletons go right up to the door, and 
doubtless there were skeletons underneath," she 
said. 

"The house appears to be on top of the graveyard - hence its reputation for being haunted, of 
course. 

"We don't know where the boundaries of the graveyard are . It may never have had a physical 
boundary anyway." 

The skeletons will have to be lifted, and more excavations are likely to take place as a result of legal 
requirements relating to how to treat human remains. 

Tests are due to be carried out in an attempt to date the skeletons before they are reburied in 
Shetland. 



The Windhouse has been left in ruins for years. Photo: Shetland 

News 



The Windhouse sits on top of a hill in Mid Yell. Photo: Shetland 

News 
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Reports of human bones previously being found in the Windhouse have long circulated, adding to its 
most-haunted reputation. 

It was previously sold in the early 2000s by the RSPB but plans to renovate the property fell 
through. 

Ghostly inhabitants in the house are said to include a lady dressed in silk who is believed to be the 
spirit of a woman whose skeleton was found under floorboards of the main stairs. 

There is also said to be a servant girl who mounts invisible steps and a ghost dog. 

Jamie Hatch, from Lerwick, said he visited the site last year in the dark and picked up on some 
ghostly feelings - although his temperamental phone may have been partly to blame. 

"I went up there one night in the pitch black at midnight, and definitely got some spooky vibes,” he 
said. 

"My phone kept turning itself on when I was around the building - although I later discovered 
iPhones do that automatically when you look at it face up." 

Turner, meanwhile, added that there are likely to be other undiscovered graves dotted around the 
isles. 

"They are sometimes marked on old Ordnance Survey maps as 'chapel' but the symbol can be in 
the wrong field, which is why we would always exercise caution when a development was planned 
to be nearby," she said. 

"We knew that there was an old chapel marked close to the house and I was always suspicious that 
this was why skeletons were found at Windhouse, hence its reputation for being haunted. It's nice to 
be proved right! 

"In other cases, and Upper Scalloway was an example found back in 1989, all memory of a 
graveyard might be lost. That dated to around the 14th Century. 

"There is also sometimes an association between brochs and medieval graveyards. The 
Windhouse, Upper Scalloway - which was a total surprise - and Cullingsbrough, Bressay are all 
instances of this." 

Copyright © 2010-2017 Shetland News Online Ltd. This site is financed entirely privately 
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Emotions, Identity, and the Supernatural, 1300-1900 



May 8, 2017 • by geoffreymunn • in Apotropaia, Early Modern, Guest Posts, Witchcraft. ■ 


Like many a small boy it was the witches in 
Macbeth that first focussed my attention on 
Shakespeare. I can remember thinking their 
melodramatic presence merited a more 
important place in the plot, and I craved 
more of their relatively short appearances. 
For me they were not simply a catalyst in 
Macbeth’s vaulting ambition but characters 
full of fascination and meaning in their own 
right. Stephen Fry reports feeling the same 
when he was one of the witches in his 
school play. Following a unique flash of 
inspiration he recalls how he and his ‘weird 
sisters’ heightened the horror of the scene by wearing black bin liners and throwing bloody offal, 
fresh from the local abattoir, into a plastic cauldron. There was nothing quite as explicit as that for us 
at Steyning Grammar School; we had to make do with corny pointed hats, dry ice, and stick-on 
beards. Despite such unsophisticated props the witches spell remained ‘firm and good’, and I have 
remained under it all my life. 



About thirty years after leaving school I began writing a history of my hometown, Southwold in 
Suffolk, and luckily for me it provided all the right ingredients for a very fast read. Like London in the 
seventeenth century, the people of this small town corporate on the east coast were devastated by 
fire and by plague. Southwold returned stories of hidden treasure, smugglers, and murderers, and 
on top of it all a famously haunted building in the High Street called Sutherland House. And yes, 
Southwold even had its own witch, but when I first encountered her it seemed that she had left only 
the faintest footprints in the occult sand. All that was known of Ann Cammell was her name and that 
she was accused at the height the savage East Anglian witch trials of the mid 1640s. 


My book Southwold: An Earthly Paradise had been published in 2006, and the same year Malcolm 
Gaskill published the paperback edition of his own, called Witchfinders: A Seventeenth-Century 
English Tragedy. The fruits of years of careful research, this is history as it should be written, but its 
subject matter is dark and profoundly disquieting. Malcolm explained that Matthew Hopkins and his 
assistant John Stearne believed they had sanction of both God and Parliament and took it upon 
themselves to hunt down witches, to examine them, to torture them, aid in their conviction, and 
secure their execution. 
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Southwold 

An Earthly Paradise 


Scapegoats 
were sought in 
a country torn 
by civil war, 
disease, and 
famine, and 
witches were in 
the front line to 
explain the 
inexplicable. 
Local councils 
sought the help 
of the 

witchfinders and they were prepared to pay dearly to purge villages, towns, and cities of this evil. In 
Aldeburgh the corporation paid a total of £40 to convict seven witches who were later hanged, all on 
the same day. In the end, some three hundred East Anglian men and women were accused, a 
hundred hanged, and one burned to death in a barrel of pitch. 


On the evidence of Malcolm’s book I believed that the indictment of the Southwold witch was 
inspired by Hopkins’ incentives, and despite it being too late for my book I wanted to know more. So 
off I went to the National Archives at Kew where after a cumbersome process of admission I was 
shown Ann’s indictment, written on vellum on 14 January 1646. For me this grubby, organic 
document was a chilling sight as it had been written by the court clerk, facing Ann as she stood 
alone, accused of a capital offence. 
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Despite its ghastly 
emanations the 
document presented a 

hi J temporary impasse. It 
v rL ,, . cr ". .. v , . .'ts. » ^.. .• w..- was written in Latin in a 

seventeenth-century 
hand and consequently 
was unintelligible to me. 
I had it professionally 
transcribed and 
translated and learned 
that Ann Cammell had 
been accused of ‘being 

a common witch and enchantress not having God before her eyes but instigating diabolical works’, 
and ‘wickedly, diabolically, feloniously, willingly and with malice aforethought’ had ‘employed wicked 
and nefarious spirits to certain evil and devilish arts called witchcraftes inchantments charmes and 
sorceries on a certain William Whitten of Southwould sailor to the harm and wounding of the body’. 
Damage to property was one thing but damage to a person’s body was quite another. This was 
considered the most serious of offences and following conviction the death penalty was a virtual 
certainty. 


Ann Cammell may have been mentally, even physically tortured. She certainly knew of the grisly 
fate of the Aldeburgh witches, the burning of Mother Lakeland in Ipswich, and must have been in 
terror of her own life. Ann had plenty of time to consider her likely fate. Her case was referred to the 
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highest court of common law in the land, the Court of the King’s Bench in Westminster, and she had 
to wait at least eighteen months for her hearing. When that came she pleaded not guilty. The case 
was inconclusive and her anguish was set to continue when she was bailed to appear at the next 
assizes in Suffolk. 



We do not know the verdict of her final trial 
but there is circumstantial evidence that Ann 
survived her ordeal - an ordeal that has an 
unearthly resonance to this day. Against all 
odds her house survives, and I have 
discovered that it is none other than the 
haunted Sutherland House referred to 
above. Apart from a variety of poltergeist 
activity and apparitions, even cold sweats, 
an anguished red haired woman is said to 
make an annual appearance at an upper 
window. We do not know Ann CammeN’s 
colouring, but tellingly an ancient tradition 
has it that red hair is one of the many marks of the witch. 


The haunting of Sutherland House has been the subject of a variety of dotty notions, and maybe this 
is just the latest. However, I believe that naming Ann Cammell as its ghost is not just the latest but 
also the most credible. The only, and I stress the only truth is that belief in this ghost is very much 
alive in Southwold now. Thus we are faced with alternative explanations of the phenomenon. The 
first is to simply accept it as evidence of the supernatural and that Ann’s spirit is nailed to the site of 
her torment. The second, perhaps more easily allowed, is that her terrible ordeal is the subject of a 
chain of whispers to this day. Both are equally fascinating and almost equally improbable. 


They say that time will tell, but I doubt if it 
will tell much more about the unhappy Ann 
Cammell and indeed her troubled afterlife. 
Happily for me I have had a second chance 
of relating all I know of her tragedy in the 
revised edition of my book, Southwold: An 
Earthly Paradise, which is published this 
year. 

Geoffrey Munn 

Geoffrey is a British jewellery specialist, 
television presenter, and writer. He is an 
expert on the BBC's Antiques Roadshow, and is the author of Southwold: An Earthly Paradise 
(2006, revised edition 2017). 
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Photography and Forgotten History 

Posted on September 28, 2017 
DEATH VICTOR OVER AVIATRIX 

Girl Bom Without Arms Loses Life in Plane Crash 

ABILENE, Tex., September 28, 1929 (UP) - Death wrote the last entry in the 
aerial log book of Miss Josephine Callaghan, who distinguished herself as an 
aviatrix despite the fact she was born with clumsy stumps instead of arms. 

Her body was here today awaiting removal to California where relatives live. 
When it was lifted from the twisted cockpit of her airplane yesterday, after it 
plunged from 2,000 feet to a cotton field near here, a logbook and a letter fell 
from a pocket of her flying suit. 

The letter told of the girl flier’s determined struggle to obtain a pilot’s license. 
The log detailed progress of her flight from Los Angeles to Washington, D.C., where she intended to prove to 
authorities she was qualified to fly despite her physical handicap. It indicated she had spent Thursday night at El 
Paso, Tex. 

Derry Berry, manager of the Abilene airport, witnessed the crash and said he believed Miss Callaghan lost 
consciousness or that the controls of her airplane froze. Her body was removed with difficulty from the cockpit in 
which the controls were specially fitted to be operated by the girl’s half-arms. 

Berry found the log book and letter. 

It was learned through relatives that Miss Callaghan made her first solo flight in August, 1928, at the Dycer airport 
at Los Angeles, where she was graduated from a flying school with the praise of her instructors. 

NOTES: 

Callaghan was a 40-year-old wealthy ranch owner and sportsperson that lived in Encino. Her father had been a 
San Francisco stockbroker who had made a fortune. Once she decided to take up aviation, she sold most of her 
livestock and bought a Lincoln Page bi-plane “equipped with a stick extending shoulder high. At the top of the stick 
is a padded forked rod and in this Miss Callaghan inserts one of her shortened arms.” 

Apparently, her seat was also raised and the foot rudder was moved up and back. Switches and throttles were 
also rearranged so that she could control them with her stumps. (Source: L.A. Times 

Callaghan was certainly an overachiever, telling the Times“Why I can pilot that plane easier than I can drive an 
automobile and look at the time I save. Also it’s the greatest thrill in the world and I ought to know because I’ve 
been riding my jumpers in horse shows for several years and have driven all makes of automobiles.” 

Ironically, at the time of her crash, she was attempting to fly to Washington D.C. to convince the Department of 
Commerce that she deserved a private pilot license despite her handicap. 
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In the midst of life I woke to find myself living in an old house beside Brick Lane in the East 
End of London 

September 25, 2017 
by the gentle author 


I wish you would take me out to the theatre. As the 
autumn nights draw in, I dream of leaving the gloomy 
old house one evening and joining the excited crowds, 
out in their best clothes to witness the spectacular 
entertainments that London has to offer. The particular 
theatre I have in mind is the Grecian Theatre attached 
to the Eagle Tavern in Shepherdess Walk, City Road 
between Angel and Old St. 

The place seems to have developed quite a 
reputation, as I read yesterday, “The Grecian Saloon is 
really a hot house or a black hole, for the number of 
human beings packed in there every night would 
induce a supposition there was no other place of 
entertainment in London. At least two thousand persons were left unable to procure admission.” 

This was written in 1839, demonstrating that the popular art of having a good time - still pursued 
vigorously in the many pubs and clubs here today - is a noble tradition which has always thrived in 
the East End, outside the walls of the City of London. 

“Up and down the City Road, in and out the Eagle, that’s the way the money goes.. . ”The Eagle 
public house in the rhyme still exists to this day, though barely anything remains of the elaborate 
entertainment complex which developed there during the nineteenth century - apart from a single 
scrapbook that I found in the archive of the Bishopsgate Institute. All the balloon ascents, the stick 
fights, the operas, the wrestling and the wild parties may be over, and the thrill rides closed long 
ago, but there is enough in this album to evoke the extravagant drama of it all and fire my 
imagination with thoughts of glamorous nights out on the town. 

You only have to walk through Brick Lane and up to Shoreditch on a Saturday night, through the hen 
parties and gangs of suburban boys out on a bevy, jostling among the crowds of the intoxicated, the 
drugged and the merely overexcited, to get a glimpse of what it might have been like two hundred 
years ago. With as many as six thousand attending events at the Eagle Tavern, we can assume that 
lines must have formed just as we see today outside nightclubs. 

On the site of the eighteenth century Shepherd & Shepherdess Pleasure Garden, the Grecian 
Saloon developed at the Eagle Tavern to provide all kinds of entertainments, from religious events 
to conjuring and equestrian performances. There are only tantalising hints that survive of these 
bygone entertainments. Yet sentences like “We are glad to find that little Smith has recovered her 
hoarseness” and “We have little to find fault with save that the maniac was allowed to perambulate 
the gardens without his keeper” do set the imagination racing. There are many fine coloured 
playbills in the cherished album, crammed with enigmatic promises of exotic thrills. I wonder who 
exactly was the beautiful Giraffe Girl, orGeneral Campbell, the smallest man in the world. Amongst 


EQUESTRIAN, 
GRAND AND SPLENDID 


Entertainments , 
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so much hyperbole there is a disappointing modesty to learn that the central attractions are merely 
supported by the “artistes of acknowledged talent.” 

Elaborate pavilions with all manner of special effects were constructed at the Grecian Saloon, which 
in turn became the Grecian Theatre in 1858 where Marie Lloyd made her stage debut aged fifteen. 
Eventually the building was acquired in 1882 by General William Booth of the Salvation Army and 
the parties came to an end. Yet this site saw the transition from eighteenth century pleasure garden 
to nineteenth century music hall. The many thousands of souls who experienced so much joy there 
over all those years impart a certain sacred quality to this location, even if it is now mostly occupied 
by Shoreditch Police Station. 




ET PRESS 7 


EAGLE TAVERN, CITY-ROAJ>. 

- • ‘ w.> - /y 

Yesterday the contest for the Prize Matched at Wrestling 
and Single-stick, had been thrown in the hack ground 

on Tuesday, from the. state of the weather, was resit i.ed at 
these grounds. The play was peculiarly tine. Janies Kook 
and Wrayford came in contact in the single play, and the 
match excited the highest interest; but the time allowed 
being only eight minutes, no fail was made. The long talked 
of contest betwixt F.^nk Olver andTrewicke came off a ho in 
the single play; and notwithstanding the extraordinary strength 
ol‘the latter, he was compelled tosaccumb to the line science 
of the former, and found himself on his back when least ex¬ 
pected The veteran Wrayford, after his lino,turn with 
Kook, threw Stone, of Devon, and another, thus making 
himself a standard. Saiubeil, much against his inclination, 
nud without any discredit to himself, was thrown by Samuel 
Steer, who, with Rook, Cairn, Olver, Wrayford, Saunders, 
Torer, Chappie, juii.. See., (as we see by advertisement) must 
contend for the prizes thi* day. Of the Emerald Isle Finney 
hears the bell, and intends to play all he knows for tit" honour 
of “ Ouid Ireland.” 


Watercolours of the New Grecian Theatre in 1899, built during the management of George Augustus 
Oliver Conquest in 1858 and later purchased by General William Booth of the Salvation Army 


Images courtesy Bishopsgate Institute 
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in our umial promenade we dropt in to view the 
Coronation Gardens and the New Grecian Saloon, and 
we spe&k within compass in saving, there were five or 
six th:usend highly respectable persons the evening of 
our-visit. We never saw so many happy faces, drinking 
their cheerful glass, and exsininirg the Fountains, Water¬ 
falls, and the Chinese Pavilion. The children appeared 
quite in raptures with the effect of the different lights, and 
expressed their wonder and astonishment at not being able, 
to discover where the water came from at the top of the 
Dropping Rock, We understand great preparations are 
making for the Grand Gala, on Whit Monday, and pre¬ 
sume itwill be the most splendid and attractive of all the 

novelties yet produced. yf. 

ET PRESS 8 


One suspects the audience were in 
two minds regarding the cancellation 
of the singing act that had gone down 
with dysentery. The entertainment 
value was potentially enormous, but 


2 . 

Caroline Bottomley permalink 
September 25, 2017 

The artwork on Miss Hengler’s playbill 
is wonderful, ditto for the 12 fiery 



NEW GRECIAN SALOON. 

We were much pleased on our u»ual vi*jt to the Grecian 
Saloon to And such a phalanx of talent and so many new 
faces. Misses Seymour and I^e Mocurs. Mr. James, 
(a host in himself,) one of the best singers we have heard 
this many a day, gave the air, “ Meet me by moon ! ight,” 
in so fascinating a style as to command an enthusiastic 
encore. We congratulate the proprietor on this acquisition 
to his company. Miss Seymour’s “ Soldier’s tear” drew 
tears from many a fair eye : it was given with taste, feel¬ 
ing and effect. We can affirm, without fear of contradic¬ 
tion we never saw at any similar establishment so much 
talent combined in every department. 

Mr. Bent on tag’s night, we understand, is sure to prove 
a bumper ; particu'arly as it is the last night of his engage¬ 
ment. We recommend our friends to patronise him on 
Thursday next. l 33 
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steeds just above 

3. 

Greg Tingey permalink 
September 25, 2017 

Does the Weasel still go 
“pop” though? 

4. 

Paul Blanchard 
permalink 

September 25, 2017 


profusion and a really great essay. Thank You. 


Delightful posters in 
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Chris F permalink 
September 25, 2017 


I love it when you post content like this... I end up spending hours trying to research the 
names of the performers... It’s amazing what the Internet throws up. Wouldn’t it be amazing to 
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GRECIAN SALOON. 

We ponded the Eagle on the night for the benefit of the City- 
road benevolent Association, and heartily do we congratulate them 
on the crowded state of the house. We have indeed little to find 
fault with, save that the maniac was allowed to perambulate the 
gardens without his keeper—this should have been attended to. 
The company evidently exerted themselves to the utmost—all went 
off with eclat. Mr. Nevitt got through his speech, as we expected, 
brilliantly. We are sorry we cannot say the same of the lecture, 
which was announced to be given by the radical builder , on the 
“ re-productive system and the fecundity of the vine.” This, 
from some cause or other not yet explained, was not delivered. 
We know not whether the lecturer was taken unwell while in the 
saloon, or whether the sight of the immense audience made him 
funky but that he came to the house prepared to, and with the fud). 
determination of lecturing, there can be no possible doubt existing 
as he was seen in the garden doing the peripatetic, and studying his 
part in company of the Indiwidual whom we heard practising the 
“ Wictory is o’er,” and “ The three Flies,” which were likewise 
announced to be sung—and sung they would have been, for the 
Indiwidual knows (no man better) the power he possesses of fasci¬ 
nating his hearers. But here a trifling accident (evidently unpre¬ 
meditated) occurred, which banished the self-possession, yea, even 
the self-possession of the mighty man, on the instant: Glindon 
was singing the u Brother to the Dustman,” and when he came 
to the lines 

" He exasperates the h’s, 

And won’t pronounce the u onrls,” 

ET PRESS 3 





be able to step 
back in time to 
view some of 
these shows... 
Dinner at a chop 
house followed by 
a couple of hours 
at the Grecian 
Saloon and then 
finish the night off 
at a local tavern 
with a few beers 
and a gin 


All waited, with breathless anxiety, the drawing up of the cur¬ 
tain, which, after some little delay, took place; and, in lieu of 
« The three Flies/’ an apology was made, staling that the Indivi¬ 
dual was labouring under a severe attack of dysentery! and his 
consequent inability to sing. 

We proceeded to the ball-room, where, to our surprise, we saw 
this renowned chemist (or, more properly speaking, this W. B. C.), 
tripping on the light fantastic toe, with the pretty and amiable 
Mrs . Pilcher , with a degree of agility never expected from a dysen¬ 
teric patient. A row afterwards ensued, in consequence of Gen¬ 
tleman George usurping the fair Mrs. P. The Individual became 
so desperately enraged at this breach of ball-room etiquette, that, 
with the spirit of malignant revenge, he seized the wig of the 
witler , and bore it away in triumph, amidst the huzzas of all 
present! A chase immediately took place—the reviser of Dr. 
Turner s Chemistry was at length captured; but, alas! the wig 
was nowhere to be found ! and Gentleman George rushed home, 
in high dudgeon, swearing, in a most ungentlemanly manner, that 
he would poison the scoundrel with his own werdigrise! 

The lost peruke was ultimately found, and sent, by express, <n 
the owner, at the New Fountain, Tom Pardon being courier. e * 
then left, to resume our arduous editorial duties. 
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NEW GRECIAN SALOON?'^ 1 ***-'^ 
On our visit to the Saloon the other evening, wc were 
surprised and pleased with the exertions of our comical 
] tde friend Davidson. We had previously given him 
c.edit for superior talent as a comic singer, and had no 
idea his versatility extended so far. The characters lie 
introduced in a little at home, a la Mathews, were 
novel, original, and humorous, ami cannot fail to draw all 
who are fond of a hearty laugh, aud to his hong “ I could 
not refuse,” it will be almost impossible to refuse our 
applause; and we congratulate the Proprietor on this ad¬ 
dition to his other amusements. We are glad to find 
little Smith has recovered her hoarseness, and is now in 
fine voice, and able to sing’ the Deep deep Sea** in as 
i’eep atone as ever. Bensontag’s ventriloquism and illu¬ 
sions continue as attractive as usual, but we understand 
hi* engagement is nearly concluded. 

ET PRESS 11 
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Eagle Tavern, City Road. 


EA STER MONO A F, 

AND DURING THE WEEK, 

TO BE SEEN ALIVE 

THE BEAUTIFUL 

GIRAFFE GIRL, 

With a fine Cosmoramic View of 

THE THAMES TUNNEL. 

Admittance Sixpence Only* 
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chaser.... Brilliant... 
6 . 

Peter permalink 
September 28, 

2017 

Our chum, Michael 
O’Connor, was 
raised there. 

His Mum and Dad 
ran the Eagle and 
he would sneak 
down and nick 


crisps. 

Thirty years later his costume design won an Oscar, a hat tip to the history listed above 


7. 

Stephen Barker permalink 
September 28, 2017 


As a collector of examples of jobbing printing from the 19th Century I am envious of the 
posters. What it must have been like to have been in the crowd at The Grecian Rooms is hard 
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At The Eagle Tavern | Spitalfields Life 


EAGLE TAVERN 

CITY HO An. 

___ __ Jy/it'sr 

A GRAND 

WRESTLING 

MATCH 

Monday next, October 18*§, 
Tor Ten Pounds a side , 

BETWEEN 

JAMES COPP, 

OF DEVONSHIRE, 

CEO. SAUNDERS, 

OF CORNWAEE. 

The Match to he decided by the Two first fair 
Back Falls out of Three. Several minor Matches 
will also be played. 

To commence at Two o’clock. 

Admittance One Shilling each. 

11 


GREEN GATE 

TAVERN, 

«' • « > Hoad. 

(Opposite the Eagle Tavern.) 

Proprietor - nr H. MILLER. 


COUNTRY COUSINS, &c. 

Should not’ mis6 the opportunity in paying a visit to the 
famous (Green Gate, where 

General Campbell 

Presides at the Bar from 11 in the Morning till 12 at Night 

The General Is without doubt the 

SMALLEST MAN in the WORLD 

Symetrically formed, and has been the Wonder of the 
Thousands who have^visited him : 

Age - 410 years. 

Height - Just above 3 feet. 
Weight JO pounds. 

Spacious and Well-Ventilated 

Music. Hall 

Belonging to the Establishment, Open Every Evening for 

Tirst Class Entertainm ents 

Supported by Artistes of acknowledged talent. 

Double Company during the Holidays ! 

General CAMPBELL 

Appears on the Stagcjin Splendid Costume every Evening. 
J. PHILLIPS, Printer, Ruasoll-street, Mile-cnd-Gate. 

13 


to imagine. 

8 . 

Roger permalink 
October 1,2017 

The current owners of The Eagle are singularly 
disinterested in the history of the area sadly. My 
attempts to gather information on the history of 
the pub and area were unsuccessful. They look 
down their noses at working class people (well, 
white ones anyway) and local history. 

9. 







ENTERTAINMENTS 


Keir 

permalink 
October 1, 
2017 


702903892c 


IIITCIIENSON’S 

Roiju! Cirrus, 


EQUESTRIANS, 

STUD OF HIGH-TRAINED 

HORSES. 


403243914^ 


450879664c 


‘Pop’, in this 
context, 
means 
making a 
temporary 
loan of a 
valuable 
possession to 

Mr. LEACH, ^^-—4= 

1>. Kqu I "m some 

. 

- ,J yt -■ 1 • knigh rs of rnnrli / 

- PALESTINE! [ 6 aQV 

4 iiiii/oihA lluu salii-i". J 

...L 

,, Uao 11. 

Bi Also as 

si vtali: hors e": Enchanted Cupid! 

. in‘III just 

pyra mids 

pop 

— 

Glory I _ ^ 

. i«w nnwn 

, CING 

«o A 4S tne 

BuifiPHALi« road’ 

— —m Weasel 

488530088c 8104624 j s s h 0 rt 


CIRCUS, 


HEN 15! IT of 

KEaST COOKE 


iioitsi:*! i\*nu\ 

[_ Coach! 

Cavalry, 


Enchanted Cupid 

PEGASUS! 


BIRTH HAT; 


227882051 


-hi uieBenefltof 
Miss HENGLER, 

On TUESDAY, DEC. 16.1828. 


BlJAiTlc'CORD, 

With Chairs, Tables, Flags, Castanets, Ac., 


HnpitBW Fnsrn 


Grand Ascension 


167880724c 


for ‘weasel and stoat’ which is London rhyming slang for coat. So, short of money, you would 
‘pop your coat” 


© Spitalfields Life 2009-17 

Unauthorized use or duplication of these words and pictures without written permission is 
strictly prohibited. Excerpts and links may be used, provided that full and clear credit is given 
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At The Eagle Tavern | Spitalfields Life 


GRECIAN A SALOON, 

CITY. 

‘ -The Vocal Department under the Direction of Mr. T R A Z BU. 

’I. — Tlu-ae ) if .Ills! 

CIRCUS, 

Monday, Tiicsduv & Wednesday 

UUMjUMftUlW, 

MRi FRAZER; 

THU USD A Y, November «, l»4». 

WITHOUT EXCEPTION 

CMHHI llfijn •»"* SEASON 

WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 13, 1813, 

MXZMEJFIT 

FEN UK H 

QUEEN VICTORIA & H. R. H. PMNCE ALBERT. 

A4£l,, GALA FLTE, 

ns 

MAMALUKEWARRIORS, 

12 Fiery Steeds! 

SWISS “ball b t. 

GRAND MISCELLANEOUS CONCERT 

(DliilpLlii! 

Fairy & the little Glass Slipper! 

Prince Felix - (of Salerno) - Mr. FRAZER* 

PEGASUS! 

HORSEMANSHIP. 

FAIRY HAONT^W APFEN1ME8 

T Hb'kItOHI N ! 
THE DALI SI OOn* 

fairy land. 

BRILLIANT DISPLAY DF FIREWORKS 

Indian Chieftain 

-v. r ?:: /. it ?\ T ~A.ir.:zi 


AN OPERA 

LEAPiXfti. ... 

EQUESTK1 \ \ 'lC\EHCISF» ( ! 


M 1 '"' .u 

RIVAL CLOWNS, 

A.B AIL 

A Variety of Musical Incidentals 

PAGE TIIOIIM DOUR. 

SP6CTRS IRllHI. 

iiiiiM 

JOHNNY GILPIN! 

Mr. CAPTI*BULL. 

*mwm& 


1187259 46 c 

351912326c 

406692988c 


to Spitalfields Life with appropriate and specific 
direction to the original content. 



Spitalfields Life 
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Vigilance Theme Design: Copyright 2008 - 2009 Jestro LLC 
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Rare Book and Manuscript Library, U of I • The beast of Milan During the summer of 1792,... 


tumblr.com 


http://illinoisrbml.tumblr.com/post/165516266726/the-beast-of-milan-during-the-summer-of-1792 


Rare Book & Manuscript Library, 
University of Illinois at Urbana - 

Champaign 


banner 



The beast of Milan During the summer of 1792, rumors circulated of a 
beast terrorizing the countryside of the Duchy of Milan. The Cavagna 
Collection includes three public notices and a circular, published from 
July through September, offering details... 


An illustration of a ferocious beast from the 
17th century 

Public notices, Cavagna 30054no.10 

Camera Canon PowerShot SI00 
ISO Aperture 

400 f/2 

Exposure Focal Length 
1/160th 24mm 

Zoom Info 

Circular describing the capture and death of 
a wild animal, Cavagna 30054no.10 





* 

V, A 


'few:, 


^ A 


RELAZ1QNE 

DETTJGLIJTJ 

VELLA PRES A , ED VCClSlONE 

DI UNA BESTIA FEROCE, 

die ha jtnora uifejlato le Catnpagne dt que/io Pucato . 


The beast of Milan During the summer of 1792, rumors circulated of a The beast of Milan During the summer of 1792, 
beast terrorizing the countryside of the Duchy of Milan. The Cavagna rumors circulated of a beast terrorizing the countryside 
Collection includes three public notices and a circular, published from of the Duchy of Milan. The Cavagna Collection 

July through September, offering details... includes three public notices and a circular, published 

from July through September, offering details... 


Camera 

Canon PowerShot SI00 
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Rare Book and Manuscript Library, U of I • The beast of Milan During the summer of 1792,... 


ISO Aperture 

100 f/2 

Exposure Focal Length 
1 /30th 24mm 

The beast of Milan 

During the summer of 1792, rumors circulated of a beast terrorizing the countryside of the Duchy of 
Milan. The Cavagna Collection includes three public notices and a circular, published from July 
through September, offering details on the hunt for this beast. It was originally described as almost 
black and the size of a large dog, and by July 14 it had already killed two children. 

In July the Conferenza governativa, the governing body of Austrian Lombardy, issued two notices 
offering prize money for anyone who killed the beast, either as part of the officially organized hunt or 
independently. The first such notice, from July 14, set the prize money at 50 zecchini, but the 
amount was increased to 150 zecchini ten days later on July 24 after the “agility and speed” of the 
beast had made it more difficult to kill than expected. The copies of these two notices that are part of 
the Cavagna Collection include manuscript notes expressing the writer’s displeasure at the too- 
small amount of the prize. One note compares the prize negatively to the equal or greater amount 
paid to various “charlatans” and “imposters,” saying the conference values the lives of the king’s 
subjects and public safety at “only 50 zecchini.” The tone of the second note is similar, mentioning 
the massacres that the subjects are facing and the consequences on agriculture in the region. 

The Cavagna Collection’s final document on the beast, published 225 years ago today, details the 
capture and death of a wild animal the day before on September 18 in one of the pits that had been 
set as traps throughout the countryside. By this point there had been 10 deaths in the region, all 
children, which were attributed to the beast. The report calls the dead animal a “Lupo Orsino” and 
gives a detailed description of it: 54 pounds; reddish with black stripes and a white belly and throat; 
four extra-long teeth; a large head, muzzle, and neck with small ears; large, burning eyes; long, 
dense fur; a broad chest with narrow hips; a short but hairy tail; wide feet with four toes and short 
but strong claws. The circular implies that the matter is now settled and over—but the author of 
another publication from 1792, Giornale circostanziato di quanto ha fatto la bestia feroce nell’Alto 
Milanese dai primi di luglio dell’anno 1792 sino al giorno 18 settembre p. p., hints at more 
uncertainty, claiming that witnesses said the teeth on the dead animal did not match the bite marks 
from the beast’s victims, and that the beast was seen in the countryside again on September 20. SH 

[Collection of documents relating to a beast terrorizing the countryside of the Duchy of Milan from 
July to September 1792]. [Milan], [1792]. Cavagna 30054no.10 
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margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type {margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 
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Bigfoot and a Bizarre Vanishing 

Brent Swancer (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/author/brentswancer/) 

November 3, 2017 (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/2017/11/03) 

[J FACEBOOK # TWITTER G* GOOGLE+ 

One of the most famous legendary creatures of all, the massive, hairy ape-like beast known as Bigfoot or Sasquatch has been 
reported to be lurking and stalking about in just about every expanse of wilderness in North America. While these sightings are 
strange enough, the creatures themselves have been mostly said to be shy, reclusive, and peaceful. Yet every once and a while 
a truly sinister report will come in of these creatures not being any of those things, and one very strange disappearance has 
managed to combine all of the oddness of a violent Bigfoot encounter and a mysterious vanishing. 

On June 1st, 1987, 16-year-old Theresa Ann Bier, of Fresno, California, went off on a camping trip to the rather remote area of 
Shuteye Peak, in the scenic Sierra Mountains approximately 25 miles northeast of Bass Lake. Her companion on this particular 
trip was a 43-year-old Russell Welch. It was well known at the time that Welch was an avid Bigfoot enthusiast, in fact a self- 
proclaimed expert on the creature, and the two allegedly had embarked out into the wilderness on a quest to find the legendary 
beast. This is not so strange in and of itself, as the Sierra Nevada Mountains are quite the hotspot for Bigfoot activity, with Welch 
even claiming he had seen them several times in the region, but it was a bit weird that he believed he was in actual continuous 
contact with a whole group of them, and also perhaps a little odd that Bier’s parents would let her go off alone on a camping trip 
alone with a much older man on what many would have considered to be a crackpot quest. Nevertheless, they went off on their 
adventure and only one of them would come back. 



The Sierra Nevada Mountains 


When Welch returned to Fresno several days later without Bier in tow and the girl made no effort to contact her family, he was 
considered a person of interest in her possible disappearance. When he was questioned by authorities about what had 
happened to Bier, things got rather strange. Welch at first told police that she had run away from him out into the wilderness, but 
then he would change his mind and decide to tell them what “really happened,” which would prove to be perhaps far weirder 
than any of the law enforcement personnel present could have possibly imagined. 

Welch claimed that during their camping trip they had gone out on a hike to look for the elusive Sasquatch and that at some 
point Bier and him had become separated in the thick forest. At that point, Welch claimed that one of the massive creatures had 
swooped in to grab her and carry her off into the wilderness. It may come as no surprise whatsoever that police found this all 
pretty hard to swallow, even though the suspect himself seemed to truly believe what he was saying, and sensing that they had 
a kidnapping or potential murder on their hands the police immediately descended upon the area where the two had been 
camping, yet a full and comprehensive search of the surroundings turned up no trace of Theresa Bier. When authorities grilled 
Welch again to try and glean more information he stood by his story that she had been dragged into the wilds by a Bigfoot, 
adamant that that this was what had really happened. 

Sasquatch or not, Welch was charged with child stealing and a trial was set. While he was waiting to go to court for quite serious 
charges, Welch was offered the opportunity to sign a waiver allowing prosecutors to pursue a murder charge in the event that 
the body was found in exchange for a light, one year prison sentence in the meantime. Welch, still apparently believing that Bier 
had been truly in fact abducted by a giant hairy hominid, promptly refused the deal. In response to this, as well as the lack of 
any concrete physical evidence at all to link him to the vanishing, the charge was dropped just three days before the impending 
trial in order to avoid defying the law of “double jeopardy,” which forbids a suspect from being charged twice for the same 
crime, in this case meaning his release would allow authorities to later charge him with the more serious charge of murder in the 
event of a discovery of the body. It was thought that a trial for kidnapping at that time could not be won on such flimsy evidence 
and even if the body was not found, the child stealing charges could eventually be reinstated, although he would likely only get 
a maximum of 4 years for this lesser crime if they could even make it stick at all. 





Theresa Ann Bier 


Since no body has ever been found, and indeed Bier has never been heard from again, and no real evidence other than 
suspicions exists to hold Welch, he remains a free man. As to the victim herself, there has been absolutely no sign of what has 
become of her, and oddly Welch has always maintained that she was really in fact kidnapped by a Sasquatch, which of all the 
wild stories and excuses he could attempt to weave seems like an odd choice at the very least. Indeed, his insistence on this 
outlandish tale has caused some people to wonder if there is any chance he could possibly be telling the truth. Welch must have 
known that not only would no one believe him, but that this far-out yarn would cause him to look even more suspicious, but he 
stuck to his surreal version of events anyway. Why would that be? He could have simply told police that Bier had wandered off 
hiking and never come back or that she had been injured, so why turn it into a bizarre tale of a Bigfoot abduction? It doesn’t 
make a whole lot of sense. 

There is also the fact that there are actually quite a few reports of people being allegedly kidnapped by Bigfoot, which I have 
covered here on mysterious Universe before (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/2016/09/truly-strange-cases-of-people-kidnapped- 
by-bigfoot/). For instance there is the 1924 case of Albert Ostman, who claimed that he had been carried off by a Bigfoot as he 
slept, bundled up in his own sleeping bag. He would then say that he had been kept captive for nearly a week by a whole family 
of the creatures before managing to escape with his strange tale. In 1928 there was also the account of a Nootka Indian named 
Muchalat Harry, who also alleged that he had been dragged off and held captive by a group of the creatures before getting away 
while they were distracted. Both men would spend the remainder of their days terrified of going into the woods and fully 
insistent that their stories were true, and there are quite a few more such reports where these came from. Is there any chance at 
all that this could have been what happened to Bier? 




Of course the most likely scenario is that she either got lost in the woods and perished or was the victim of foul play at the 
hands of Welch, but in either case it does seem quite unusual that he should so wholeheartedly take the Bigfoot angle in his 
defense in the aftermath. Perhaps he was so far gone into his obsession with Bigfoot that he sincerely believed the fantasy but it 
is hard to tell. No matter what the truth may be, it certainly seems that Welch knows what really happened to Bier, or at least 
more than we know, although whether we will ever really know what that may be is debatable. 

The whole sordid mystery has raised all kinds of questions that do not seem to have been satisfactorily answered. Just what was 
the relationship between Welch and Bier, and why would he be allowed to go out camping alone with someone so much younger 
than himself in the first place? What exactly happened when they arrived? If Welch did not have anything to do with the 
vanishing then just what really did happen to the missing girl? Did she really vanish while they were separated hiking and if so 
did she yell out for help? Did she get lost or injured and he is hiding this information for some reason? If so, why? Did he kill her 
and if so why? Was she really abducted by Bigfoot, as crazy as that may seem? Why did he insist on that version of events? 

These seem to be questions whose answers we are doomed to never know. The only thing we know for sure is that Theresa Ann 
Bier went out into those rugged mountains and never came back, and the case remains unsolved. 
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Brent Swancer is an author and crypto expert living in Japan. Biology, nature, and cryptozoology still remain Brent Swancer’s first intellectual 
loves. He's written articles for MU and Daily Grail and has been a guest on Coast to Coast AM and Binnal of America. 
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Tortured, hacked in half and drained of blood: Horrific Black Dahlia murder mystery is finally 'solved' 70 years on - Mirror Online 


Mystery of woman hacked in half and drained of blood finally solved 
70 years on 

By Claire Carter 16:50, 13 SEP 2017 Updated 08:41, 14 SEP 2017 News mirror.CO.uk 


Tortured, hacked in half and drained of blood: Horrific Black Dahlia murder mystery is finally 
'solved' 70 years on 

Elizabeth Short was just 22 when she was murdered in the most savage way - and her death is still 
one of the most notorious crimes in Hollywood history. 



Elizabeth Short sits arm-in-arm at a table with American Amy Major 
Matthew M. Gordon Jr in the mid 1940s. She was murdered in 1947 
(Image: AFP) Elizabeth was found murdered - her body cut in half 
under the ribs (Image: Hulton Archive) Photograph of a threatening 
letter assembled from newspaper lettering which was addressed to the 
Los Angeles Herald-Express and claims to have been written by the 
killer (Image: Archive Photos) Elizabeth Short (right), known as the 
'Black Dahlia,' wears a fur coat and stands with her mother, Phoebe 
Mae Short - who was apparently told about her death by a reporter 
(Image: Archive Photos) Full-length portrait of Elizabeth Short who 
wears a two-piece bathing suit and leans against a palm tree at a 
beach (Image: Hulton Archive) Leslie Dillon was a suspect but was 
released - however Piu believes he was the killer (Image: Bettmann) 
The naked corpse of American aspiring actress and murder victim 
Elizabeth Short (Image: Archive Photos) A police appeal for 
information after the killing (Image: LAPD) Elizabeth was found 
murdered - her body cut in half under the ribs (Image: Hulton Archive) 
Evidence concerning the case shown strewn across a table at the Los 
Angeles District Attorney's office, Los Angeles, California, 1947. 
(Image: Archive Photos) Piu Eatwell claims to have solved the murder 
case in her book 


She was found tortured and cut in half, her 
face horrifically mutilated by the psychotic 
sadist who left her remains on a sidewalk for a 
mother and her child to find. 

^1 It was a murder obscene enough to shock 
even jaded Los Angeles to the core and the 
spectre of 22-year-old Elizabeth Short still 
lingers to this day. 


She became known as The Black Dahlia,' a 
title alluding to the mystery of her death, her 
choice of clothes and her head of distinctive 
raven hair. 


The killing, unsolved for seven decades, was 
used as a macabre morality tale for girls like 
Elizabeth who went to Hollywood in the 1950s 
to seek their fortune. 

It is this narrative that author Piu Eatwell 
believed helped Elizabeth's killer walk free 
after he was ordered to "get rid of her by a 
Hollywood businessman with links to both the 
criminal underworld and the LAPD - who she 
claims helped to cover up the case. 

Elizabeth was found on January 15, 1947, her 
body horrifically disfigured after her death. 


Initially, people thought she was a mannequin as her remains had been cut in half through the 
abdomen at the ribs. Each half had been placed around 10 inches apart and her mouth slashed ear 
to ear in the manner of a terrifying clown. 


A post-mortem suggested that Elizabeth had been tortured before she was killed. She had been 
forced to eat faeces, her organs - including her uterus and intestines - had been removed, and her 
body had been completely drained of blood before it was dumped. Her killer had also washed her 
remains, including her hair. 


She was identified by her fingerprints, having been arrested years before in 1943 for underage 


http://www.mirror.co.uk/news/world-news/tortured-hacked-half-drained-blood-11161233 
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A killer who wanted to be noticed 


It was clear from the disposal of the body in such a public place that the killer wanted his grotesque 
handiwork to be found. This element of the murder was to persist throughout the investigation as he 
sent a package of her clothes and mocking letters were received by the media, signed the 'Black 
Dahlia Avenger'. 

Piu believes there is overwhelming evidence that Leslie Dillon, a 27-year-old drifter and bell worker, 
carried out the murder, after being instructed by Hollywood businessman Mark Hansen to get rid of 
her. 


Hansen, who was known to have links to the LAPD had reportedly become obsessed with Elizabeth 
and then tired of her, and after Dillon went too far and put him in the frame, used his connections to 
hush up the investigation. 

Dillon contacted Paul De River, the only psychologist to be employed by the LAPD, initially offering 
to help find the killer. When they spoke, Dillon revealed details that only the murderer would know 
which are revealed in Piu's new book. 


A key suspect - and then silence 

De River produced a psychological profile of a killer that was to reveal the mindset behind the 
murder. This was a very early case of criminal profiling, the first being done to create a profile of 
Jack the Ripper. 

"He considered the profile of the Dahlia killer, the way the body had been cut in half, the parcel of 
belongings that was mailed into the press with a letter," said Piu. "This suggested the killer really 
craved publicity. 

"A person wrote into De River and De River got permission to investigate this man, who turned out 
to be Leslie Dillon. In a series of secret interviews he reveals to him things only the killer would know 
- some facts the police kept out of the public eye about how the body was mutilated." 

One of these facts concerned a rose tattoo on Elizabeth's thigh which had been cut out - a fact that 
Dillon knew. De River took the case to the LAPD to as for permission to investigate. This led to a 
later announcement by police, with a big fanfare, that they had a key suspect. 
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Piu added: "Suddenly two days later it goes and they say they made a mistake. 

"Then it emerges this man who committed the murder was connected with a well known Hollywood 
businessman who was known to have connections to the LAPD." 

Piu describes what followed as an horrendous cover-up. The case was quietly ignored, and instead 
the story of how Elizabeth came to be murdered - rather than who killed her - suddenly started to 
dominate. 



SPECIAL 


|p Daily Police Bulletin :gf 

WANTED INFORMATION ON ELIZABETH SHORT 
Between Dates January 9 and 15, 1947 




rESSSS**** 




Elizabeth's death became a 'warning' for women 

Her fate was billed as a warning to young women to went to 
Hollywood in the 1950s seeking fame, fortune - or possibly a rich 
husband. 

Young and with little money she was known to hang around with men 
for a free meal or ride home and had a carefree lifestyle. Her portrayal 
in public slowly changed from innocent victim to a woman who went 
home with and entertained the attentions of men. 

The narrative perfectly fitted the cover-up and the police and press at 
the time began to present the case of a woman who was a slut, 
allowing the focus to shift from who murdered Elizabeth to the danger 


of her situation. 


"There was a lot of anxiety at the time about women in post-war America going to Hollywood and LA 
hoping they would be spotted and would become stars," said Piu. "This was a huge way of warning 
young women if you just want to go to Hollywood to be seen what could happen. 

"It came to represent the dangers of Hollywood and the dark side of Hollywood. 

"Police officers at the time referred to her as a tramp and a slut, and came just short of saying she 
deserved it." 


And as much as the way Elizabeth's body was treated after her murder, Piu also points to the 
horrible treatment of her reputation - seemingly based on the notion that she was a free and easy 
girl who wouldn't take money for sex, but would allow men to pay for her on evenings out. 
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Piu, who has gone through all the documentation relating to the case, highlights one finding of how 
newspapers covered the murder. 

She said: "One editor told a reporter to get hold of her mother and get the first interview. He said 
don't tell her your daughter has been killed, tell her she has won a beauty contest. Get all the 
background on her and her friends and then tell her she has been murdered and cut in two. 

"That's what the reporter did, he had his editor breathing down his neck. And that's how the family 
were told." 

A murder motivated by jealousy? 

Piu believes Elizabeth's murder was ordered by Hansen, who had been known to have been in a 
form of relationship with her and was ludicrously jealous when she had other boyfriends. 

Hansen, originally from Denmark, had become a successful businessman by 1947, owning movie 
theatres and the part owner of a nightclub. He was said to be possessive with women and had links 
to the LA underworld. He had a number of girls stay at a property in Carlos Avenue - of which 
Elizabeth was one, and the one he was said to be obsessed with. 

Frustrated that she would stay with him but wouldn't 'go all the way', Piu claims Hansen got tired of 
her and ordered Dillon to "get rid of her." Dillon, a criminal and bootlegger was chosen for this task, 
but his psychopathic tendencies meant the murder involved a horrifically gruesome mutilation. 

And the evidence, Piu believes, hangs on the Aster motel, where Elizabeth, Hansen and Dillon were 
seen by witnesses. The day after her death a room in the hotel - cabin three - was found covered in 
blood and faeces, and a package of clothes - similar to what she was wearing - were found. 

Dillon had stayed in the hotel on several occasions and witnesses saw him and Hansen there in the 
week Elizabeth disappeared. They also reported seeing a black haired girl there and suspiciously a 
receipt for an extraordinarily large laundry bill was found at the motel after the killing. 

Piu added: "There is just too much evidence. 

"Five people say there was a room covered in blood on this day. At least four people saw Mark 
Harvey and two people saw Dillon. 

"Shoes and a handbag were dumped and found in a trash can one block from where Dillon lived. 

"Now I think, if he was alive, there probably would be enough evidence to charge him. 

"So many people were saying the same story and not being listened to. You have so much 
testimony and so many witnesses. For all these people to be mistaken is pretty unlikely and for all 
these people to be lying is even more so. 

"The investigation into Dillon was suspended and just stopped. LA City Grand Jury took up the case 
in 1949. They investigated specifically whether there had been mishandling of the investigation and 
why Dillon had been let go." 

The Grand Jury filed a report at the end of 1949, when they reached the end of their term and would 
be replaced by a new team, stating that they wanted the case to be investigated. However, just like 


http://www.mirror.co.uk/news/world-news/tortured-hacked-half-drained-blood-11161233 


4/6 



9/14/2017 Tortured, hacked in half and drained of blood: Horrific Black Dahlia murder mystery is finally 'solved' 70 years on - Mirror Online 

with the police, the case quietly disappeared as the LAPD was overwhelmed by allegations of 
widespread corrupton. 

Writer never expected to find the killer 

Piu, who has worked as both a lawyer and a researcher for TV documentaries, reached her theory 
by examining papers in the case - including the findings of the Grand Jury in 1949. Her research 
took a painstaking three years, which included trying to get hold of official documents, such as the 
Grand Jury's report which took four months. 

All her claims are backed up by documented evidence. 

She originally set out to write a non-fiction work on the case but soon found herself piecing together 
the evidence and finding, what she believes, is proof of Dillon's guilt. As she explained: "I didn't 
expect I would be writing a book saying this is the killer." 

Piu said her legal background helped in the gathering of evidence - from asking for parts of reports 
to be redacted and doing freedom of information requests to collect all the relevant documentation. 

She also closely examined the work of Paul De River - the once lauded psychologist who ended up 
with his reputation publicly criticised, his career in tatters and dying without an obituary after he 
consistently stressed that Dillon was responsible. 

"Paul De River believed it was Dillon until the end of his life. He was harassed, he lost his job, he 
was tailed by police cars. One of his daughters said she saw a police car following her to school. 
They have a visit from a member of the police department telling him to shut up about this. He was 
later totally discredited. 

"His granddaughter said her mother remembers a dead fish appearing on their doorstep and 
hearing shots outside their home." 

Other people connected with the case also appeared to go suddenly silent including journalist 
Agness Underwood, who had focused on the case and had been one of the first on the scene later 
dismissed all questions about it. 

Piu believes this was due to the corruption endemic at this time in the LAPD. 

"You get the impression that people were very very scared," she added. "This was a department you 
did not mess around with." 

Piu believes that there was also a motive for the extreme violence meted out by Dillon, as he is 
believed to have a problem with his penis. She thinks Elizabeth may have made a comment about 
this which triggered the horrific violence. 

Elizabeth was last seen alive at the Biltmore Hotel in downtown Los Angeles just days before her 
body was found in Leimert Park by Betty Bersinger. Her killer has never been brought to justice. 

Piu added: "The case is probably second to that of Jack the Ripper in terms of its mythical status. 

"I just wanted to do it justice, and I was amazed with the evidence how no one had done this 
before." 
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There have been numerous investigations into the killing, as well as people claiming to know the 
identity of the Black Dahlia murderer. These have included most recently Steve Hodel, who believes 
his late father Dr George Hodel, was responsible after finding pictures of Elizabeth at the back of 
one of his photo albums. He also later found that is dad was on the list of suspects in 1950 and 
police had bugged his home. 

The murder has continued to attract much notoriety and even been made into a film. Today, the 
Biltmore Hotel serves a Black Dahlia cocktail of vodka, Chambord black raspberry liqueur and 
Kahlua. 

Black Dahlia Red Rose by Piu Eatwell is published by Coronet on 21 September. Copies can 
be ordered here. 

• ©2017 MGN Limited 
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. Sir Thomas Vaughan of Hergest was a Herefordshire landowner who fought for the Yorkists in the Wars 
(p (T of the Roses. On 26th July in 1469 he was taken prisoner in the battle at Danesmore in 
' ft Northamptonshire, near Edgecote Moor, when the Earl of Warwick’s forces defeated those of King 

Edward IV. After the battle Sir Thomas was beheaded at Banbury, aged 69 years. Tradition says he was 
an evil man, although the lack of documentary evidence to back this up suggests that the the name ‘Black 
Vaughan’ may be a comment on his black hair, rather than his demeanour. Or, as with similar traditions, applied 
only after his death when certain ‘events’ began to happen. 



According to local legend, after his headless body was 
brought back and buried in St Mary’s Church at Kington, 
on the border between Herefordshire and Wales, Black 
Vaughan proved to be a restless spirit who wreaked 
havoc amongst the townsfolk. Legend has him appearing 
in many forms, such as a fly which tormented horses, 
causing them to bolt; a large black dog; a black bull that 
entered the church and frightened the congregation. Sir 
Thomas in one form or another roamed the nearby 
countryside, terrifying women by leaping onto their 
coaches as they rode home. He is said to have left 
physical impressions in the ground after his visitations in 
the form of bare patches in the grass. 

“Black Vaughan proved to be a restless spirit 


who wreaked havoc amongst the townsfolk.” 

Eventually, the townsfolk at their wits end to solve this local nuisance, twelve local clergymen were summoned to 
lay the spirit and give the inhabitants of Kington some peace. Thus a holy ceremony was held during which the 
spirit of Black Vaughan was shrunk and sealed into a snuff box and then buried beneath a large stone in the 
bottom of Hergest Pool. 

Like all folklore, the amount of fact contained in the story is difficult to assess, but the power of the Vaughan legend 
lives on, and a visitor to the church in recent times is said to have witnessed a bull-like apparition form in the air. 

The wife of Sir Thomas Vaughan was Ellen Gethin, 
daughter of Cadwgan ap Dafydd, and so with close 
Welsh connections. Lady Ellen was subject to her own 
folklore, earning for herself the name Ellen the 
Terrible. It is said that, dressed as a man, she fired an 
arrow through the heart of her cousin during a local 
archery meeting, in retribution for her cousin’s murder 
of her brother. I have always had a sneaking 
admiration for Terrible Ellen. 

The magnificent alabaster and marble tomb of Sir 
Thomas and Lady Ellen Vaughan can be seen today in 
the side chapel, immediately to your right as you enter 
the church at Kington. The tomb is surrounded by 
figures of saints and angels on all four sides and 
features elaborate effigies of husband and wife. The effigies are highly detailed although unfortunately there has 
been some damage to Lady Ellen’s feet and to the dog lying at the feet of Thomas Vaughan. 

“The dog is said to have haunted generations of the Vaughan family ever since, 

appearing before them to signify imminent death. ” 
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The Vaughan’s legacy continues with the story of the black dog of Hergest Court, a companion to Sir Thomas 
Vaughan, which is believed to have had its own room at the top of the house. The dog is said to have haunted 
generations of the Vaughan family ever since, appearing before them to signify imminent death. It is widely 
thought that Sir Arthur Conan Doyle based his Sherlock Holmes story The Hound of the Baskervilles on the tales 
of the Hergest black dog. Since Sir Arthur is known to have stayed at Hergest Court and presumably heard of the 
nearby Baskerville family from Eardisley, then maybe the story is based on fact. This is much local speculation 
but there is no proof. 



Hergest Court is an impressive 15th century manor house, 
now much changed from the original, a mile or two outside 
Kington. It is privately owned and so not open to the public. 

This is a wild and isolated area, and definitely worth a visit. 
Whether you will come across Black Vaughan and Terrible 
Ellen, or even the Hergest black dog, is quite another 
matter. 

The following two tabs change content below. 

By D.C. McGannon & C. Michael McGannon Halloween 
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By Daniel Kasondo allafrica.COITI 


All Africa 

22 September 2017 

Nyasa Times (Leeds) 

There was commotion at Chonde community hospital on Wednesday, when people scrambled to see a woman 
claiming that unknown people sucked her blood during the night of Tuesday. 

Struggling with her speaking, as people showered her with questions, the woman said she had seen an object in 
the house and later fail unconscious, but pointed at a spot near her left eye as the point where the alleged blood 
suckers inserted their blood sucking object. 

The woman who looked weak and was walking supported by a sister looked dirty and mentally disturbed. 

The sister said the woman sleeps alone and the attackers took advantage of the isolated house to do their 
clandestine activities. 

"We are not safe at all. It's unfortunate now it has come in our village," she said. 

People got angry when the Malawi News Agency reporter tried to see properly where the alleged sucking object 
was inserted and probe more to establish what actually happened. 

"Why do you doubt this incident. Is this not enough to establish that there are blood suckers out there. We could 
even trust you with your questions here," one angry man retorted. 

In an interview, the clinical officer, who had checked the woman in his room, said there was no indication that the 
woman had been sucked of her blood. 

"We couldn't even see where an object was inserted to suck the blood. I have only referred her to laboratory for 
malaria test, because I suspect some mental problems," the clinician who didn't want to be mentioned clarified. 

Media reports have since reported of mob justice in Mulanje where three men were killed after being suspected of 
being blood suckers, the incident which prompted the Inspector General to hold meetings in the district. 

Copyright © 2017 Nyasa Times. All rights reserved. Distributed by AIIAfrica Global Media (allAfrica.com). To 
contact the copyright holder directly for corrections — or for permission to republish or make other authorized use 
of this material, click here. 
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http://www.foxnews.com/us/2017/10/11/boiling-river-wine-flows-through-burned-down-california-winery.html? 
October 11th 2017 


By Katherine Lam, Fox News 


A boiling river of wine flows underneath 
smoldering debris at the Paradise Ridge 
Winery in Santa Rosa, California on 
Tuesday. (Getty Images) 

A scalding torrent of copper-colored wine 
i flowed among burned wine barrels and 
charred fermented tanks at a California 
winery after flames swept through the 
area Tuesday, part of the devastating 
wildfires wreaking havoc on wine country. 

The blaze engulfed Paradise Ridge 
Winery in Santa Rosa, owned by Rene 
Byke, and burned barrels of wine and 
equipment. The owners of the winery 

confirmed the fire, saying they were “heartbroken” and “appreciate everyone’s well wishes.” 



Photos of the aftermath showed a bubbling underground river of wine flowing through the area where the winery 
once stood, with scorched wine bottles lying on top of each other and wine leaking from singed tanks. 



The winery posted on Facebook it would provide updates and 
vowed to stay “strong” and “rebuild” after the deadly wildfire. 

The winery is one of several wine facilities affected by the fast- 
moving fires sweeping across Northern California’s wine country. 
Some reported “complete losses” while at least nine wineries 
said there was some damage. At least 21 people died and 180 
others were injured since the fire began Sunday night. 
Firefighters attempting to contain the flames were met with gusty 
winds and thick smoke. 



Speedy, wind-driven wildfires came as 
workers in Napa and Sonoma counties 
were picking and processing ripe grapes 
to make Chardonnay, Merlot and other 
wines that have made the region a global 
hot spot. Millions of locals and out-of-staters flock to the counties every year to sample wine, sit in mud baths and 
soak in the region's natural beauty. 


A rack of burned bottles of wine are seen 
at the Signorello Estate winery Tuesday, 
one of the few wineries destroyed by the 
wildfire. 

"This is just pure devastation, and it's 
going to take us a while to get out and 
comb through all of this," said Ken 
Pimlott, chief of the California Department 
of Forestry and Fire Protection. 
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Some of the largest blazes in Northern 
California were in Napa and Sonoma 
counties, home to dozens of wineries that 
attract tourists from around the world 
(AP) 

Tuesday brought cooler and calmer winds 
to help responders suppress the blaze, 
but dangerous gusts are expected to 
return Wednesday, officials said. 

More than 2,000 homes and business 
have been destroyed. 

Flames continue to smolder at the 
Signorello Estate winery Tuesday. (AP) 

The Associated Press contributed to this 
report. 


(AP) 
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By Lucy Ash BBC News, Arkhangelsk 


19 October 2017 


When British soldiers were sent to Russia after 
the Russian Revolution their main enemies were 
the Germans - their opponents in World War One 
- but they also found themselves fighting and 
imprisoning Bolsheviks. In the process they 
opened what Russians regard as the first 
concentration camp in their country. 

The boat sails down the River Dvina past onion- 
domed churches, lumber yards and logs floating in 
the water. Finally it reaches the open sea and an 
hour later a brown smudge appears on the horizon. 

Getting closer, I can make out a lighthouse and a few 
radio towers. As my companions and I jump off the 
boat and walk along a deserted beach a pack of 
dogs surrounds us, barking furiously. They are not 
used to visitors. The only people who live on this remote spot today are border guards and a couple of 
meteorologists. 



Marina Titova lays a carnation in memory of her great-great-uncle who died on 

Mudyug 


Back in the Soviet era, boatloads of day trippers 
came to the island of Mudyug to visit a museum. It 
was located among the remains of a prison camp - 
one very different from the scores of old Gulag 
outposts scattered across the Russian north and 
Siberia. For one thing, it was set up as far back as 
1918. Even more remarkably, the people in charge 
were were British and French. 


My colleague Natalia Golysheva, who grew up in the 
regional capital, Arkhangelsk - Archangel as it used 
to be known in English - says the place had a 
fearsome reputation. Locals called it Death Island. 

"When I was little, people said if you don't behave, 
the Whites will come and take you to Mudyug," she 
says. "I didn't understand but when I tried to ask questions - 'What is Mudyug? Who are the Whites?' - my 
grandmother just said shush and turned her face away, meaning the conversation was over." 

The Whites were the anti-Bolshevik forces that emerged after the October Revolution in 1917. They got the name 
from the cream-coloured uniforms worn by higher ranks in the Tsarist army. Some were reactionary military officers 
who wanted to bring back the monarchy, others were moderate socialists, reformers, tradesmen, fishermen or 
peasants. 

When the Bolsheviks seized power in the autumn of 1917, Russia was still fighting in World War One, allied with 
Britain, France and the US against the Central Powers of Germany and Austria-Hungary and their Ottoman allies. 

However, Lenin had come to power promising supporters not only bread to eat and a share of the aristocrats' land, 
but also peace. When he signed a peace treaty with Germany, Western governments acted rapidly to re-open this 
eastern front. 



A dilapidated watchtower and barbed wire on Mudyug island 
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Within months, tens of thousands of soldiers from 
Britain, the United States, France, Canada, Australia 
and other countries were ordered to Russia in what 
became known as the Allied Intervention. Some went 
to the south and far east of Russia and 14,000 
troops under British command were sent to 
Arkhangelsk, near the Arctic Circle. The men were 
told their mission was to protect military stores and 
stop Germany from establishing a submarine base. 

But the foreign troops also took the side of the 
Whites in Russia's nascent Civil War. Some 
European politicians, such as Winston Churchill, 
worried about Communism spreading across 
Europe. 



Soon after the Allies docked in Arkhangelsk on 2 
August 1918, they began locking people up. "They 
didn't know who to trust or the difference between 
the Reds and Whites - so they decided to incarcerate 
anyone who seemed suspect," says Liudmila 
Novikova, a Moscow-based historian who has 
become an expert on the post-revolutionary period in 
the Russian north. 

Since the main prison in the town was overcrowded, 
potential troublemakers were shipped to the island of 
Mudyug, 70km (45 miles) away. The first batch of 
inmates had to build their own prison camp in this 
desolate, windswept place. 


British and French troops lining up in Arkhangelsk in 1917 



Bolshevik prisoners in the prison camp on Mudyug island 

Mudyug, accused of recruiting the men in his village into the Red Army. 


We walk along the beach past a rickety watchtower 
before taking a path through a pine forest. It leads to 
some wooden barracks with rusty barbed wire on the 
windows. 

The door opens with a creak and we are inside a 
long dormitory with hundreds of beds, divided by 
panels of wood. Each seems as narrow as a coffin. 

Marina Titova, a young museum guide from 
Arkhangelsk who has joined us on the trip, sits on 
one of the beds, lost in thought. 

Her great-great-uncle Fyodor Oparin, a roofer, had 
been at the front fighting the Germans in World War 
One. He was only briefly reunited with his wife and 
small daughter before he was arrested and sent to 


With few washing facilities and no change of clothes, inmates soon became infested with lice. Typhus spread like 
wildfire. Overall, about 1,000 people were imprisoned here and up to 300 died - either as a result of disease, or 
because they were shot or tortured to death. 


When we visit it is a muggy summer afternoon and the air is thick with midges. I dread to think what it would be 
like here during an Arctic winter when temperatures can reach -30C (-22F). Signs from the now abandoned 
museum point out the "ice cells", left open to the elements, where rebellious prisoners were punished and either 
perished or lost limbs to frostbite. 
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A dormitory where some of the prisoners would have slept 100 years ago 


Pavel Rasskazov, a radical journalist, spent several 
months on Mudyug. In his Prison Memoirs, which 
became a well-known and much-studied text in the 
Soviet era, he documented the appalling conditions 
and the lack of food. 

He describes how, when dried bread was distributed 
in the morning, "starving, angry men with greedy 
eyes crawled all over the filthy, damp floor, full of 
spit, picking up each and every crumb". 

Rasskazov managed to survive this place, unlike 
Marina's relative, Fyodor Oparin. According to one 
account, he tried to escape but was too weak to 
move fast and was shot as he ran. In another version 
of events, he was caught and executed the following 


day, along with 13 other prisoners. 



Fyodor Oparin with his wife, Marina 


Under some fir trees Marina has found a commemorative plaque to the men killed 
trying to escape. As she places two red carnations on the crumbling stone, a cloud 
of mist swirls through the trees and a soft rain falls. 

"Perhaps it was just a coincidence," she says later. "But it seemed like a greeting 
from the past, and maybe those prisoners who suffered here, who tried to survive, 
could see that they were being remembered." 

In Soviet times these men were remembered more often. On a small hill by the 
camp, there is a 25m-high obelisk adorned with a red star and hammer and sickle. 
Some chunks of granite have fallen off but you can still read the inscription which 
says it was built "in honour of patriots tortured to death by the Interventionists". 

"This monument 
could be seen by all 
the ships sailing 
past," says historian 
Liudmila Novikova. 
"Foreign sailors who 
came to Arkhangelsk 
were often taken to 
Mudyug to remind 
them of all the 
atrocities their fellow 
countrymen and 
governments 
committed here." 

Schoolchildren and 
factory workers also 



A memorial that reads: 'Glory to the patriots tortured by the intervention forces 


on the island of Mudyug' 


came on visits. 


Near the monument, we find a run-down hall with dusty glass cases, peeling red posters on the walls and 
photographs of the "martyrs who gave their lives for the Revolution" or died here on the island, which is described 
in the inscriptions as a concentration camp. 


There are pictures of Gen Edmund Ironside, the British commander of all the Allied troops in the region. Novikova 
says he would have known what was happening on the island even if he never visited. 


This is confirmed by an entry in the leather-bound notebooks he kept in Russia, now in the possession of his 93- 
year-old son. 
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"Scurvy seems to be beginning among the Russian 
prisoners on Mudyug Island... and as it is a difficult 
place to get to, rations have been pinched," the 
general writes. 


If the British established the camp and some of those 
in charge were French, many guards seem to have 
been local men. "We cannot have a scandalous 
camp," he writes. "I am responsible that the 
Russians treat their people well. I am always after 
them over the state of the prison." 


But Novikova says improving conditions on Mudyug 
was hardly a priority for Ironside. "For him it was just 
a necessary security measure, and after all people 
were fighting and dying every day on all 
the fronts. So if prisoners in the rear were 
dying from bad conditions, that was just a 
drop in the ocean of suffering here." 

The treatment of prisoners on Mudyug 
horrified one man who would later play a 
devastating role in northern Russia. A 
prominent Bolshevik close to Lenin, 
Mikhail Kedrov, was sent to Arkhangelsk 
after the October revolution and later 
became became a fanatical regional head 
of the Cheka - the secret police. 

Alexander Orlov, a fellow Chekist who 
later defected to Canada, recalls Kedrov 
as a tall handsome man with ragged 
black hair. He writes that his eyes were often "gleaming like burning coal... possibly these were the sparks of 
madness". 


Boatloads of day-trippers once came to Mudyug 
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Gen Ironside's diary 


While the Red Terror was not mentioned in the 
USSR for decades, the crimes of the White forces 
were endlessly listed in official propaganda. 

Atrocities were committed on both sides, says 
historian Liudmila Novikova, but the scale was 
different. 

"The Whites and Allies who supported them were 
mainly pragmatic. They wanted to kill those who 
undermined their effort, troops who rebelled or 
members of the Bolshevik underground - they didn't 
care about eliminating their enemies totally. It was 
quite different on Red side because they were 
waging a war against the old regime - the 
bourgeoisie, Tsarist officers and whole classes were 
perceived as enemies who had to be liquidated," she 

Find out more 

Lucy Ash tells the story of the forgotten war fought by Western troops in Arctic Russia in The Red and the White, 
on the BBC World Service 

Click here for transmission times, or to listen online 



Russian teenagers on a visit to Mudyug island during the Soviet era 

says. 
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Mikhail Kedrov set up a number of death camps in 
the North, including the first one of its kind, in 
Kholmogory, an hour's drive from Arkhangelsk. 

Somewhere between 3,000 and 8,000 people were 
imprisoned and killed at a 17th Century convent. 
Many were White Army officers and sailors from the 
Kronstadt naval fortress near Finland who had 
rebelled against the Bolsheviks. But others had 
nothing to do with the military. Some were clergy, 
some were ordinary people who for some reason 
had been labelled "counter-revolutionaries". 

At Kholmogory, where much of the convent is now 
held up by scaffolding and wrapped in corrugated 
iron, I met Elena, a parishioner who sings in the 
convent choir. She says people in the area 
sometimes find skulls when they dig pits to store 
potatoes over the winter. 

Elena says the priest and volunteers collected some 
human remains in sacks and buried them under a 
marble cross on one side of the Cathedral of the 
Transfiguration. Each year they sing a requiem for 
those who died. 

It's hard to pinpoint but there is an oppressive 
atmosphere which clings to this place, like the cold to 
the refectory walls when Elena invites us inside for a 
cup of tea. 

Locals use the path through the garden as a shortcut 
across the town but Elena says few know - or care - 

about Kholmogory's terrible history. 

Does she believe the Allied Intervention was the catalyst for Russia's devastating civil war, as Lenin and others 
have often claimed? 

"I remember in my childhood hearing stories from my granny," she says. "I was a Young Pioneer and I told her the 
Reds were good and the Whites were bad and the Intervention troops were bad. And my granny said 'What are 
you talking about? The English came to our village, they brought us white flour, they gave the children sweets.' 

And I said: 'Granny - that is impossible they are our enemies!"' 

Elena shakes her head. "They were not our enemies and to say they were responsible for the civil war is wrong. Of 
course not! We had enough of our own scoundrels without the intervention troops." 

Mudyug and Chanel 

The radical journalist, Pavel Rasskazov, who documented his ordeal on Mudyug island, describes a French- 
Russian officer and former businessman from Moscow, a man "of medium height, stout, with a round, flabby face, 
like a bulldog". 

Ernest Beaux was actually a perfumer who concocted scents for the tsar's family - such as the "Bouquet de 
Napoleon". But in 1918 he was working as a counter-intelligence officer on Mudyug, interrogating Bolsheviks 
captured by the White Russian and Allied armies. 

By the end of the year, Beaux had emigrated to France, where a cousin of Nicholas II introduced him to the 
couturier, Coco Chanel. He has gone down in history as the man who invented Chanel No5. According to some 
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A bottle of Chanel No5 


accounts he wanted to capture the essence of snow 
melting on black earth and as inspired by his time in 
the "land of the midnight sun" - the Russian Arctic. 

Additional reporting by Natalia Golysheva 

Copyright © 2017 BBC. 
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The Ancient Kailasa Temple in Maharashtra, India: A mountain made into a shrine 


'Britain's Atlantis,' the lost world at the bottom of the North Sea thevintagenews.com 


Sep 2, 2017 Stefan A 

To the pleasure of any 
modern-day mudlark, it has 
turned out that the 
shorelines of the Thames 
make for a remarkable 
archaeological site. In recent 
years, the mudlarks of 

London have reported finding all different kinds of memorabilia and historical items, from shards of 
Roman pottery to shoes made during the Tudor era. 

The interest in the London mudlarks’ initiative has grown so much that a Facebook page dedicated 
to sharing found items from the Thames riverbed has hit nearly 30,000 followers. However, it is not 
only rivers that make for a great treasury of lost pieces of history. It is also sea beds; such is the 
case with the North Sea. 

It is unlikely that shards of Roman pottery can be collected out of the North Sea floor. What 
fishermen have reported on finding is perhaps way more spectacular: ancient bones, tools, and 
other artifacts as old as some 9,000 years. These finds have caught the immediate attention of both 
British and Dutch archaeologists and paleontologists, as they likely resemble evidence of the 
submerged history of Doggerland. 

Which brings the story to the last major Ice Age, which was coming to its 
close roughly 12,000 years ago. During that period, the British Isles 
were certainly not British, nor they were islands. The map looked quite 
different since the mainland of the European continent fused with 
Britain’s eastern coast. The vast piece of land that connected them was 
composed of many hills, marshlands, and dense forests, and it occupied 
a great portion of where the North Sea waters extend nowadays. 

The name of this area is Doggerland, and it was also the home of 
Mesolithic people who happened to thrive there for many many years. 
These prehistoric people were hunter-gatherers and mostly relied on 
fishing and hunting, as much as they enjoyed fruits, berries, and nuts 
from the forests. 

Life must have been good until around the time between 6,500 BC and 6,200 BC when according to 
scientists, Doggerland slowly started surrendering to the rising sea levels. Eventually, this wealthy 
primeval human habitat became submerged at the bottom of the sea and the Doggerlanders were 
forced to migrate. And they moved to areas that today belong to England as well as the 
Netherlands. 

Recently, experts have been working on a digital model that depicts how Doggerland might have 
looked before the floods took their toll. The data needed to produce such a model was largely 
retrieved from companies that extract oil from the North Sea. The model produced projects an area 
as large as 18,000 square miles. 
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Just like the mysterious Atlantis, 
Doggerland is now nothing but a long- 
sunken and forgotten Stone Age habitat, 
the remnants of which are the decayed 
bones and artifacts of its people that end 
up in the nets of fishing boats. The story of 
it can easily be interpreted as an 
admonishing tale for the ultimate outcomes 
of rapidly rising sea levels caused by 
climate changes. 


Shetland 

DOGGERLAND 


Viking- 

Earlier Holocene 


Bergen 





Experts 
who study 
and 

research 


Doggerland have been quick to connect the events that have sealed the destiny of its people to our 
own climate change reality. As the settlements of the Doggerlanders were low-lying, they were 
overwhelmed by the ever-incoming water and eventually Britain disconnected from the continent. 
Speaking of which, the National Geographic writes, “a similar situation could affect the billions of 
people who live within 60 kilometers (37 miles) of a shoreline today, if polar ice caps continue to 
melt at an accelerated pace.” 


Related story from us: Victor of Aveyron: A feral child who supposedly lived in the French wilderness 
until he was 12 


Scientists still need to analyze samples of ancient insects and plants, DNA of animals, and so forth. 
Once the scientific studies beneath the North Sea conclude, it will provide a clearer picture of how 
Doggerland’s landscape looked, what vegetation and animals composed its ecosystem, and 
possibly how the Mesolithic people changed their habitat. 

In other words, the final research findings will provide insights into the lifestyle and culture of 
numerous generations of prehistoric Brits who thrived on Doggerland for likely some 6,000 years 
before the area finally vanished beneath the waters. 

SHARE: 


We see ancient edifices around the globe, like the pyramids in Egypt, Borobudur in Indonesia, and 
the Pyramid of the Sun in the Valley of Mexico, and we ask ourselves, how? How could mankind, 
so far back in time, build such enormous structures? And all without the advanced technology we 
enjoy today. 
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Furthermore, when one looks at Stonehenge or similar prehistoric monuments, one instantly 
wonders: What drove men back then to erect such a thing? Place them in such situations where 
they are unable to give concrete explanations, and humans always presume the same old story, 
giving credit to some more advanced, often alien, civilization to explain their perplexing mystery. 

The last couple of generations have achieved much more than any others before, but still, it seems 
as if we are determined to discredit everything anyone before us ever accomplished if we ourselves 
can’t replicate it. But the truth is, civilizations in ancient times were more advanced than we usually 
give them credit for. For instance, ancient Hindu Indians were masters of mathematics and 
architecture, with their trigonometry and algebra invented and developed independent of the 
Western world. 

© Copyright 2017 - The Vintage News 
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Buried Alive with an Undead Corpse! A Medieval Tale medievalists.net 

Medievalists.net 

October 30, 2016 by Medievalists.net 

As we do today, medieval people shared spooky stories of the dead rising and haunting the living. 
There are two versions of a story involving a man named Asmund, who choose to be buried alive 
with his dead friend. The most horrifying part of this story is how the friend returned as the undead. 

The first version of this story comes from Gesta Danorum, written by Saxo Grammaticus in the early 
twelfth-century. Amidst his history of the Danish peoples, Saxo tells of how a man named Asvith had 
died, and that his friend Asmund asked to be buried with him. So they were entombed into a cave 
along with a Asvith’s dog and horse, and with enough food for Asmund to eat. 

Sometime later a Swedish king and his army came upon the cave, and believing there was treasure 
inside they broke it open. Saxo then writes: 

To explore the cave, it was necessary for someone to be lowered into it while tied to a dangling 
rope. One among the most eager young men was chosen by lot for the task. When Asmund saw the 
young man being lowered in a basket attached to a cord, he immediately threw him out of the 
basket and climbed into it himself. He then gave a signal to those who were standing on the surface 
and holding on to the rope to raise the basket. They pulled the basket up in the hope of great wealth 
and they beheld instead the unexpected sight of the man they had hauled up. Terrified by his 
sudden appearance and believing that a dead man had returned to life, they cast aside the rope and 
fled in all directions. Indeed, Asmund’s face was terrifying to behold for it was covered in gore like 
that of a mangled corpse. 

The Swedish king soon came upon the scene, and saw that Asmund’s face was scarred, and that 
his left ear was missing. Asmund then spoke to the onlookers: 

“Why are are you so amazed to look upon me, emptied of all color? Truly, any living man becomes 
diminished among the dead! 

Every dwelling in this world is unfortunate and difficult for those on their own; wretched are those 
who luck has deprived of other people’s aid. This cave and empty night and darkness and this 
ancient hollow have snatched away all pleasure from my eyes and from my soul. This dreadful 
earth, this rotten tomb, and a heavy tide of foulness have diminished the fairness of my once 
youthful face, and have sapped the great vigor that I used to have. Beyond all this, I have retained 
my strength against the undead while struggling against the undead while struggling under great 
pressure and in considerable peril. Asvith returned from the dead and rushed upon me with tearing 
claws, returning with Stygian strength to renew fierce battles after his death." 

Asmund then goes on to explain that when he was buried with Asvith that the dead man’s spirit had 
returned from hell, and proceeded to eat the horse followed by the dog. Once this was done, the 
undead figure attacked Asmund, slashing his cheek and tearing off his ear. “But the monster did not 
escape unpunished,” Asmund concludes, “for I quickly lopped off his head with my sword and 
stabbed his body with a piecing stake.” 
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The second version of the tale, written in 14th century Iceland and part of the saga The Story of 
Egil-One Hand and Asmund Berserker-Slayer. In this version Asmund was friends with another man 
named Aran. They were very competitive with each other and made a deal: If one of them was to 
die before the other, the survivor would put him and his wealth in a burial mound, and would join him 
for at least nights. 

It happened that Aran died, and Asmund buried him with seated on a chair with his full armor. Along 
with his treasure, a horse, hawk and dog were placed in the chamber. Asmund got his own chair 
and joined the corpse, having the burial mound sealed up. The saga continues: 

During the first night Aran got up from his chair killed the hawk and the hound, and ate them. On the 
second night he got up again from his chair, killed the horse and tore it to pieces; then he took great 
bites of horseflesh with his teeth, the blood streaming down from his mouth all the while he was 
eating. He offered to let Asmund share his meal, but Asmund said nothing. The third night Asmund 
became very drowsy, and the first thing he knew, Aran had got him by the ears and tore them off. 
Asmund drew his short-sword and sliced off Aran’s head, then he got some fire and burned Aran to 
ashes. Asmund went to the rope and was hauled out of the mound, which was then covered up 
again. Asmund took all of the treasures in the mound with him. 

You can read this story and more like it in The Penguin Book of the Undead: Fifteen Hundred Years 
of Supernatural Encounters, edited by Scott G. Bruce. Click here to buy the book on 
Amazon.com. 


Filed Under: Features Tagged With: Medieval Folk Studies, Sagas 
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Burning rolling wheel 


oldeuropeanculture.blogspot.ie 


Thursday, 12 October 2017 

"At Lower Konz, a village situated on a hillside overlooking the Moselle, the midsummer festival 
used to be celebrated as follows. A quantity of straw was collected on the top of the steep 
Stromberg Hill. Every inhabitant, or at least every householder, had to contribute his share of straw 
to the pile. At nightfall the whole male population, men and boys, mustered on the top of the hill; the 
women and girls were not allowed to join them, but had to take up their position at a certain spring 
half-way down the slope. On the summit stood a huge wheel completely encased in some of the 
straw which had been jointly contributed by the villagers; the rest of the straw was made into 
torches. From each side of the wheel the axletree projected about three feet, thus furnishing 
handles to the lads who were to guide it in its descent. The mayor of the neighboring town of Sierck, 
who always received a basket of cherries for his services, gave the signal; a lighted torch was 
applied to the wheel, and as it burst into flame, two young fellows, strong-limbed and swift of foot, 
seized the handles and began running with it down the slope. A great shout went up. Every man and 
boy waved a blazing torch in the air, and took care to keep it alight so long as the wheel was 
trundling down the hill. The great object of the young men who guided the wheel was to plunge it 
blazing into the water of the Moselle; but they rarely succeeded in their efforts, for the vineyards 
which cover the greater part of the declivity impeded their progress, and the wheel was often burned 
out before it reached the river. As it rolled past the women and girls at the spring, they raised cries of 
joy which were answered by the men on the top of the mountain; and the shouts were echoed by 
the inhabitants of neighbouring villages who watched the spectacle from their hills on the opposite 
bank of the Moselle. If the fiery wheel was successfully conveyed to the bank of the river and 
extinguished in the water, the people looked for an abundant vintage that year." 


This is a passage from the book "The Golden Bough" 
by James George Frazer. 

The book then goes to say that similar custom of 
rolling a burning wheel down a hill side existed in 
many other places in Europe: 


At Eisenach on the fourth Sunday in Lent young 
people used to fasten a straw-man, representing 
Death, to a wheel, which they trundled to the top of a 
hill. Then setting fire to the figure they allowed it and 


In Germany, Austria, and Switzerland at the same season similar customs have prevailed. Thus in 
the Eifel Mountains, Rhenish Prussia, on the first Sunday in Lent, a great wheel was made of straw 
and dragged by three horses to the top of the hill. Thither the village boys marched at nightfall, set 
fire to the wheel, and sent it rolling down the slope. 

In the Rhon Mountains, situated on the borders of Hesse and Bavaria, the people used to march to 
the top of a hill or eminence on the first Sunday in Lent. Children and lads carried torches, brooms 
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daubed with tar, and poles swathed in straw. Awheel, wrapped in combustibles, was kindled and 
rolled down the hill; 

In neighboring villages of Hesse, between the Rhon and the Vogel Mountains, it is thought that 
wherever the burning wheels roll, the fields will be safe from hail and storm. 

Bonfires were lit in almost all the hamlets of Poitou on the Eve of St. John. People marched round 
them thrice, carrying a branch of walnut in their hand. Shepherdesses and children passed sprigs of 
mullein (verbascum) and nuts across the flames; the nuts were supposed to cure toothache, and the 
mullein to protect the cattle from sickness and sorcery. When the fire died down people took some 
of the ashes home with them, either to keep them in the house as a preservative against thunder or 
to scatter them on the fields for the purpose of destroying corn-cockles and darnel. In Poitou also it 
used to be customary on the Eve of St. John to trundle a blazing wheel wrapt in straw over the fields 
to fertilise them. 

In Wales three or nine different kinds of wood and charred faggots carefully preserved from the last 
midsummer were deemed necessary to build the bonfire, which was generally done on rising 
ground. In the Vale of Glamorgan a cart-wheel swathed in straw used to be ignited and sent rolling 
down the hill. If it kept alight all the way down and blazed for a long time, an abundant harvest was 
expected. 

In Switzerland, also, it is or used to be customary to kindle bonfires on high places on the evening of 
the first Sunday in Lent, and the day is therefore popularly known as Spark Sunday. In some parts of 
the canton also they used to wrap old wheels in straw and thorns, put a light to them, and send them 
rolling and blazing down hill. 

All over Northern and Central Germany, from Altmark and Anhalt on the east, through Brunswick, 
Hanover, Oldenburg, the Harz district, and Hesse to Westphalia the Easter bonfires still blaze 
simultaneously on the hill-tops. In some places tar-barrels or wheels wrapped in straw used to be 
set on fire, and then sent rolling down the hillside. 

In Swabia, lads and lasses, hand in hand, leap over the midsummer bonfire, praying that the hemp 
may grow three ells high, and they set fire to wheels of straw and send them rolling down the hill. At 
Obermedlingen, the “fire of heaven,” as it was called, was made on St. Vitus’s Day, the day of 
Svetovid. On the summit of a mountain, a cart-wheel, smeared with pitch and plaited with straw, was 
fastened on a pole twelve feet high, the top of the pole being inserted in the nave of the wheel. The 
wheel was then set on fire. 

In Lower Austria bonfires are kindled on the heights, and the boys caper round them, brandishing 
lighted torches drenched in pitch. Whoever jumps thrice across the fire will not suffer from fever 
within the year. Cart-wheels are often smeared with pitch, ignited, and sent rolling and blazing down 
the hillsides. 

All over Bohemia bonfires still burn on Midsummer Eve. Sometimes an old cart-wheel is smeared 
with resin, ignited, and sent rolling down the hill. 

The Golden Bough does not mention it, but similar customs are also known from other Central and 
Eastern European Slavic lands: 
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In Slovakia, the Midsummer Night is called "Vajana". The root of this word is verb "varat’" meaning 
"to roll". Basically Midsummer Night is the night when fiery wheels are rolled down the slopes of 
hills. 



In Belarus, Ukraine and Russia one of the solar-fire 
rituals performed during the Kupala Night 
(Midsummer Night) was to roll a flaming wheel down a 
hill and into a river or lake at the bottom, if there was 
one. The wheel symbolized the wheel (circle) of the 
seasons, as well as the sun-disk. In this ritual, the 
wheel was stuffed with straw or hay (the yellowish 
color of which resembled the sun) so that the wheel 
itself was barely visible, and in many cases an axle 
protruded a meter or so on each side, which people 
used to guide it down the hill. The idea was for it to 
roll all the way to the bottom, into the water if any; if it 
did not roll all the way down, the harvest would be bad. A wheel was also burned on a long pole. 
Wheels were also put on high poles and then burned either alone or a bonfire was piled around the 
pole with the wheel and then then whole thing was set on fire. 


In "THE LITHUANIANS, an ethnic portrait" by Juozas Kudirka we read 
that "The Midsummer Day is a festival of simple people, connected with 
the veneration of fire. Young girls adorn their heads with flower wreaths. 
A tall pole with a wooden wheel soaked in tar or filled with birch bark is 
hoisted at the top of the highest hill in the vicinity. Men whose names are 
Jonas (John) set the wheels on fire and make bonfires around it. In some 
places a second pole is hoisted with flowers and herbs. Young people 
dance round the fire, sing songs about rye, play games, men try to jump 
over the fire. The burning wheels on the poles are rolled down the hill 
into a river or a lake at its foot, men jumping over it all along." 


I would like to talk about this 
interesting ritual. 

First I would like to say that I 
believe that this was 
originally a ritual performed 
only on the summer solstice 
night. In most parts of 
Europe it was still performed 
on that day or on the Christian saint day which replaced Summer solstice day as a holy day. The 
reason why this ritual was recorded to have been performed in some parts of Europe during Lent, is 
because Christian clergy tried to remove the original meaning from this ritual by moving it to another 
part of the year. 

But what was the original meaning of this ritual? 
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We know that wheel is a symbol directly linked with sun. But why is the burning wheel rolled down 
the mountain? 

The most popular proposed explanation is that the burning wheel was rolled down the mountain on 
the eve of summer solstice to symbolize the decrease of the sun's declination angle which begins 
on that night. 


Summer solstice In the northern 
hemisphere, The declination angle (ri) is 
at its maximum and is 23,45*. 


Spring equinox In the northern 
hemisphere and autumn equinox in the 
southern hemisphere. The declination 
angle 0°. 



declination angle can indeed be represented by the image 
hill. 



Dedination 



V/inter solstice in the northern 
hemisphere and summer solstice in the 

southern hemisphere. The declination I nG VaNallOn 
angle (ft) is -23,45". of the 

declination 
angle over 
the year is 
represented 
by a 

sinusoidal 
line. We can 
see how the 
decrease of 
the 

of the sun rolling down the slope of the 
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The effect of the Declination variation is the variation 
of the height of the point the sun reaches in the sky at 
noon. The sun reaches the highest point in the sky at 
noon on the day of the summer solstice. From that 
day, the height of the point the sun reaches at noon 
gets smaller and smaller, until at the winter solstice, 
the sun reaches the lowest point in the sky at noon. 
Then the process reverses. 

So maybe this is what our ancestors wanted to symbolically represent by rolling the burning wheel 
down the slope of a hill. The decrease of the height of the point the sun reaches in the sky at noon. 

But there is another possibility. 

In my post "The thundering sun god" I talked about St llija the Thunderer. Serbian folk tradition says 
that every year St llija the Thunderer gets so angry, that he wants to "burn the whole world down". 
As I already explained in my post "Two crosses", the earth climatic, vegetative cycle lags behind the 
solar cycle. Becauese of this, the 21 st of June, the mid summer, is the day of the maximum sun 
light. But it is the 2nd of August the day that marks the end of summer, that is the day of maximum 
sun heat. And this is the day when Serbs celebrate St Ilia the Thunderer. The period three days 
before and the three days after the 2nd of August, is in South Slavic tradition called Kresovi 
meaning Fires. These are the days of wild fires and droughts. These days are also known as the 
dog days, because these are the days when the dog star Sirius is in the sky with the sun. 

http://oldeuropeanculture.blogspot.ie/2017/10/burning-rolling-wheel.html 
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But thankfully "Ilia the thunderer" does not burn the earth. Every year, on his day, the 2nd of August, 
the day of St llija the Thunderer, he gets persuaded by his wife, Ognjena Marija (Fiary Mary) to calm 
down. In Serbia there is a saying: "Od svetog llije sunce sve milije" which means "From St llija the 
sun starts getting kinder, milder, gentler". The first part of the 2nd of August is considered summer 
and the second is considered to be Autumn. And thus every year on the 2nd of August the summer 
ends and the autumn begins. 

The 2nd of August is also the day of Perun, Slavic storm god. 

As I said already, we know that wheel is a symbol directly linked with sun. But it is also linked with 
thunder and fire. We can see this through the symbols of Svetovid and Perun: their wheels. The 
wheel of Perun is "like" the wheel of Svetovid. It is actually the fiery version of the wheel of 
Svetovid. 


During the second part of Summer, between mid 
summer, the day of Svetovid, and the end of summer, 
the day of Perun, the sun wheel, turns into the fiery 
wheel. This is symbolic representation of the effect of 
the ever increasing heat and drought of the second 
part of the summer. 

But just when the world is about to be burned to 
cinder by the fiery sun of the late summer, Perun arrives and kills Veles. Veles, the dragon who stole 
Perun's celestial cows (rain clouds), is the late summer's heat that causes drought. Perun 
represents the first autumn storms which finally end the drought and ensure that the crops will 
survive and that the harvest will be successful. The rain water extinguishes sun's fire. Autumn 
begins. 

Now let's have a look at the ritual again. 

The wheel is lit up on top of the hill. This is Summer solstice sun just starting to get really hot. The 
wheel is rolled down the hill. As the wheel rolls down the wheel's fire gets stronger and stronger 
because of the increased air circulation around the wheel. The people handling the wheel aim to 
plunge the now madly burning wheel into the river which flows below the hill and extinguish the fire. 

I believe that this was actually a magic ritual. 

The rolling of a burning wheel down the hill represents the fact that the sun's temperature increases 
in the second part of summer even though the days are getting shorter. 

The fact that the wheel is often rolled down the side of the hill which ends in a river or a lake and 
that it is seen as a good luck if the burning wheel reaches the water is very significant. It shows that 
the ritual is actually a magic ritual performed in order to insure the "extinguishing of the sun's fire" of 
the late summer by the water of the autumn rains. 

I think this is very very interesting. What do you think? 
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By the way if you know of any other place in Europe when the same ritual was performed which I 
didn't list, please let me know so I can update my post. 

Posted by Serbian Irish at 12:54 
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By pascale bonnefoyoct. 21,2017 

SANTIAGO, Chile — The Chilean poet Pablo 
Neruda, a Nobel laureate, did not die of 
cancer, as his death certificate indicated, 
according to a group of international forensic 
experts who analyzed samples of his remains. 

The conclusion, announced on Friday in 
Santiago, Chile’s capital, is likely to increase 
speculation that Neruda may have been 
murdered. 

A former diplomat and senator from the 
Communist Party, Neruda died at 69 on Sept, 
leftist government of Salvador Allende. Cancer 

But in 2011, his former driver, Manuel Araya, asserted in an interview with a Mexican magazine that 
doctors at the private clinic in Santiago where Neruda was being treated poisoned him by injecting 
an unknown substance into his stomach. Mr. Araya did not witness the injection, but he said that 
Neruda described it to him from his deathbed when the two men were alone. 

In 2013, Judge Mario Carroza ordered the exhumation of Neruda’s remains and sent samples to 
forensic genetics laboratories in Canada and Denmark for analysis. 

These experts have now cast doubt on the 
official cause of death and said they found 
potentially deadly bacteria in one of the 
samples, a molar. 

Neruda’s death certificate established the 
cause of death as cancer cachexia, which 
involves significant weight loss, but the 
forensic specialists unanimously found that to 
be impossible. 

“That cannot be correct,” said Dr. Niels 
Morling, of the University of Copenhagen’s 
the analysis. “There was no indication of 
cachexia. He was an obese man at the time of death. All other circumstances in his last phase of life 
pointed to some kind of infection.” 

The actual cause of death, as well as the origin of the bacteria, is still unknown. According to the 
panel of experts, the deadly bacteria could have seeped into Neruda’s skeletal remains from the 
burial site or been derived from the decomposition process. 



department of forensic medicine, who participated in 
cachexia. He was an obese man at the time of death 
pointed to some kind of infection.” 



23, 1973, two weeks after a military coup toppled the 
was reported as the cause of death. 
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“We can’t confirm how the bacteria got there,” said Debi Poinar, a research assistant in the 
anthropology department at McMaster University in Ontario, Canada. “We have to be very careful 
because there are a lot of bacteria that have their origin in the soil and some of those bacteria are 
the most pathogenic. We have some indications that it’s an old bacteria, not a modern or laboratory 
contaminant.” 

After delivering its findings to Judge Carroza, the panel was asked to continue researching for 
another year to try to determine the origin of the bacteria, which could determine whether Neruda 
was murdered. 

• © 2017The New York Times Company 
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How Cathedral House became Glasgow's most haunted hotel 


Escape from the undead at Edinburgh's new pop-up horror bar inews.co.uk 



Many people have reported paranormal 
sightings and experiences in the hotel (Photo: 
Cathedral House Hotel / Facebook) 

Gillian McDonald Monday October 9th 2017 

Cathedral House Hotel is thought to be one of 
the most haunted buildings in Glasgow. 

There have been many ghostly sightings and 
paranormal experiences reported there over 
the years, and many attribute this to the 
hotel’s historical connection to the notorious 
Duke Street Prison. 


A halfway house for prisoners 

Cathedral House Hotel is now a boutique hotel and restaurant, which often hosts weddings and 
parties - but the building’s intended purpose was very different. 

When Cathedral House was built in 1877, it was used to hold prisoners who had recently been 
released from the neighbouring Duke Street Prison. 



Duke Street Prison, shortly before it was demolished in the 1950s 
(Photo: Cathedral House Hotel / Facebook) 


Duke Street Prison was infamous for its 
terrible living conditions, and it housed some 
of Scotland’s worst criminals. 

Many of the prisoners held there were 
transferred to Barlinnie when it opened in the 
1880s, but Duke Street remained open as a 
women’s prison until 1955. 

It was eventually demolished in 1958, and the 
only trace of Duke Street Prison that remains 
is the boundary wall, which runs around the 
back of Cathedral House Hotel. 

The ghosts of Cathedral House 


Duke Street Prison was the site of many executions, including 12 during the 20th century. 


The last woman to be executed in Scotland, Susan Newell, was hanged at the prison in October 
1923, after being found guilty of strangling a paperboy. 


Those who have reported paranormal experiences in the area have suggested that the spirits of 
prisoners like Newell are still haunting the old prison hotel. 


One of the most regular sightings is a ghostly presence which brushes up against people on the 
stairs of Cathedral House. 
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There have also been several reports of two 
ghostly children being heard on the top floor of 
the hotel, and items of furniture have been 
seen to move around on their own. 

The haunted Necropolis 

Cathedral House Hotel also has close links to 
the Necropolis, a grand Victorian cemetery 
located across from the hotel. 

Some of the rooms overlook the eerie 
graveyard, and it has its fair share of ghost 
stories too. 

Brave souls can even book in for a tour of the Necropolis, followed by an overnight vigil in the hotel. 

One of the most famous ghosts of the 
Necropolis is the ‘white woman’. 

A statue of a woman sits on top of the grave of 
three people who were killed in a tramcar 
accident in 1933. 

It is said that the statue turns her head and 
watches visitors as they walk past the grave. 

Recording paranormal activity 

Many people have reported sightings and 
experiences at Cathedral House Hotel, and 
some have even attempted to prove the 

In 2005, the GhostFinders Scotland group conducted a thorough investigation using high-tech 
equipment. 



The hotel overlooks the Necropolis cemetery, and some think the 
hauntings may be connected (Photo: Jeff J Mitchell / Getty Images) 


existence of the building’s ghosts. 



Cathedral House Hotel is thought to be one of Glasgow’s most 
haunted locations (Photo: Cathedral House Hotel / Facebook) 


Unusual EMF (electromagnetic field) and trifield readings were recorded, along with light orbs and 
various other visual anomalies appearing on both video footage and still photographs. 

The group also claimed to record unexplained voices, and witnessed a chair moving of its own 
accord. 


Another group, Glasgow Paranormal Investigations, are holding a special ghost hunt this autumn to 
celebrate Halloween. 


On 4 November, those brave enough to stay the night will enjoy a three course meal before settling 
in for a vigil inside the hotel, which will run until 3am. 

Whether or not this investigation will finally prove the existence of the Cathedral House Hotel’s 
legendary ghosts remains to be seen. 
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How Cathedral House became Glasgow's most haunted hotel 



Several ghost hunting groups have recorded unusual activity within 
the hotel (Photo: Cathedral House Hotel / Facebook) 
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I normally live my life in an assortment of 
subfusc garments that no doubt raise questions 
as to whether I am a member of some religious 
order, in mourning for the victims of the Black Death (1347-1351), or simply from the Old Country. 


Our daughter was recently married. When I asked what I should wear, she replied, “Not black.” 


Talk about Bridezilla_ 


While I pondered which color would complement the bride, who was lovely in pink and white, or the groom, so 
handsome in his blue family tartan, the experience raised questions about the influence and symbolic value of 
color. It also inspired my over-researched and over-arching theme for the month of Halloween: a rainbow of 
ghosts. 

The cliche spook is, or course, clad in a white sheet or appears as a vaguely-human-shaped white mist. 

Yet in reality (or as much reality as these things have) ghosts, monsters, and paranormal entities come in a 
surprisingly variegated palette. Paranormal researchers have tried to account for this variety in terms of auras, 
psychology, synaesthesia, and Jungian symbolism. And while I’ve written about a “color doctor,” and the tints of 
torture I’m really more interested in full-spectrum specters. White is so passe and is often unkind to the dead 
complexion. Give me the vibrant red, pink, and blue ladies, men in black, luminous orange spook lights, or the 
Gentry in green. 

So grab your crayolas and get ready to color outside the lines of some multi-hued haunts. We open with a strange 
story of cats of many colors embedded in a longer narrative about cow-witching on the Island of Islay. 

The first part of the story told to me was ordinary enough in its way; it was the second part of it that 
struck me as awful in its realism and the simple faith with which it was told. 

The woman I speak of who bewitched milk inherited the power from her mother. The mother seems to 
have had it in a stronger form, and was a woman of strong character, full of the primitive passions of 
hate and revenge, and with full belief in her own gifts. This woman, the mother, had been wronged by 
the man who should have married her, and who married another girl. As the bridal party were 
returning from the marriage feast to the bridegroom’s house, they had to cross Loch Indall, and on the 
way they were met by the wronged woman. She knelt on the road in front of them, and the pipers 
stopped playing. She tore off her white mutch [cap], and placed it on the ground, before her, loosened 
her dark hair and let it fall over her shoulders, and raising her hands to her head, she cried down 
curses. And her last words as she raised her voice in wailing and denunciation were: “It’s a het 
supper ye’ve had the night, but it’s a cauld breakfast ye’ll have the mom.” 

The boat in which the bridal party crossed Loch Indall was upset in a squall, and all were drowned. 

This woman passed over a few years ago, and I listened to the tale of her passing, told me in an Islay 
cottage when the darkness of night lay over the hills of Jura, and the wild rush of the tides in the 
Sound tore past the window. 

“They’ve an awfu’ sight o’ freets about here, and I’m no believing in their freets. But she was lying in 
there in this vera house, and they were waiting for her to dee, and they thocht she was deid, and they 
began dressing her, and a man went awa’ to the inn to get a bottle of whisky, and they asked him 
there if she was deid, and he said she was. But she wasna deid at all, and they got an awfu’ fricht, for 
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she started up and spoke terrible to them. She had been in a kind o’ a trance, and she deid soon 
after. There was a man coming up the hill. Ye ken him, him wi’ the grey cap that lives doon there, and 
he heard the maist awfu’ screaming and yelling, no like anything human, and there were over thirty 
cats there, of colours that ye never saw before, all colours, red and black, and blue and yellow, and 
they were all fighting and clashing and yelling, and he got the maist awfu’ fricht he ever had, and the 
whole lot o’ them went fighting and screaming over the hill and out o’ sight. And he is a sober man. 

He hadna had a drop, and he hasna touched whisky for fourteen years. There was a woman coming 
down the hill on the other side, and she saw and heard them too, and it was the maist awfu’ thing she 
ever saw. They wema ordinary cats at all. The noise was fearfu’.” 

“Could they have been the cats about the place ? ” I asked, though I did not believe that they were. 

“These were no’ the cats aboot the place at all. The like o’ them had never been seen before. They 
were far bigger and wilder. They were just the evil spirits out o’ her. Ye see, she was a witch.” 

The quiet grave tones in which the man spoke carried conviction, and yet he said he did not believe in 
what he called “freets.” His belief in them was deeper than he himself knew. That was seen at once if 
one threw the slightest doubt on any story. It was useless to say that the wedding party might have 
been drowned in any case, for squalls often rise on Loch Indall You are silenced at once. Did not the 
ill wish come true? 

The Occult Review December 1912: pp. 359-60 

I’m reminded of Wanda Gag’s Millions of Cats as well as the folktale: King of the Cats. There are also some grim 
19th-century stories of cats fighting and attacking corpses at wakes. (See The Victorian Book of the Dead.) While 
“freets” suggests a supernatural being, it is defined as a superstitious belief or an omen. I suspect omen is the 
correct usage here, except that the cats are described as the witch’s “evil spirits.” Were they demons left without a 
host after her death or her familiars? And I wonder if the “colours that ye never saw before” were just those never 
before seen on cats or if there is a hint of tints beyond the ken of mortals? 

Other multicolored ghosts? chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com, who settled on cornflower blue, in case you were 
wondering. 

Posted by 
Chris Woodyard 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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In 1936, Nip*, the veteran fire dog of Brooklyn’s Engine 
Company No. 203, won four medals of honor for heroism 
from the following agencies: 

• New York Women’s League for Animals 

• Dog’s World International 

• American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals 

• New York Anti-Vivisection Society 

During his years of service with the engine company, Nip 
had demonstrated many acts of bravery and heroism. He 
rode with the company to every fire, and was always the 
first to leap off the fire engine and run into the burning 
buildings to scout for victims. Whenever he found a human 
in need of help, the brave fire dog would bark until the 

firemen responded. 

I’m sure the fireman rewarded him with extra food or treats every time he saved someone, but Nip was never 
rewarded with medals for saving a human mother or child. He was awarded the medals for saving a cat. (And he 
didn’t even like cats.) 

On November 10, 1936, a fire broke out in the basement of a four-story brick apartment building at 308 Hicks 
Street in Brooklyn Heights. It quickly spread to the upper floors through a dumb-waiter shaft. 

Ten people were in the building when Adela Gomez, 17, ran into the 
hallway on the second floor and screamed after smelling smoke. John 
Bermudez, 16, was with his mother, his 18-year-old sister Anna, his 12- 
year-old brother Joseph, and his sister-in-law and her baby in their top-floor 
apartment when they heard the commotion. 

As the family started to descend the stairs, John noticed a cat running in 
the opposite direction toward the top floor. (Some reports say the cat was 
named Carlotta and belonged to John; other reports say the cat was 
named Fluffy and belonged to Mrs. Andrea Gomez on the second 
floor). John was determined to run after the cat and save it. 

John’s mother protested, but the “invincible” teenager darted upstairs as his 
family made their way safely to the street. 



When the firemen of Engine Company No. 203 arrived on the scene, they 
found John unconscious on the stairway between the third and fourth floors. They took him to the street, where a 
rescue squad tried to revive him for nearly an hour without success (I’m not sure why they didn’t transport him to a 
hospital). 


Soon after the firemen brought John out of the building, Nip emerged from the building a little bit singed with the 
cat in his jaws. The cat had lost a few of its nine lives, but somehow it was revived. 

The rescue at 308 Hicks Street wasn’t the first time the company’s fire dog had saved a cat. Only a few months 
before, he had put his disdain for felines aside to do his duty and rescue a litter of five kittens from a burning store 
at Hicks and Union Streets. 

Nip’s Life as a Fire Dog 
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Taken in as a stray one winter night in 1929, Nip served 10 years 
with Engine Company No. 203. During that time, he received 
numerous injuries from broken glass and falling debris, burns 
from scalding water, and bruises from falling off the fire engine. 

He also had some wonderful times, especially during the summer 
months when he got to live with one of the firemen in his home 
on Long Island. 

Nip could recognize all the bells and signals, and he knew 
exactly which signal meant his company was responding to a call 
(he never made a mistake). On the fire scenes, Nip would 
superintend the firefighters and alert them if he knew something was wrong. If the hoses ever splashed his way, 

Nip would nestle under a fireman’s coat. 

Nip Answers His Last Call 

Although Nip was a 16-year-old senior citizen in 1939, he probably had a few more good years left as an active fire 
dog when his life was abruptly ended on November 9, 1939. While playing out in front of the firehouse, Nip was 
struck by a hit-and-run driver. 

People in the street called out for help, and a group of children followed the fire dog into the firehouse and told Lt. 
Matthew F. Rogers that it had been hit by a car that kept going. Instead of waiting for help to come, Nip dragged 
himself back inside and tried to jump up on the fire engine seat. Missing the seat, he landed on the running board, 
where he curled up and died. 

In commemoration of Nip’s many acts of bravery and heroism, the members of Engine Company No. 203 hired a 
taxidermist to mount their treasured fire dog mascot. They kept him in a place of honor at the firehouse until the 
company disbanded in 1974. 


BOY, 16 , DIES IN FIRE 
TRY ING TO SAV E CAT 

Pet Rescued by Firemen’s Dog 
After Young Victim Is Found 
on Stairway of Home. 


A Brief History of the Brooklyn Fire Department and 
Engine Company No. 203 

The earliest recorded history of the Brooklyn Fire Department 
goes back to 1772, when, on April 7 of that year, a meeting was 
held to choose six firemen in accordance with an act passed in 
1768 “for the more effectual extinguishment of fires near the ferry 
in the township of Breuckelen, in Kings County.” 

The men chosen were Joseph Sharpe, John Crawley, Matthew 
Cleaves, Joseph Pryor, John Middagh, and William Boerum. 

In 1785, there was a meeting of villagers at the house and inn of 
the widow Margaret Moser on Fulton Street. There, a volunteer 
fire department was formed, consisting of seven freeholders, who voted to purchase a fire engine manufactured in 
New York City by Jacob Roome. It would be one of the first fire engines, if not the very first, made in the United 
States (up to this time, they were all imported from England). 

The first fire company established at this time was Washington Company No. 1, which was housed on Front 
Street, near Fulton Street. 

In 1797, a second engine was purchased, which was designated as Neptune No. 2. This company was formally 
organized under Chief John Doughty in 1817, when the department was enlarged following the act incorporating 
the Village of Brooklyn in 1816. Neptune No. 2, aka the Little Roosters, made its home in a former stable on Hicks 
Street, near Atlantic Avenue. 

In 1855, the Brooklyn Common Council disbanded Neptune No. 2 for various discipline reasons. Nine years later, 
Neptune No. 2 reorganized at a new house on Hicks Street near Degraw street. That house proved to be too 
small, so the City of Brooklyn set out to find the men a new home. 
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On April 
29, 
1864, 
the city 



purchased a three-story brownstone at 533 Hicks 
Street from William Buchanan and his wife, Mary, 
and David Lyall and his wife, Isabella, for $2000. 
The men embellished their new home with a 
figure of a rooster and the words “Neptune No. 2” 
carved in stone over the door. 

When the Department of Fire of the City of 
Brooklyn was organized in 1869, plans were put 
in place for a full paid department of 13 engines 
and 6 ladder companies to replace the Eastern & 
Western District volunteers. On September 15, 
1869, the newly organized Engine Company No. 

3 moved into the firehouse previously occupied by 
the volunteers of Neptune No. 2 on Hicks Street. 


The company covered one of the largest and most important districts in the city, and was bounded by Joralemon 
Street to the north, Third Avenue and 21st Street to the east, the Gowanus Bay to the south, and the East River to 
the west. 


In the 1890s, the firehouse of Engine 
Company No. 3 was regarded as 
“commodious” and one of the finest 
houses occupied by the fire 
department. The apparatus and 
horses were on the ground floor, 
sleeping apartments for the 
men were on the second floor, and 
the third floor was fitted as a 
gymnasium. 

Engine Company No. 3 had three of 
the largest horses in the department: 
Paddy was a handsome, iron gray 
horse used on the hose cart; Sam 
was a glossy black horse who pulled the engine; and Pete, a gray horse, was paired with Sam on the engine. 
Chief Thomas J. Nevins’ horse, Jim, described as a beautiful chestnut sorrel, also occupied a stall at this 
firehouse. 

Engine Company No. 3 also had several pedigree fire dogs, “whose superior intelligence” earned them an 
honorable mention in the book, Our Firemen: The Official History of the Brooklyn Department (1892). Bob, a 
thorough-bred Gordon setter, was owned by Chief Nevins, and Frank and Nell, both English coach dogs, were the 
pets of two other firemen. Nell was noted for being a great jumper and hand-ball player. She could easily bring 
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1936: The Cat-Saving Fire Dog Hero of Brooklyn’s Engine No. 203 The Hatching Cat 



On January 1, 1913, the 
company was renamed 

once again. The men of Engine Company No. 203 moved into their new home on October 7, 1913. Shortly 
thereafter, they took possession of Brooklyn’s very first motorized vehicle, a high-powered hose wagon that could 
go 40 mph (orders were issued prohibiting the vehicle to go more than 25 mph). 


down a piece of sugar from the top of an eight-foot fence 
and catch a ball in her mouth as well as a child could catch 
one in his hands. 


In 1898, Engine Company 
No. 3 became Engine 
Company No. 103 under 
the Fire Department of 
New York (FDNY). The 
company temporarily 
relocated to 274 Flicks 
Street in 1912 while their 
headquarters at 533 Flicks 
Street were renovated 
to accommodate the new 
motorized vehicles. 


In December 1974, Engine Company No. 203 was one of eight fire companies of the FDNY disbanded as a cost¬ 
cutting measure. On December 16, the 23 firemen and four officers assigned to 203 were reassigned and 
scattered among a number of different companies. 


As Capt. Angelo Insardi told a reporter from The New York Times, “We were old Brooklyn Engine Three, then One- 
Oh-Three, then Two-Oh-Three and now we’ll be Oh-Oh-Oh.” 


Brooklyn's First Automobile Fire Trucl 



*Nip is not his real name. Most news articles refer to the 
dog as “Nigger” or “Nig”, one article called him “Nipper”, 
and he’s called “Chief at the fire museum. 


©2010 The Hatching Cat. All Rights Reserved. Greyzed Theme created by The Forge Web Creations . Powered by Word Press . 
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Charles Walton (murder victim) 

Charles Walton (12 May 1870 - 14 February 1945), a native of Lower Quinton in Warwickshire, 
England, was found murdered on the night of 14 February 1945 at a farm known as The Firs, 
situated on the slopes of Meon Hill. Chief Inspector Robert Fabian was asked to lead the 
investigation into Walton's death but failed to gather sufficient evidence to charge anyone with his 
murder. The case has earned considerable notoriety because some believe Walton was killed as a 
blood sacrifice or as part of a witchcraft ceremony or, indeed, because he was suspected of being a 
witch himself. However, it is known that the chief suspect was the manager of The Firs, a man 
named Alfred John Potter, for whom Walton was working on the day he died. It is the oldest 
unsolved murder on the Warwickshire Constabulary records.[1] 

Contents 

• Background 

• The early investigation 

• Autopsy 

• Alfred Potter's evidence 

• Other enquiries 

• Myths 

• Case against Potter 

• Charles Walton's relationship with Ann Tennant 

• The witchcraft diversion 

• References 

BackgroundEdit 

Charles Walton was a 74-year-old agricultural worker who had lived in and around Lower Quinton all 
his life. He was a widower who shared a small cottage, known as 15 Lower Quinton, with his thirty- 
three-year-old niece, Edith Isabel Walton, whom he had adopted thirty years previously upon the 
death of her mother.[2] He was something of a loner who, as a young man, had earned a reputation 
as a trainer of horses. It is said that he did not socialise to any great extent with his neighbours but 
that he was far from being disliked. 

On 14 February 1945 he left home with a pitchfork and a slash hook - a double-edged pruning 
implement with a sharpened straight edge on one side and concave cutting edge on the other. He 
was seen by two witnesses to have passed through the churchyard between 9 am and 9.30 am.[2] 
Charles walked with a stick because of his rheumatic joints. However, he sought casual farm work 
wherever he could find it and, for the previous nine months, had been working for a local farmer, 
Alfred Potter, whose farm was known as The Firs. On this particular day, he was slashing hedges in 
a field known as Hillground on the slopes of Meon Hill.[3] 
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Edith Walton, meanwhile, was working as a Printer's Assembler at the Royal Society of Arts which 
had relocated to Lower Quinton for the duration of the War.[2] Charles was expected to be home by 
4 pm. Edith returned home at about 6 pm and was worried to find that Charles was not there. His 
solitary nature and regular habits gave her no solace that he might be in the local pub or visiting a 
friend. [3] 

Edith went to see her neighbour, an agricultural worker by the name of Harry Beasley who lived at 
16 Lower Quinton. Together they made their way to The Firs to alert Alfred Potter. Potter claimed to 
have last seen Charles earlier in the day, slashing hedges in Hillground. The three of them set out in 
the direction of the spot where Charles had last been seen and eventually found his body near a 
hedgerow. 

The scene was a shocking one because the murderer had beaten Walton over the head with his 
own stick, had cut his neck open with the slash hook, and driven the prongs of the pitchfork either 
side of his neck, pinning him to the ground. The handle of the pitchfork had then been wedged 
under a cross member of the hedge and the slash hook had been buried in his neck. 

Edith was overcome with grief and began to scream loudly: Beasley tried to pacify her and to make 
sure that she did not venture too close to the scene. At that moment a man named Harry Peachey 
happened to be passing on the other side of the hedge. Potter called to him and directed his 
attention to the body. He told Peachey to go and alert the police.[2] 

It was quickly decided that Potter should stand guard over the murder site until the police arrived, 
while Beasley took Edith back down the hill. The first policeman on the scene was PC Michael 
James Lomasney who arrived at 7.05 pm. Members of Stratford-upon-Avon CID arrived later in the 
evening, while Professor James M. Webster, of the West Midlands Forensic Laboratory, arrived at 
11.30 pm. The body was removed at 1.30 am.[2] 

The early investigationEdit 

At 11 pm on 14 February, Detective Inspector Tombs took a statement from Alfred Potter. Potter said 
he had been at the farm for about five years and had known Walton for all that time. He had 
employed Walton casually for the last nine months: Walton worked when he could, that is, when the 
weather was good. Walton had been engaged on hedging for the last few months and Hillground 
was the last field needing attention.[2] 

Potter said he had been in the College Arms with Joseph Stanley, a farmer of White Cross Farm, 
until noon that day: he had noticed the time as he left the pub. He had gone straight across to a 
small field adjoining Hillground and saw Walton working about 500-600 yards away. He said he 
noticed that Walton had about 6-10 yards of hedge to cut and that, when he found his body later 
that day, about four additional yards of hedge had been slashed, which would be about half-an- 
hour's work.[2] 

Potter said he knew it was Walton's habit to stop for lunch at around 11 am and that he would then 
would work continuously until about 4 pm. He described Walton as an "inoffensive type of man but 
one who would speak his mind if necessary".[2] 

The decision to bring in assistance from Scotland Yard was made at an early stage. The Deputy 
Chief Constable of Warwickshire sent a message on 15 February which stated that: 
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The Chief Constable has asked me to get the assistance of Scotland Yard to assist in a 
brutal case of murder that took place yesterday. The deceased is a man named 
CHARLES WALTON, age 75, and he was killed with an instrument known as a slash 
hook. The murder was either committed by a madman or one of the Italian prisoners who 
are in a camp nearby. The assistance of an Italian interpreter would be necessary, I 
think. Dr Webster states deceased was killed between 1 and 2 pm yesterday. A metal 
watch is missing from the body. It is being circulated.[2] 

The details of the watch that were passed to pawnbrokers and jewellers described it as: 

Gents plain white metal pocket watch, snap case at back, white enamel face, with "Edgar 
Jones, Stratford on Avon" thereon. Second hand. English numerals. Valued at 25/- about 
ten years ago.[2] 

On 16 February, assistance arrived in the shape of Chief Inspector Robert Fabian, the foremost 
police detective of the era, and his partner, Detective Sergeant Albert Webb. Later that day, 

Detective Sergeant Saunders of Special Branch, who was a fluent Italian speaker, also arrived. 

It has been consistently claimed that, at an early stage of the investigation, Fabian was acquainted 
with two pieces of local history. The first related to the murder of eighty-year-old Ann Tennant, a 
resident of Long Compton, some fifteen miles from Lower Quinton. Seventy years previously, in 
1875, Ann had been killed with a pitchfork by one James Heywood, on the grounds that she was a 
witch. In many accounts it has been said that Ann was pinned to the ground with a pitchfork and 
slashed with a bill-hook.[4] 

In the second instance, Detective Superintendent Alex Spooner, Head of Warwickshire C.I.D., is 
said to have drawn Fabian’s attention to a 1929 book entitled Folklore, Old Customs and 
Superstitions in Shakespeare Land, written by the Rev. James Harvey Bloom, Rector of Whitchurch, 
and father of author Ursula Bloom. This included the story of how, in 1885, a young plough boy 
named Charles Walton had met a phantom black dog on his way home from work on several nights 
in succession. On the last occasion the dog had been accompanied by a headless woman. That 
night Walton had heard that his sister had died.[5] 

It seems that Alfred Potter quickly came under suspicion. PC Lomasney, the local policeman who 
knew Alfred and his wife, Lillian Elizabeth Potter, was asked to stay close to them to see what they 
might unwittingly reveal.[2] 

Meanwhile, Detective Sergeant Saunders began what were to be scores of interviews with the 
Italian World War II prisoners of war held at Long Marston. The picture that emerges is of a prison 
camp regime that was entirely laissez faire. Prisoners seemed able to roam the area at will, on foot 
or on bicycle, and although, officially, there were days on which they were supposed to work in camp 
and days on which they were free, in practice, no record was kept of who was and was not in camp. 
On the afternoon concerned (Professor Webster had determined that Walton died between 1 and 
2 pm) some prisoners had gone into Stratford to see a play, while others had visited the cinema. 
However, it does not appear that any of the Italians was ever seriously considered to have killed 
Walton. [2] 

AutopsyEdit 
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Professor Webster's autopsy on Walton found grave injuries to Walton's neck - the fact that his 
trachea had been cut was plainly evident - and to his chest, including bruising and several broken 
ribs. However, Webster's report makes no specific mention of the cross supposedly carved on 
Walton's chest which has figured in so many later accounts.[4] However, his shirt had been opened, 
his trousers had been unfastened at the top and his fly was unbuttoned. He also bore some 
defensive wounds: a cut on his left hand and bruises on the back of his right hand and forearm. 
Webster concluded that Walton's wounds had been caused by a stabbing weapon and a cutting 
weapon, presumably the pitchfork and the slash hook. He had also been hit over the head with his 
own walking stick which was found three-and-a-half yards from his body with blood and hair 
adhering to it.[2] 

Alfred Potter's evidenceEdit 

On 17 February, Potter was interviewed for a second time, on this occasion by Detective Sergeant 
Webb. Potter stated that he was forty years old, managed The Firs for L. L. Potter & Co., of which 
his father was proprietor, and that Walton had usually worked on about four days each week, but 
never in wet weather. Potter said he paid him eighteen pence per hour and usually at the end of 
each fortnight, although sometimes by the week. He said that he left it to Walton to say how many 
hours he had completed and implied that Walton was sometimes paid for hours he had not actually 
worked. He had last paid Walton for the fortnight ending 10 February when he had given him 
£2.15s.0.[2] 

Potter said that, on 14 February, he had left the College Arms and gone across to a field known as 
Cacks Leys to see to some sheep and to feed some calves. When he reached the field it was 
12.20 pm and he then saw Walton, working in his shirtsleeves. He was sure of this because it was 
the first time he had seen him so dressed and had said to himself, 'He's getting on with it today'. 
Potter added that he would have gone over to see Walton were it not for the fact that he had a heifer 
in a ditch nearby that he needed to attend to. He went straight home and arrived there at about 
12.40 pm. He then went to attend to the heifer.[2] 

On 20 February, PC Lomasney was at The Firs and mentioned the fact that the police were still 
hoping to take fingerprints from the murder weapons. At this, Alfred Potter said that he had touched 
the handle of the slash hook, and possibly the pitchfork, when he first came across the body, 
although he claimed he had already mentioned this to the police. He said he had handled the 
weapons in response to a comment from Harry Beasley that "You'd better have a look to make sure 
he is gone". Mrs. Potter had displayed considerable annoyance at this revelation, stating that the 
police were bound to suspect him if his prints were on the murder weapon. Potter, meanwhile, told 
Lomasney that the murder was "the work of a fascist from the camp". A short time later, a 
serviceman came to the door and asked for Potter who was in the yard. Lomasney recorded that, 
when Potter came in he said, "That soldier has just told me that the Military Police at the Camp have 
caught an Italian coming out with a suit of clothes and detained him and sent for the Civil Police who 
came dashing out. They have taken him away with them." At this, "Potter affected great glee and his 
wife became almost hysterical with delight".[2] 

Fabian recorded in his initial report on the crime that, on 23 February, Potter stated that he had 
come home on 14 February, following his visit to Cacks Ley, read the paper for five minutes, and 
had then gone to help one of his workers, Charles Henry "Happy" Batchelor, to pulp some mangolds 
for a few minutes. Subsequently, both men had gone to look at the church clock and seen that it was 
1 pm. This account was confirmed by Mrs. Potter who stated that Alfred Potter had arrived home 
soon after 12.30 pm and had read the paper for a few minutes. He had then asked how long dinner 
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would be and she had replied "Not long". On hearing this, Potter had gone to help Batchelor at 
about 12.40 pm and returned at 1.05 pm. Batchelor also confirmed that Potter had come to help him 
at around 12.40 pm.[2] 

On 27 February, Fabian asked that enquiries be made of Stubbs & Bradstreet about any debts 
recorded against Alfred Potter or L. L. Potter & Co., Farmers of Campden, Gloucestershire. (Alfred 
Potter's father, Levi Potter, was the licensee of the Lygon Arms in Chipping Campden.) 

Subsequently it was confirmed that there were no such debts. Fabian also asked for enquiries to be 
made at the Ministry of Agriculture and Fisheries about the result of a "test wages investigation 
made on 12 January 1945 at Firs Farm by Inspector R. G. Elliott" who was apparently reluctant to 
reveal the information to Fabian without authority from his Headquarters.[2] 

Again, in his initial crime report, Fabian recorded that, at the inquest on Charles Walton on 20 
March, Potter had told the Coroner that he had seen someone in shirtsleeves in his field at 
12.30 pm and that they were stationary. 

Other enquiriesEdit 

When Edith Walton was interviewed she told the police that she had lived with Charles Walton since 
she was three years old, although her father was still alive and lived at 30 Henley Street, Stratford. 
Walton had occupied his cottage since the Great War and his wife had died on 9 December 1927. 
Walton had given Edith £1 per week housekeeping, but also paid the 3s. per week rent on the 
cottage, as well as buying their coal and meat. In addition to his casual earnings, Walton received 
10s. a week old age pension. Edith stated that Charles had left his purse at home on 14 February.[2] 

Edith quoted Potter as saying, as they made their way to Hillground with Harry Beasley on the night 
of the murder, that, 'I have to do the milking on a Wednesday. I came to the field to cut some hay at 
12 o'clock and saw your uncle at his work'. Finally, she said she had never heard Charles Walton 
say he had lent anyone any money and she had not seen any lOUs. Subsequent enquiries of the 
Midland Bank revealed that Charles Walton had deposited £227.10s.0 in June 1930 but that by 
1939 this had dwindled to £11.11 s.9d. Walton had made numerous withdrawals during the 
intervening years, but never more than £10 or so at a time.[2] 

Fabian's investigations also revealed that Charles Walton's best friend was seventy-two-year-old 
George Higgins of Fairview, Lower Quinton, although the pair had not seen each other since the 
previous Christmas. Higgins was employed by a Mr. Valender of Upper Quinton and at the time of 
the murder had been working in a barn just 300 yards from Walton. Fabian speculated that Higgins 
might have made his way across the fields, unseen, and killed Walton. However, he doubted that 
the old man would have had the strength to mount such an attack, far less sufficient motive.[2] 

When Harry Beasley was interviewed he told the police that he was employed by Harry Ball of 
Henney's Farm in the village. He said that "Potter had a reputation as a decent man to work for". On 
the night of 14 February he recalled Potter saying of Walton, "I saw him at work at 12.15". Beasley 
also confirmed that Edith Walton had been going out with one Edgar Goode for some years, 
although Goode was later eliminated from the police enquiries. Beasley said he was confident that 
Potter realised Walton was dead from the moment he saw Walton's body.[2] 

The police took statements from two former employees of Potter's - William George Dyde and 
George Purnell. Both confirmed that, from time to time, Potter had experienced difficulties in paying 
their wages.[2] 
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Joseph Stanley confirmed that Potter had assisted him with the castration of two calves on the 
morning of 14 February and that they had subsequently visited the College Arms where Potter had 
drunk two glasses of Guinness between 11.45 am and noon.[2] 

Statements were also taken from 500 or so residents of Lower Quinton, some as young as eleven 
years old, as well as other individuals who were in and around the area on 14 February. A detailed 
search of the entire area surrounding the murder scene was undertaken, with the help of the Royal 
Engineers using mine detectors, in an attempt to find Walton’s pocket watch or some other clue, but 
to no avail.[3] 

Eventually Fabian and Webb returned to London while, it is said, Detective Superintendent Alex 
Spooner continued to search for the murderer. Indeed, the murder so fascinated him that it is 
claimed he continued to return to the village long after the rest of the world had concluded that the 
perpetrator would never be found. It is also said that, in 1960, Charles Walton’s pocket watch turned 
up in the outhouse of his cottage, despite an extensive search by the police at the time of the 
murder.[6] However, to this day the murder is still unsolved. 

MythsEdit 

1. Ann Tennant was murdered in exactly the same way as Charles Walton[3] 

On 15 September 1875, at about 8 o'clock in the evening, Ann Tennant left her house in Long 
Compton to buy a loaf of bread. On her way back, she met some farm workers returning home from 
harvesting in the fields. One of the group was a local man, James Heywood, who had known Ann's 
family for many years. Heywood was simple-minded and was seen as something akin to a village 
idiot. It is known that he had also been drinking cider. Without warning he attacked Ann Tennant with 
a pitchfork, stabbing her in the legs and head. 

A local farmer named Taylor heard the commotion and ran to Ann's aid. He restrained Heywood 
until a constable arrived. Ann was taken to her daughter's house but died of her injuries at around 
11.15 that night. Heywood claimed that Ann was a witch and that there were other witches in the 
village whom he intended to deal with in the same way. Although committed to trial for murder, he 
was found not guilty on the grounds of insanity and spent the rest of his life in Broadmoor Criminal 
Lunatic Asylum. He is recorded as dying there, at the age of 59, in the first half of 1890.[7] 

Any suggestion that Ann was pinned to the ground with a pitchfork or slashed with a bill-hook is pure 
invention. She was killed in the view of several witnesses and practically the only similarities with 
Walton's murder are the facts that a pitchfork was used in both instances and that Heywood 
believed Ann to be a witch and some of Walton's neighbours apparently had the same view of him. 

2. Walton was the boy mentioned in the Reverend James Harvey Bloom's book 

There is no evidence that the Charles Walton mentioned in Bloom’s book was one and the same as 
the murdered Charles Walton. The latter had three older sisters and two younger brothers. If the 
Charles Walton in the story was subsequently the murder victim, he would need to have had a sister 
who died during 1885. However, his sisters Mary Ann and Martha Walton both married in 1891 and 
lived for some years thereafter, while Harriett - in reality Charles’s half-sister - was still alive in 
1901. Consequently, the story must have related to another Charles Walton unless Emma, his 
mother, gave birth to a fourth daughter between the April 1881 Census and the end of 1885. 
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The 1841 Census, taken on 7 June 1841, conveniently records Charles’s mother as being just 9 
months old, implying that she was born around August or September 1840. In April 1881 she would 
have been almost 41 years old, without having given birth - at least to a living child - for some five 
or six years. It is highly unlikely that she did so during the next five years, especially since a detailed 
study of the birth, marriage and death records held by the Office for National Statistics has failed to 
produce any likely Walton births or deaths being registered in the Shipston or Stratford-upon-Avon 
areas during that period. 

3. Walton was murdered close to a Druid stone circle in a Druidical ceremony 

Many supporters of this myth quote Robert Fabian himself who said in Fabian of the Yard that: 

One of my most memorable murder cases was at the village of Lower Quinton, near the 
stone Druid circle of the Whispering Knights. There a man had been killed by a 
reproduction of a Druidical ceremony on St. Valentine's Eve.[8] 

As Gerald B. Gardner said in his book, The Meaning of Witchcraft : 

... the Whispering Knights are not a circle; they are not Druidical, and they are about 
twelve miles away, as the crow flies, from Lower Quinton. Nor was Charles Walton killed 
on St. Valentine's Eve; and as no one knows for certain just what the Druid's ceremonies 
were, it is impossible to say that his death was a reproduction of one. Apart from these 
details, the description is accurate.[9] 

4. Fabian met a wall of silence over the crime 

As evidenced above, the police took numerous statements from individuals and while Fabian was 
happy in later years to suggest that he had met 'a wall of silence', the most he would say in 1945 
was that "The natives of Upper and Lower Quinton and the surrounding district are of a secretive 
disposition and they do not take easily to strangers".[2] However, the truth may be that no one had 
seen anything and therefore had nothing to tell. After all, given that Fabian spent several weeks on 
the case and yet could not solve it, it clearly helps his case to suggest that he was faced with a wall 
of silence - a whole community bent on frustrating him because of its allegiance to pagan ways or 
fear of retribution if they told him the truth. 

Case against PotterEdit 

There are a number of reasons why Robert Fabian concluded that Alfred Potter was the likely killer 
of Charles Walton. 

• Potter's behaviour on the night of the murder did not seem to be that of an innocent man. 
When Constable Lomasney arrived at 7.05 pm he noted that "Potter seemed very upset. He 
was shivering and complained of being cold. Looking back I think that Potter appeared more 
worried than one would have expected him to be." After all, Lomasney reasoned, Potter was 
used to slaughtering animals and might have been less moved by the murder scene than other 
men. Lomasney was also surprised when Potter said he was going home before the Stratford 
police turned up. He said, "His complaint of feeling cold I considered a strange excuse from 
one who was used to attending to animals at all hours and in all kinds of weather, especially as 
the murdered man was his own employee and had been murdered on his own land."[2] In fact, 
the Stratford police turned up just as Potter was leaving. 
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• On 17 February, Potter said he would have gone over to see Walton at Hillground on 14 
February were it not for the fact that he had a heifer in a ditch nearby that he needed to attend 
to. He claimed he had gone straight home, arriving there at about 12.40 pm, and then went to 
attend to the heifer. However, the heifer was found to have drowned in Doomsday Ditch on 13 
February and was not removed from The Firs until 3.30 pm on 14 February - almost three 
hours after Potter claimed to have gone to attend to it.[2] 

• Potter's statement about the heifer was contradicted by his statement on 23 February that 
he had gone home, read the paper and then helped Charles Batchelor to pulp mangolds. 
Fabian's comment was that "Potter is undoubtedly lying about his actions at this critical time 
but the reason for these lies can, for the present, only be a matter for conjecture".[2] 

• Fabian's cynicism about Potter's activities between noon and 12.40 pm was increased by 
the fact that he variously stated he had seen Walton working in the distance at 12.10 pm, 

12.15 pm and 12.20 pm, ultimately telling the inquest that he had seen 'someone' stationary at 
12.30 pm. Fabian commented that "Thus we have Potter's story gradually changing from 
seeing Charles Walton working at hedgecutting at 12.10 pm to seeing a man standing 
stationary in the field at 12.30 pm".[2] 

• Potter's statements about seeing Walton at work invariably said that he was in his 
shirtsleeves. However, when his body was found, he was wearing a jacket. Underneath this 
jacket he was wearing a shirt, but the sleeves were cut off above the elbow. Thus Potter could 
not have seen Walton in his shirtsleeves. In Fabian's view, even if Potter had merely seen 
Walton with his jacket off, "it seems improbable he would have worked in shirt sleeves at 12.20 
and then put his jacket on, unless he had decided to go home".[2] 

• On 20 February, Potter said he had previously mentioned to the police that he had touched 
the murder weapons and that this had been at Harry Beasley's instigation. However, this was 
the first time he had made such a claim to the police, and Beasley strongly refuted any 
question that he had asked Potter to make sure Walton was dead: Beasley said it was patently 
obvious that he was dead and that Potter did not touch the weapons in his presence. Fabian's 
comment was that Potter produced this explanation only when Lomasney broached the 
question of fingerprints on 20 February; he considered that Potter had "gone to great pains to 
explain away any of his fingerprints which might be found upon the weapons ...".[2] In the 
event, no prints were found. 

• Potter's suggestion that he might occasionally pay Walton for hours he had not worked was 
disproved by an examination of the sums he had indented for wages from L. L. Potter & Co. 
and those he had paid to Walton. What Potter was in reality doing was claiming more than he 
needed to pay his employee, and pocketing the difference. Fabian's comment was that "Potter, 
by his own admission, is guilty of claiming more wages than were due and there is no doubt 
that he was making a good thing out of Walton's employment by him".[2] 

• After Fabian and Webb had returned to London, the police constable who had relieved 
Lomasney and stood guard over the murder scene reported that Potter had returned to 
Hillground soon after first light on 15 February. The policeman had warned Potter away from 
the actual site of the murder. Potter had exchanged a few pleasantries about the coldness of 
the weather, given the constable a Player's cigarette and then left. This revelation brought 
Fabian and Webb back for another interview with Potter and some searching questions about 
why he had not told them earlier about visiting the scene. However, this interview does not 
seem to have advanced the case any further, although it was noted that "Happy" Batchelor 
and another employee of Potter's had both resigned since the murder. Fabian believed both 
had possibly realised the nature of the man for whom they were working. He also wondered if 
Batchelor had compromised himself by stating that he had seen Potter at 12.40 pm.[2] 
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• The trousers that Potter had worn on 14 February were described as being made from 
Bedford cord. There were two marks on the front that Professor Webster believed were blood 
stains; however, he reported that they had been cleaned too thoroughly for a positive analysis. 
[2] 

The key question for the police was "What were Potter's movements between 12 noon, when he 
parted company from Joseph Stanley at the College Arms, and 12.40 pm when Charles Batchelor 
said he saw him at The Firs?" Despite Potter changing his story in various ways, Fabian concluded 
that there was "no real evidence to connect him with the murder itself, and no reasonable motive 
can be found for his committing it". He was also forced to concede that there was no evidence that 
Potter was violent or that he and Walton had ever quarrelled. He described Potter as morose and 
sullen at his interviews although, even when "closely interrogated", he "never lost his temper" and 
was civil. He wrote that Potter was "unkempt" and "on the surface dull witted" although "I am 
convinced he is far from that". Indeed, Fabian believed Potter to be a "man of considerable strength" 
and an "extremely cunning individual".[2] 

Although a number of writers have suggested that Charles Walton had lent Potter money and its 
repayment was overdue, there is no proof that this was the case.[5] Edith clearly did not believe it 
and the £300 that Walton was said to have inherited from his wife, Isabella, in 1927, was all but 
gone by the time he and Potter first crossed paths. 

An article that appeared in the Daily Mirror on 13 February 1954, the eve of the ninth anniversary of 
Charles Walton’s murder, revisited the killing of Ann Tennant and the alleged similarity between it 
and Charles Walton's murder. The report contained one sentence that read: "The police have found 
one other link between the killings, but I am pledged not to reveal it."[10] One possible explanation 
is that the police had discovered that Charles Walton and Ann Tennant were related. 

Their true relationship is admittedly remote: Charles Walton had a first cousin, twice removed, 
named John Haynes. In December 1867, John Haynes married Sarah Cook whose first cousin, 
once removed, was Elizabeth Clifton, the wife of Joseph Tennant, Ann Tennant's eldest son. 

Alternatively, the police may have believed there was a closer connection: Charles Walton’s great- 
grandparents were Thomas Walton and Ann Smith. Ann Smith was Ann Tennant’s maiden name 
and she was born in 1794. It is feasible that it was she who married Thomas Walton on 2 January 
1812 in Ebrington, Gloucestershire, when she would have been 17 or 18. She could then have given 
birth to William Walton, the victim’s grandfather, in 1814 and, assuming that her husband 
subsequently died, could have married John Tennant in April 1819 in Long Compton. If this tenuous 
possibility were to be proved true, Ann Tennant was Charles Walton’s great-grandmother. 

The witchcraft diversionEdit 

Amongst the theories and rumours that surrounded this case in subsequent years are the following: 

• Charles Walton was a witch whose powers, such as his ability to cast the evil eye, were 
feared by some villagers. Moreover, it was claimed, he kept natterjack toads as pets and used 
these to "blast" the fields of local farmers, driving them across their land and blighting their 
crops and livestock: the failure of the 1944 harvest and the death of Potter's heifer on 13 
February are just two examples. Because of this, it was decided that he had to die and he was 
the victim of a ritualistic murder, killed in such a way that his blood would soak into the ground 
and replenish the soil's fertility.[6] 
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• Charles Walton was killed on Candlemas Day, under the old calendar, which also 
happened to be the pagan festival of Imbolc. The belief was that the weather on that day held 
the key to weather patterns over the months to come. There was, therefore, a perceived link 
between Candlemas / Imbolc and the success of the forthcoming harvest and, since Charles 
Walton was blamed for the failure of the previous harvest, there would be some logic in his 
murder occurring on that day. 

• Even in 1945, the inhabitants of the Quintons believed that phantom black dogs roamed the 
area and were a harbinger of death.[4] It is claimed that, soon after Walton's murder, a black 
dog was found hanging from a tree close to the murder scene, while Fabian himself wrote that 
he encountered a black dog while walking at dusk on Meon Hill. The dog ran past him and 
shortly afterwards he met a local boy walking in the same direction. He asked the boy if he 
was looking for his dog, but when Fabian mentioned the animal's colour, the boy turned a 
deathly pale and fled in the opposite direction. 

One of the things that bedevils an objective view of this case is the fact that Robert Fabian was a 
considerable self-publicist. For instance, in 1946, the year after Charles Walton's murder, Fabian 
visited George Bernard Shaw on his ninetieth birthday and insisted on taking his fingerprints. When 
Fabian retired he began to write popular books based on his experiences, including Fabian of the 
Yard (1950), London After Dark (1954) and The Anatomy of Crime (1970), while the first British TV 
police procedural series, the BBC's Fabian of the Yard, which was broadcast between 1954 and 
1956, was also based on the detective's memoirs. 

The two reports that Fabian wrote on the case in 1945 and which are preserved on the police file 
make no mention of witchcraft, ritualistic killing, black dogs, natterjack toads or blood sacrifices. He 
may have been aware of some of the rumours and may even have had some personal experiences 
but, if so, cared too much about his reputation to include any references in official reports. However, 
twenty-five years later he felt able to write the following: 

I advise anybody who is tempted at any time to venture into Black Magic, witchcraft, 
Shamanism - call it what you will - to remember Charles Walton and to think of his 
death, which was clearly the ghastly climax of a pagan rite. There is no stronger 
argument for keeping as far away as possible from the villains with their swords, incense 
and mumbo-jumbo. It is prudence on which your future peace of mind and even your life 
could depend.[11] 
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The following is an article from the book Uncle John's Bathroom Reader Plunges Into History Again. 

If you've ever wondered what it's like growing up in Stalin's shadow or whatever happened to Napoleon's son , here are their (almost always) tragic 
stories. 

RICHARD THE FOURTH? (Richard Cromwell, son of Oliver Cromwell) 

Back in the 1640s, jolly old England was caught up in a messy civil war between King Charles I and the British parliament over who really ran the 
country. By 1649, the issue was settled: Parliament was the boss. And to prove it, they chopped off Charles's head. For the next 10 years, the country 
was a fun-free zone under the grim, puritanical military dictatorship of Oliver Cromwell. He was such a killjoy that he even banned Christmas. 

Wake Up, Dick, You're in Charge! 

Richard was born in 1626, and after being raised in his father's puritanical but loving household, he joined the army, where he managed to avoid seeing 
any active service—even while the English Civil War raged around him. In 1649, his run of good luck continued when he married Dorothy Major, daughter 
of a wealthy farmer, and settled down into the idle life of a country squire. 

Little was heard of Richard after that, apart from the fact that his stern father regularly upbraided him for his laziness and overspending. So it must have 
come as a shock when his dad named him as his successor. Turns out that Oliver, that staunch opponent of hereditary rule, didn't think that it applied to 
his own family. When Parliament complained about this, Cromwell -never a big fan of democracy- closed it down. Cromwell's ministers had little option 
but to go along with their revered leader's decision. 

Oliver breathed his last disapproving breath on September 3, 1658, and on the same day Richard Cromwell was proclaimed Lord Protector of the Realm. 
When Richard took over, the trouble really began. Richard was not cut out for life in the fast lane, and things went downhill fast. 
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Almost immediately, the army began making waves. To 
them, Richard was an upstart who traded on his father's 
name and had no right to rule. A power struggle 
between Parliament and the army saw Richard pulled 
this way and that like a rag doll. The London mob, 
amused by Cromwell's evident lack of brass, took to 
calling him "Queen Dick." Eventually, the army forced 
Cromwell to call a new, army-friendly Parliament in 
spring of 1659. One of the new Parliament's first acts 
was to call for the Lord Protector's dismissal. Passive to 
the very end, Queen Dick meekly gave in and resigned in 
May of that year. Figuring his future career prospects 
didn't look too good, Cromwell jumped on the next boat 
to France. 

Richard Who? 



Oliver Cromweii 


His father would have been appalled to see what 
happened next. Within a year the monarchy had been 

restored, with the flamboyant Charles II (who represented just about everything Oliver Cromwell despised) ascending the throne. As for Richard, he 
mooched around France and Switzerland for a few years before returning to England in 1680. His rich wife had died while he was in exile, so he was 
unable to resume his old life as a gentleman farmer: he had run up huge debts in his short time as Lord Protector and was never able to fully pay them 
off. Back in Britain, he assumed a new name—John Clarke—and paid 10 shillings a week to lodge quietly with an old family friend (this was as much to 
avoid his many creditors as it was to keep Royalist supporters off his tail). His long life came to an end in 1712. Today, while every English person knows 
who Oliver Cromwell is, hardly any of them have heard of Richard—or the fact that he was once their ruler! 


THE LITTLE CORPORAL'S LITTLE BOY (Napoleon Jr.) 
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Some sons try to emulate their fathers, but when Daddy is the greatest military mind of his age, things can get tricky. For a start, neighboring countries 
might object if you try to conquer them, like Daddy did. Especially if your pop was Napoleon. 

Napoleon Frangois-Charles-Joseph Bonaparte was born on March 20, 1811, to the emperor Napoleon and his second wife. Archduchess Marie Louise of 
Austria. At the time, his father was the virtual ruler of Europe. All of France sighed with relief when Napoleon Jr. was born. Here at last was the son and 
heir Napoleon had been hoping for (part of the reason he divorced his first wife, Josephine, was because she could not bear him a child). But things 
change. Within the space of four short years, Napoleon was defeated at Waterloo, stripped of power, and sent into exile on Saint Helena, a godforsaken 
lump of rock in the South Atlantic Ocean, about midway between South America and Africa. 

Bird in a Gilded Cage 


When Napoleon fell from power, he named Napoleon Jr. as his successor. The countries that had 
beaten Napoleon said no way, and restored the monarchy that had been kicked out during the French 
Revolution of 1789. Junior's mother decided he was best off out of it, so she moved back to Vienna to 
live with her folks (who just happened to be the emperor and empress of Austria). Junior, known as 
I'Aiglon (the Eaglet), was raised in the Austrian imperial palace, speaking German rather than French 
as his first language. 

As he grew into a teenager, Junior became a popular figure at the Austrian court. He was charming, 
good-looking, and always well dressed—his ringlets were a particular hit with the ladies. His 
grandparents doted on him and gave him his own palace and a large staff. The trouble was there was 
no role for him. Apparently, he had a lively mind and was interested in military history, but there was 
no way, given who he was, that he would be allowed to join the army. 

Family Ties 
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During his time in Vienna, Junior was supervised closely by Metternich, the politician who ran Austria on behalf of the emperor. Metternich knew that 
Junior was a powerful symbol to French nationalists: they called him Napoleon II, even though he was never crowned. When he was a child, one of 
Junior's French nannies tried to kidnap him and return him to France as the rightful heir to the crown and savior of the nation. As a result, Junior lived as 
a virtual prisoner. His short life came to an end in 1832, when he died of tuberculosis, aged just 21. Rumors began right away that he had been done 
away with, but no proof has been found -yet. 

A final twist on the Bonaparte family saga came in 1940, when Adolf Hitler arranged for Junior's remains to be sent back to France from Vienna. Napoleon 
Frangois-Charles-Joseph Bonaparte now rests under the dome of the Les Invalides mausoleum, next to the father he never really knew. 



PAPA DON'T PREACH (Mussolini's Five Bambini) 


Bruno , Vittorio , and Edda. 


Mussolini with his wife Rachele and children 


Italians are known for their love of family. But in the Mussolini family, love was a rare commodity. Benito Mussolini had five children with his wife Donna 
Rachele: Edda (1910-1995), Vittorio (1916-1997), Bruno (1919-1941), Romano (born 1927), and Anna Maria (born 1929). Anna Maria, the youngest, 
has led a blameless life and has managed to keep out of the public eye. The rest have not been so shy and retiring. Vittorio was a high-ranking movie 
executive in Fascist Italy, and he helped launch the career of director Roberto Rossellini, the man whose affair with Ingrid Bergman scandalized the world 
in 1949. Bruno was an air force pilot who died while testing an experimental plane in 1941. Romano, in contrast, is a celebrated jazz pianist. He is 
married to the actress Anna Maria Scicolone, the sister of Sophia Loren. His daughter, Alessandra Mussolini, is a parliamentarian in the Republican 
Chamber of Deputies of Italy (and a sometime topless model!). And then there is Edda. 

Poor Little Rich Girl 

Edda Mussolini hit her teenage years just as Daddy became dictator of Italy in 1922. This made dating a little tricky. Not only did her father terrify 
potential beaux, but Edda herself was a fearsome character. She grew to be a strong-willed, potty-mouthed, chain-smoking, whiskey-drinking gal who did 
daring things like tearing around town in a sports car and wearing slacks in public. She was no shrinking violet. 
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In 1929, she met and fell in love with a dashing Italian diplomat, Galeazzo Ciano. Surprisingly, Mussolini liked the cut of Galeazzo's jib, and in April 1930, 
Edda and Galeazzo married. A liberated pair, they agreed that theirs would be an open marriage—Galeazzo was a compulsive womanizer, while Edda was 
said to enjoy the company of "alpine guides and lifeguards." In 1935, Galeazzo was appointed minister of propaganda, and the following year he was 
made minister of foreign affairs. He kept this position until 1943 when, disillusioned with Mussolini's wartime leadership, he resigned. In 1944, Mussolini 
took revenge; he had Ciano executed as a traitor—tied to a chair and shot in the back. 

Swiss Miss 

Soon after, Mussolini was overthrown and murdered by Italian partisans. In the space of a few months, Edda had seen her husband murdered by her 
father, who was in turn murdered himself. Pregnant and abandoned, Edda disguised herself as a peasant woman and escaped across the Swiss border to 
a convent. The only thing she was able to take with her was Galeazzo's diary, hidden beneath her skirt. She was later tracked down by Paul Ghali, a 
journalist for the Chicago Daily News, who arranged for the diary to be published. 

Edda remained in Switzerland for few years before settling in France, where she wrote her memoirs. In 1995, shortly before her death, she astounded the 
world by revealing that her mother, the saintly and long-suffering Donna Rachele, had cheated on the philandering Mussolini in the mid-1920s—a 
daughter's revenge, of sorts, on the man who killed her husband. 

HAPPY FAMILIES, SOVIET-STYLE (Stalin's kids) 

The Soviet dictator Stalin may have been the Father of the Nation, but he wasn't much of a father to his own kids: one committed suicide, one drank 
himself to death, and the third defected to the West the first chance she got. Well, when your pa is a paranoid psychopath, what do you expect? 

Bathroom Breakdown 

The eldest Djugashvili child (Stalin was a pseudonym adopted by Joseph Djugashvili before the 1917 revolution) was Yakov. He was born to Stalin's first 
wife, Ekaterina, who died when Yakov was still a child. Stalin was never close to his first-born, and following Yakov's unsuccessful suicide attempt in the 
1920s, Stalin came to despise his "weakling" son. When the Soviet Union went to war with Germany in 1941, Yakov was called up—and quickly captured. 
When the Germans offered to exchange Yakov for a high-ranking Nazi prisoner of war, Joseph Stalin refused. His reply was "There are no prisoners of 
war; there are only traitors." Gee, thanks, Dad. 

What happened next is shrouded in mystery. In one version (tailor-made for the Bathroom Readers' Hysterical Society), Yakov was mercilessly taunted by 
fellow British POWs over his, shall we say, poor potty training. They were constantly complaining about the mess he made in the stalls. One day in 1943, 
legend has it, the teasing got too much, and Yakov flung himself onto the electrified fence surrounding the camp. More recently, U.S. intelligence papers 
have been released that claim he was shot while trying to escape from the camp. Either way, it was definitely not a dignified end. 
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Flying into Trouble 

Stalin tried a little harder with his second son, Vasily. He was the 
product of Stalin's second marriage, to Nadezhda Alliluyeva, who 
committed suicide in 1932. Vasily was sent into the military, and 
although he wasn't overly blessed with brains, his father made him 
an air force general. He even made it onto the cover of Time 
magazine in 1951, looking heroic while posing against a Soviet jet 
plane. But, behind the military bearing, Vasily was just as 
emotionally damaged as his mother and his half brother, Yakov. 

Vasily's way of forgetting that his father was possibly the most evil 
man on Earth was to turn to drink. When he was placed under 
psychiatric care, a doctor wrote to Stalin to tell him his son was 
suicidal. It took Dad 33 months to reply. When Stalin died in 1953, 
Vasily's problems only got worse. The new regime had it in for the 
Stalins. They falsely accused Vasily of making anti-Soviet statements 
and of financial abuses. The poor guy was sentenced to eight years in prison in 1955; he died shortly after his 
release in 1962. 


Runaway Bride 



Svetlana, Stalin's only daughter, fared slightly better than Vasily. Born in 1926, she had her first run-in with Pops when she was just 16. She'd fallen in 
love with Alexei Kapler, a Jewish filmmaker. Stalin, a notorious anti-Semite, went crazy when he found out; the boyfriend was packed off to a Siberian 
labor camp, where he died. The following year, Svetlana, now a student at Moscow University, announced she was in love with Jewish fellow student 
Grigori Mozorov. This time, Stalin grudgingly allowed the couple to marry. They had a son, Joseph, in 1945, and they divorced two years later. 


In 1949, Sveltana married Yuri Zhdanov, the son of Stalin's right-hand man, Andrei Zhdanov. But this 
marriage, possibly undertaken to please Stalin, was dissolved shortly afterward. Following her father's death, 
Svetlana adopted her mother's maiden name of Alliluyeva (which means "hallelujah!") and worked quietly as 
a teacher and translator in Moscow. In 1964, she married Brajesh Singh, an Indian who was a Communist 
and a resident of Moscow. When Singh returned to India, Svetlana wasn't allowed to go with him. When he 
died in 1966, she was allowed to visit his remains in India—and while she was there, Svetlana took the 
opportunity to defect. 

Svetlana eventually settled in the United States where, in 1970, she married architect William Wesley Peters 
and began calling herself Lana Peters. Inevitably, this liaison also ended in divorce. During her time in exile, 
Svetlana wrote several books denouncing the Soviet regime- and her father. At last sighting, Svetlana was 
living in a retirement home in the United Kingdom, no doubt reflecting on her long and eventful life. [Ed. 
note: Svetlana Alliluyeva died in 2011 in Wisconsin.] 

VOODOO CHILD (Baby Doc Duvalier) 

Most of the kids we've come across so far have mercifully failed to follow in their fathers' footsteps. 
Unfortunately for the people of Haiti, there was one son who almost outdid the father in the crazy-as-a-loon stakes. 



What's Up, Doc? 


Frangois "Papa Doc" Duvalier was not your typical head of state. For a start, the man who ruled the Caribbean 
state of Haiti from 1957 to 1971 was a voodoo priest. He also had his own private army, the Tontons Macoutes, 
which, according to one estimate, disposed of 30,000 of Papa Doc's subjects during his reign. When he died in 
1971 (and, surprisingly, failed to rise zombielike from the grave), Haitians breathed a sigh of relief—until they 
found out that Papa Doc's 19-year-old son, Jean-Claude "Baby Doc" Duvalier, was taking over the family 
butcher's business. 


If anything, Baby Doc was worse than his father. For a start, he was more interested in motorbikes than 
politics and would race his souped-up hogs around the palace gardens for fun, as hapless gardeners leaped out 
of the way. When he did apply his mind to affairs of state, it was usually to work out the best way of 
embezzling the country's oil and agriculture revenues. While Baby Doc was plundering the national cash 
register, Haiti was becoming one of the world's poorest countries. 

French Leave 
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In 1986, following a rigged election (Baby Doc got 99 percent of the vote), the people of Haiti decided enough 
was enough. They took to the streets—well, many of them already lived on the streets anyway—and Jean- 
Claude fled for his life. He eventually pitched up in France—which let him in but refused to grant him asylum. 
He was, in effect, a sort of semi-illegal alien. 


Despite arriving in France with half of his country's national wealth stashed away, Baby Doc managed to eventual 
in which he and his shopaholic wife were staying, a notebook was recovered detailing recent spending: $168,000 
jewelry, $9,752 on two Hermes kid-sized horse saddles, and $68,000 on an antique clock. 


raid on a villa 
, $270,000 on 


credit: Marcello Casal Jr/ABr) 


A Bad Debt Always Follows You 

When his money ran out in the early 1990s, so did Baby Doc. He was last spotted in public hurriedly leaving a hotel in the French Riviera resort of 
Mougins in 1995. He did not pay his bill. He is believed to still be living in France and occasionally gives interviews (via his lawyer) in which he reflects 
nostalgically on his time in charge of Haiti. In 2002, he announced he wanted to return to Haiti and stand for president. When asked what he did wrong in 
the past, he answered, "Perhaps I was too tolerant." 



The article above is reprinted with permission from Uncle John's Bathroom Reader Plunges Into History Again. The book 
is a compendium of entertaining information chock-full of facts on a plethora of history topics. Uncle John's first plunge into 
history was a smash hit - over half a million copies sold! And this sequel gives you more colorful characters, cultural 
milestones, historical hindsight, groundbreaking events, and scintillating sagas. 


Since 1988, the Bathroom Reader Institute had published a series of popular books containing irresistible bits of trivia and 

obscure yet fascinating facts. Check out their website here: Bathroom Reader Institute 



BATHROOM 

READER 


Tags: Bathroom Reader, Despot, Dicta tor. Family 


Like this? Please share 


Share On Facebook 


& join US 


RELATED NEATORAMA POSTS 


RELATED NEATOSHOP ITEMS 


> What The Descendents Of Dictators Are Up To Today 

> 7 Acts Of Madness Committed By History's Worst Dictators 

> The Fascinating Love Lives of Terrible Dictators 

> Infamous Dictators Being Comforted By Stuffed Animals 

> How 8 Dictators Spent Their Exile Years 


> Kim Jong Un 

> Take The World By The Balls 

> Revolutionary Assembly 

> The Great Man Theory 

> The Communist Party (original) 


http://www.neatorama.eom/2017/11/06/Chips-Off-the-Old-Block/# 


7/8 




















11/10/2017 


Chips Off the Old Block? - Neatorama 


Neat stuff from the NeatoShop: 



The Evil Fairy The Burglar 


Free Hugs 


Starry Middle Earth 


Comments (0) 


MOST POPULAR | MOST COMMENTED 

1. The Curious Animosity of Fred and Ethel Mertz 

2. 10 Things You Didn't Know about Smokey and the Bandit 

3. Introverts Confess How Far They've Gone To Avoid People 

4. A Peek At Norway's New Underwater Restaurant 

5. 10 Things You Didn't Know about The Movie Gremlins 



Neatorama is the neat side of the Web. We bring you the neatest, 
weirdest, and most wonderful stuff from all over the Web every 
day. Come back often, mmkay? 


NeatoCMS by Rommel Santor 


http://www.neatorama.eom/2017/11/06/Chips-Off-the-Old-Block/# 


8/8 








10/7/2017 


Citla, also known as Guardian of the Snow, was a... 


tumblr.com 


http://fletchermarple.tumblr.com/post/165896385269/citla-also-known-as-guardian-of-the-snow- 

was-a 

Amateur Sleuth 

True crime and mysteries 

This blog is mostly about mysteries, true crime and movie reviews. All my posts are original, unless 
clearly stated. I'm more interested in investigation, clues and crime solving than in the criminals. My 
focus is usually on the victims. 

I'm a journalist and I'm always open to questions, comments, suggestions or requests. Feel free to 
contact me. 

September 30, 2017 

Citla, also known as Guardian of the Snow, was a stray dog who for around 12 years lived in Pico 
de Orizaba, the highest mountain in Mexico. No one is certain where he came from or if he ever 
had an owner, but once he arrived he never want to leave. He became an expert alpinist and would 
help climbers along the way, making sure they stayed on path. He’s said to have saved quite a few 
of getting lost and succumb to the elements. 

After over a decade of service, Citla passed away in the early hours of September 29, 2017, of 
hepatic cancer. He was buried in a coffin full of flowers in the mountain he loved so much, 4,100 
meters above sea level, after a funeral attended by over 50 workers. 


/* Copyright 2014 Evemote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px!important; left: 50% !important; 
margin-left: -lOOpx!important; width: 200px!important; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid!important; border-radius: 4px 
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Phantom limb pain is one of those mysterious sensational phenomena that seems impossible unless you've experienced the feeling firsthand, and it's 
something that people still try to dispute to this day. 

But ask most amputees about phantom limb pain and they'll tell you- it's real and it's a really weird feeling that keeps doctors guessing about its origin 
and purpose. 



And as weird as phantom limb pain seems today imagine how it was perceived when a Civil War doctor named Silas Weir Mitchell proved his patients 
were feeling pain in limbs that had already been amputated: 

One of these surgeons, Silas Weir Mitchell, was drawn to cases of nerve injury that his colleagues rejected as impossible to treat. When his 
specialty ward in Philadelphia filled up, the Army Medical Department created a dedicated hospital for nervous disease. Soldiers flocked to 
the Turner's Lane Hospital, seeking relief from pain that persisted after their wounds had healed. Mitchell described one man so "nervous 
and hysterical" from nerve damage that his family "supposed him to be partially insane." 
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"The Case of George Dedlow" was based on Mitchell's experience at Turner's Lane. It reflected the testimony of countless amputee soldiers 
who all described the same sensation, the feeling that a missing arm or leg was still there, sometimes innocuous but sometimes agonizing. 
After publishing the Dedlow story anonymously, Mitchell turned his clinical material into articles for medical journals and books, including the 
influential Injuries of Nerves and Their Consequences in 1872. He built his career as "the father of modern American neurology" on the 
ghostly pain that lingered in the aftermath of the Civil War. 

Mitchell did not discover the phenomenon that he named "phantom limb"—in previous centuries, surgeons regarded it as " worthy of 
wonder... almost incredible. " Then, as now, doctors would often ignore patients whose complaints had no apparent physical cause. How 
could there be violent cramping in a leg that did not exist? They were trained to look for objective evidence, and when no evidence turned 
up, they began to suspect duplicity. "Malingering," the feigning of illness to avoid military service, was a bugaboo of Mitchell's, but he 
believed that most patients at Turner's Lane were not faking. Yet the possibility of"pain without lesion" challenged the basic premises of 
scientific medicine at the time. 

Read more about The Civil War Doctor Who Proved Phantom Limb Pain Was Real here 

Tags: Civil War Doctor Who Proved Phantom Limb Pain Was Real, Silas Weir Mitchell, 1871, George Dedlow 
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Behold the rat king! 

A ball of furry fury, a rat king occurs when the tails of rodents become twisted, 
wrapped, and warped into a knot so impossible that not even the world's most 
loyal Boy Scout could untangle it. Rat kings have been reported since the mid- 
16th century (almost entirely within Germany), and everything about them—from 
their name, to their cause, to their very existence—remains suspended in 
mystery. 

To start, the origin of the term rat king is hazy. It may be a mistaken translation of 
the French rouet de rats, a "wheel of rats" (rat king in French is roi-de-rats ). But 
this is an unlikely etymology. More likely, rat king harkens to the German 
Rattenkonig —an insult for the pope, but also a term used to describe elderly 
rats. (It was believed that senior rats would sit on the tails of younger rats to 
make their nests, and that, if the tails tangled, the elder rat would survive by 
having its meals delivered by the rodent world's proletariat. As the New York 
Tribune described in 1857, a rat king, “like so many kings, princes, and democratic officer holders, [depended] 
upon the labouring classes for support.”) 

The rat king's existence is debatable; while there are several preserved specimens, they might be fakes 
perpetrated by hoaxers who wanted to make a quick buck. (Don't put it past our ancestors: “In medieval times, 
some sleazy European merchants glued bat wings to lizards and sold them as ‘dragons,’” notes Quail Bell 
magazine.) Owing to a lack of solid contemporary evidence, zoologists remain skeptical of rat kings—but open to 
the possibility that they are freak accidents. 

Other rodents, after all, do get tied up in each other’s business. In 1951, a "squirrel king" appeared in a South 
Carolina zoo. In 2013, six more tangled squirrels were saved by veterinarians in Canada. And just this year in 
Maine, four baby squirrels were recorded on video with their tails linked like "a giant dreadlock," according to the 
man who discovered them. 

If real, how do rat kings occur? Some theories are more crackpot than others: In the 17th and 18th centuries, 
naturalists suggested the tails had been woven during birth, glued by the afterbirth. Others suggested that healthy 
rats deliberately tangled the tails of weaker rodents to make a nest. Both theories are unlikely. 

The most plausible explanation is that black rats—which have long, supple tails and reside in close quarters during 
winter—may come in contact with a sticky or frozen substance such as sebum (secreted from the critters’ skin), 
sap, food, feces, frozen urine, or frozen blood. The bonding agent may solidify as the animals slumber. Once the 
rodents realize their tails are glued, they might create a tighter knot as they attempt to wriggle free. 

This explanation has a ring of truth: Most rat kings were discovered during the winter or a frosty shoulder season, 
and they’re usually found in a tight shelter. 

Over the past five centuries, there have been 30 to 60 recorded rat king sightings. In 1973, the biologist and writer 
Maarten ‘t Hart tracked down all of them. Using Hart’s delightful book Rats as our primary guide, we now present a 
timeline of nearly every recorded rat king sighting since the 16th century. 

(Note: We excluded approximately a dozen sightings that Hart argued were dubious, and we're certain that more 
instances exist. But, to be frank, after seeing the photographs below, you might understand why this timeline is the 
sort we’d prefer to never have to update.) 


BY Lucas Reilly 
October 24, 2017 



Musees of Strasbourg, M. Bertola 
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Rat King from Sabucus's 
Emblemata Wellcome Images, 
Wiki media Commons // CC BY 
4.0 


1576: Johannes Sambucus, a Hungarian historian, releases the fourth edition of his 
popular Emblemata—essentially a 16th century picture book—called Emblemata cum 
aliquot nummis antiqui opens. In it, Sambucus describes how servants in Antwerp, 
Belgium discovered seven rats with knotted tails. (The same volume contains stories 
involving unicorns, so take that for what it’s worth.) 

July 1683: In Strasbourg, France, a man named Wurtzen discovers in his cellar six 
“strikingly large rats with their tails so intertwined and fused that they could not be 
separated without injury,” a contemporary report states. The varmints are exhibited at the 
town hall, and an illustrated print of the braided bunch is published in the Mercure Galant. 

1690: After hearing his floorboards squeak for all the wrong reasons, a bigwig in Kiel, 
Germany, orders boiling water poured down a rathole. Four rodents scamper out, but 
when the squealing continues, the homeowner decides to remove the floor tiles. He 
discovers 14 tangled rats, which are promptly dumped in a privy. 

1694: In Krossen, Germany, 15 fused rats are found at a mill. They are killed with boiling 
water and strung from an oak tree, giving passersby a chance to gawk. 


1705: A lump of snarled rats is discovered in Keula, Germany. It’s pickled in alcohol and later disappears. 


July 1719: A rodent tumbleweed—population nine—appears 
in RolJIa, Germany. (The naturalist Johann Heinrich Linck 
supposedly makes engravings of the monster.) 

1722: Residents in the village of Dieskau, Germany, find 
another reason to avoid eating their vegetables when 12 
tangled critters are found rooting through a barrel of peas. 
Euthanized by a cascade of boiling water, the rats are taken 
to Dresden’s Royal Natural History Collection. In 1849, this 
ratty rosette is presumed lost in a fire. 



The 1683 rat king, as illustrated by Wilhelm Schmuck Wikimedia 
Commons // Public Domain 


1722: A writhing cluster of rats (number unknown) grips 
Leipzig, Germany. The gnarled specimen is killed, pickled in a 
jar of alcohol, and paraded through the city. It’s later 
mummified in a private museum. Like any good mummy, it 


mysteriously goes missing. 


1725: Eleven rats of various sizes—said to be a momma-rat and its young—are found entangled in Dorndorf, 
Germany. 


1727: In a banner year for rat kings, naturalist Johann Linck reports that a whopping four rat kings are sighted in 
Germany. Hart, however, claims that only one of these is mildly credible: the rat king of the quaint mountainside 
town of Wernigerode, which is said to be preserved by a local count. 


1748: German zoologist Johann Goeze reports that a gross ball of 18 rats has turned up in the town of Gross- 
Baullhausen, Germany. 


1748: A lump of 10 plump male rats appears at a monastery in the spa town of Bad Langensalza, Germany. The 
sanctity of life apparently does not extend to rat kings: It’s killed, dunked in alcohol, and, like the other specimens, 
later goes M.I.A. 

1759: A tinsmith in Arnstadt, Germany, is startled to find a buffet of six snagged vermin near the town market. The 
discovery becomes the subject of five oil paintings, four of which were lost during World War II. (According to Hart, 
the only surviving artwork is hung in Arnstadt’s Castle Museum.) 
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December 1774: Christian Kaiser, a miller’s 
assistant, finds 16 snarled rats in Lindenau, 
Germany, and drags them to an artist named 
Johan Adam Fassauer, requesting a painting. 
Instead, Fassauer begins exhibiting the rats to 
the public for a fee. When Kaiser realizes that 
the painter is profiting off his discovery, he 
An illustration from Henri Coupin's 1903 book Les Animaux Excentriques Public Domain demands for the specimen’s return (According 

to Hart, “the end of the story is unknown,” but other reports suggest the dispute led to one of the strangest custody 
battles a courtroom has ever witnessed.) 


1772: Twelve twist-tied rats are discovered in 
Erfurt, Germany; the specimen is later 
illustrated by J. J. Bellerman in his 1820 book 
Ueber das Bisher Bezweifelte Dasein des 
Rattenkonigs , or On the Hitherto Doubted 
Existence of Rat Kings. (For those curious, the 
book does not sell very well.) 


1793: A Gordian knot of 10 rats appears in a stable in Wundersleben, Germany. 

1793: In Brunswick, Germany, seven entangled rodents make a surprise visit to a local privy. 


1810: Brunswick celebrates back-to-back rats! After days of interminable squeaking, a well-to-do citizen tears up 
his floorboards only to find a tangled jumble of seven rodents. “All of their tails had been joined together so firmly 
and so inextricably that they could not be pulled apart,” writes Hart. 

December 1822: A thresher in Dollstadt finds two gobs of rats—one consisting of 28 rodents, the other 14—inside 
the main beam of a barn. “All 42 seemed to be very hungry, and squeaked continuously but looked perfectly 
healthy,” reported zoologist Alfred Brehm. “All were of equal and moreover of such considerable size that they 
must have been born during the last spring.” The rats are paraded through town before being thrown 
unceremoniously onto a dungheap. 



The 1828 rat king from Thuringia, which contains 32 rodents, is 
the largest specimen in the world. Naturkundliches Museum 
Mauritianum Alien burg, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY-SA 3.0 


whereabouts to his grave. 


May 1828: Doing spring cleaning, Miller Steinbruck of 
Thuringia, Germany, finds a scorched clump of 32 rodents in his 
chimney. The terrifying rat king is today held at the Mauritianum 
Museum in Altenburg, Germany. 

May 1829: An artist gets creative with a coil of eight rats 
discovered in Flein, Germany. “The individuals constituting this 
king were not arranged in the usual circle but looked like a 
bunch of flowers with the tails representing the knotted stems,” 
Hart writes. Today it’s preserved at the Stuttgart Natural History 
Museum. 

1837: A dirty dozen appears in Zaisenhausen, Germany, 
prompting the discoverer to call upon a pastor. The holy man 
gives the sample to a local museum director, but when the 
director dies, he brings any knowledge of the rat king's 


1841 : Half a dozen knotted rats appear in Bonn, Germany. They are preserved for more than a century at the 
University Zoological Institute, but it becomes one of many museum casualties during World War II. 


March 1844: A smorgasbord of seven rats surfaces in the small Bavarian town of Leutershuasen, Germany. 
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1870: In Keula, Germany, a rat king of unknown number is discovered and preserved, but it, too, disappears 
during World War II. 

February 1880: After hearing unusual squeaks from high up a wall, a postman in Dusseldorf, Germany uncovers 
a skein of eight rats, which is photographed and preserved, but (you guessed it!) is lost during World War II. 


1883: In an attempt to determine if rat kings 
are a hoax, German zoologist Hermann 
Landois ties the tails of 10 dead brown rats 
together. According to Hart, the results must 
have been disappointing. “Anyone who ties 
up the tails of dead rats (I have tried it 
several times) will obtain something that in 
no way resembles the kings found in nature: 
the knots are too neat.” But Hart does not 
discount that there may be frauds out there: 
“[It was] lucrative to own a king, and so 
people began tying tails together. Kusthardt 
(1915) reports that many such sham kings 
were exhibited at fairs and similar 



Illustration of a rat king from volume 6 of The Picture Magazine , 1895. Public Domain 

gatherings.” 


April 1883: After loud squeals emerge from underneath a merchant’s toilet in Luneburg, Germany, a motley knot 
of eight rats is discovered. Like many others, it is purportedly preserved but lost during the Second World War. 

1889: A young rat king numbering five or six turns up in Obermodern-Zutzendorf, Germany. Reports of the 
discovery make it to England, where the The Newcastle Weekly Courant spreads the myth that, like royalty, the 
rats were sustained by the charitable contributions of lowlier rodents: “The rats were in the very best conditions— 
conclusive that astonishingly good care had been bestowed upon them by their more fortunate rat brethren.” 



January 1907: A potpourri of 10 black rats appears in Rudersdorf. It is 

The 1894 Strasbourg rat king Musees of preserved. 

Strasbourg, M. Bertola 

October 1914: An adolescent rat king is discovered (alive) in Moers, Germany. 
It is preserved (not so alive) and later disappears. 


April 1894: A frozen ratcicle containing 10 rodents—many of which are pocked 
with teeth marks and gnawed legs—is found under a hay-bale in Dellfeld, 
Germany. You can visit the specimen at the Strasbourg Zoological Museum. 

November 1899: A ratpack of seven crosses the border and visits Courtalain, 
France. It’s currently kept at the Musee de Chateaudun, a two-hour train ride 
from Paris. 

May 1905: Seven young rodents are reported in Hamburg, Germany, now 
preserved in the city’s Natural History Museum. (The next year, a lucky seven 
strikes again in le Vernet, France.) 


March 1918: The rat king takes a vacation to Bogor, Java! Not only is this weave of 10 rats one of the few 
reported outside of Central Europe, it’s the only report not to involve black rats. 

1930s: In New Zealand, a cluster of eight contorted rats drops from the rafters of a shipping office. Clerks beat it 
generously with a pitchfork and then, also generously, donate it to the Otago Museum, where it now resides. (The 
tails, the museum discovered, were tangled with horsehair.) 
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October 1937: Hark! A farmer’s servant discovers nine gnarled rats in a starling’s 
nest in Bungern, Germany. 

1940: In what’s believed to be the Lictenplatte district of Offenbach, Germany, a 
king of five young rats is found squirming in a pigsty. 

June 1949: In Berlin, Germany, three separate rats are tossed into a bucket on the 
evening of June 2. The next morning, the three rats have mysteriously tangled into 
a knot. Herr Otto Janack, an official with the local rodent extermination department, 
disentangles the rodents and comes away thinking that it’s all a bad joke—or one of 
nature’s weird, twisted miracles. 

1951: A rat king of four adults is discovered in Chalons-sur-Marne, France (now 
renamed Chalons-en-Champagne). 


1955: The Natural History Museum of 
Maastricht picks up a crowd-pleasing 
specimen: a seven-strong rat king found 
in Limburg, Netherlands. 

1961: According to a Russian-language 
journal article about hollow-dwelling birds, 
a rat king of unknown size appears in 
Lithuania. 



The 1899 Courtalain rat king, now 
preserved in the Musee de 
Chateaudun. Selbymay, Wikimedia 
Commons //CC BY-SA 3.0 


February 1963: A Dutch farmer in 
Rucphen, Netherlands, hears a loud 
squeal and follows the noise to a pile of 

The Limburg rat king of 1955 , now displayed at the bean sticks in his barn. When he notices 
Museum of Maastricht. Vassil, Wikimedia Commons// a rat, he kills it and attempts to pull it from 

cco 1 '° the pile. It refuses to budge—until the 

farmer realizes that six more rodents are connected to the original rat. These, too, are exterminated and the 
specimen is later X-rayed. 


1966: A man by the name of Wierts attempts to make his own rat king by gluing the tails of six live albino lab rats. 
When the animals attempted to wriggle free, their tails became entangled in a knot. Wierts then anesthetized the 
rats and removed the glue to see if they remained knotted like a pretzel... and they did. 



The Vendee rat king of 1986, now held at the Natural History of 
Museum in Nantes, France. © Patrick JEAN / Museum de Nantes, 
France 


1986: A roi-de-rats of nine turns up in Vendee, France. 
Today you can see it in the Natural History Museum in 
Nantes. 

2005: In Saru, Estonia, a farmer discovers a cluster of 16 
rats—nine of which are alive—in a shed, their tails tangled 
by frozen sand. It is taken to the Natural History Museum at 
the University of Tartu, where it is preserved in alcohol. (It’s 
reported that two other rat kings were discovered in Estonia 
in the 20th century, one of which contained 18 live rats 
[PDF]!) 


©2017 Mental Floss, Inc. All rights reserved. Mental Floss® 
is a registered trademark owned by Felix Dennis. 
mentalfloss.com is a trademark owned by Felix Dennis. 
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The Saru, Estonia rat king of 2005 at the Natural History Museum at the 
University of Tartu. Permission of Andrei Miljutin 

Dennis Publishing Limited, licensed by Felden 
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Condemned prisoners haunt Windsor's Mackenzie Hall 

By:Luke SimcoeMetro,Metro WindsorPublished on Wed Oct 31 201205:30:14 

When asked to name the most haunted building in Windsor, Rob Tymec doesn't hesitate. 

"There's just so many creepy stories about Mackenzie Hall," he says. 

Tymec and his theatre company, Monkeys With a Typewriter, run a series of ghost tours in Windsor and 
Amherstburg. His tours down Sandwich Street begin and end at Mackenzie, he says. 

One of the oldest buildings in city, the hall served as a courthouse, jail and gallows when Windsor was still just 
Sandwich Town. During the 19th and early 20th centuries, it was host to a number of public hangings and 
executions. 

"A building like that tends to have all kinds of restless souls in it," says Tymec. 

According to the city, the first public execution at Mackenzie Hall took place Aug. 2, 1862, when an escaped slave 
named George Williams was hanged for the murder of his wife. The last happened in 1943, when two men from 
Detroit were put to death for killing a local cafe owner. 

A number of those executed were buried outside the hall, under what is now the modern day parking lot. 

"No matter where you stand on that parking lot, you're probably standing over a dead person," Tymec said. 

One of the most oft-told stories about Mackenzie Hall involves a mysterious dragging ghost. It begins with a 
custodian working alone at night and using a ladder to hang lights from the hall's gallery. When the worker went 
downstairs, he reportedly heard the ladder being dragged across the floor above him. The ladder moved three 
times before the custodian fled in terror. 

"I would have been out of there after the first drag," Tymec said. 

An earlier legend involves a local judge who objected to the spectacle of public executions. Seeking to take 
advantage of the superstitious nature of Sandwich Town residents, the judge told them the hangings were 
angering God, and that evil spirits might take matters into their own hands should they continue. 

Shortly after, the town's gallows were mysteriously destroyed and a rumour began circulating that a headless 
horseman was responsible. 

"The Headless Horseman himself was released from hell and rode down Sandwich Street, and as he passed the 
gibbets, he unleashed a a terrible hellfire and destroyed them," said Tymec. 

Tymec says the rumours -- and possibly even the destruction of the gallows -- were the doing of a small group of 
residents who sided with the judge. 

For more information on the history of Mackenzie Hall — spooky or otherwise -- visit the city's website. 


© Copyright Free Daily News Group Inc. 2001-2017 Terms and Conditions Privacy Policy 
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A compendium of information, resources and discussion on notable nineteenth century American 
murders. 

Saturday, September 23, 2017 



Reverend Jacob S. Harden felt he had been roped into an unhappy marriage 
by Louisa Dorland and her conniving parents. His new wife threatened his 
promising career and put a damper on his active social life as well. When the 
young bride passed away mysteriously, Harden acted like a guilty man but 
professed innocence almost to the end. 


Date: March 9, 1859 

Location: Andersontown, New Jersey 

Victim: Hannah Louisa Harden 


Andersontown, N. J. 

Cause of Death: Poisoning 


Accused: Rev. Jacob S. Harden 


Synopsis: 

Louisa Harden, wife of the Reverend Jacob S. Harden, died on the morning of March 9, 1859, after several days of 
progressively worsening illness. Harden was preaching at the Methodist Episcopal Church in Mount Lebanon, New 
Jersey, but, at age 22, he had not fully established himself there and was staying at the home of Dewitt Ramsay in 
Andersontown. Louisa, who was living with her parents in Mount Lebanon until they could afford to set up a 
household, had come to Andersontown to spend a few days. 


Not long after arriving Louisa became violently ill. The symptoms abated for a day or so, then returned with even 
more intensity. The night of March 8 she asked for a doctor, but Harden refused. When Ramsay saw Louisa, he 
also thought she needed a doctor. Harden argued that she did not; Ramsay insisted but by the time a doctor 
arrived she was dead. 
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Louisa was hastily buried, but the matter was not closed. Harden’s refusal to call a physician, together with rumors 
of infidelity that always seemed to surround the young minister, fed a growing suspicion that he had poisoned his 
wife. It was alleged that another woman who was intimate with Harden had purchased the poison and helped him 
administer it. The coroner empaneled a jury in Andersontown and ordered the body exhumed He had the stomach 
contents sent to a chemist who found that it contained arsenic. During the progress of the inquest, Jacob Hardon 
fled the state and the governor of New Jersey offered a $500 reward for his arrest. 

The marriage between Jacob and Louisa Harden had never been a happy one. She was born Hannah Louisa 
Dorland and they had known each other as school children in Blairstown, New Jersey, but lost touch when the 
Dorlands moved away. Jacob had gotten the religious call early and at age and at 19 was working as a colporteur, 
traveling throughout New Jersey selling religious books and tracts. He met Louisa Dorland again in Mount 
Lebanon and her parents decided that Jacob was the perfect man for their daughter, taking every opportunity to 
put the two together. 

Louisa wanted to make a visit to Blairstown and Jacob agreed to take her. Upon their return, rumors were floating 
that the two were going to marry. The rumors escalated and people were saying that Louisa had been pregnant 
and lost the child and that Jacob was the father. The rumors were false, but they threatened his reputation as a 
man of God, and although Louisa had not been pregnant, the couple did have intimate relations and Louisa 
pressured him to do the right thing. Finally, Jacob agreed to a conditional engagement—he would marry her in two 
or three years after he had established himself. It would also give Louisa time to improve her education, a 
necessity for a minister's wife. 

Louisa’s parents would not agree to this and threatened to sue him for breach of promise unless they married 
immediately. Jacob began to suspect that the parents had started all the rumors themselves. He finally agreed to 
marry Louisa if the family would draw up a legal contract relinquishing all claims against him and formally denying 
the rumors. The Dorlands issued and signed the following document and the two were married: 

RELEASE. 


Know all men by these presents that I, Hannah L. Dorland, of the township of Lebanon, County of Hunterdon, 

State of New Jersey, have and by these presents do promise, release and forever quit claim unto the Rev. Jacob 
S. Harden, of the township of Lebanon, County of Hunterdon, State of New Jersey, his heirs, executors, and 
administrators all and all manner of action and actions, cause and causes of action, suits, bills, bond, writings, 
obligation, debts, dues, reckonings, account, sum and sums of money, judgments, execution, grants, 
controversies, trespasses, damages and demands whatsoever, both at law and in equity, or otherwise, howsoever, 
which against him, the said Rev. Jacob S. Harden, I ever had, now have, or which I, my heir, executors or 
administrators can, shall or may have, claim, challenge or demand, for or by reason or means of any act, matter, 
cause or thing from the beginning of the world to the date of these presents. 

Witness my hand and seal March 17, 1858. 

Hannah L. Dorland. 

[Seal.] 
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Sealed and delivered in presence of 
Samuel Dorland, } 

Catharine Dorland.} 

This is to certify that the matter is satisfactorily settled concerning the rumors in circulation between the Rev. Jacob 
S. Harden and Samuel Dorland's family. 

Samuel Dorland. 

March 17, 1858. 

By this time, it is safe to say that whatever love Jacob Harden had for Louisa Dorland had disappeared. Louisa, 
also, was more interested in being married than in being a wife—since they could not afford to set up a household, 
she elected to live with her parents while he lived in a boarding house. When Jacob became pastor of the Mount 
Lebanon, M. E. Church he stayed at the homes of several of his parishioners, he and Louisa very seldom saw 
each other. The two communicated by letters which were often contentious. 

In March 1859, the coroner’s jury indicted Jacob Harden for the murder of his wife, but he was still at large. A 
month later there was still no sign of Hardin until the editor of the Warren Journal received a subscription request 
that caught his attention. A man named James Austin in Fairmount, a small village near Wheeling in what was 
then western Virginia, requested a subscription to the paper as he was “... very anxious to learn whether Jacob S. 
Harden had been indicted for the murder of his wife at the approaching term of court.” The editor was immediately 
suspicious and sent a copy of Harden’s photograph, along with a copy of the governor’s proclamation offering 
$500 for his arrest to the police in Wheeling. Before long Jacob Harden was in custody and on his way back to 
New Jersey. 

Trial: April 18, 1860 

Jacob Harden’s trial for the murder of his wife was delayed three times, twice because of the absence of 
prosecution witness, Dr. Chilton, the New York chemist who had analyzed the stomach, and once because of the 
absence of defense witness, Mrs. Ramsey. The trial finally began on April 18, 1860, with both of the missing 
witnesses along with at least 175 more. The defense contended that the case was entirely circumstantial and that 
nothing in Harden’s history suggested he was likely to commit murder. In fact, they said, Mrs. Harden had killed 
herself. She was not healthy and had been in constant pain, though she hid this from her family. On May 2, the 
jury returned a verdict of guilty and Jacob Harden was sentenced to hang. 

Verdict: Guilty of murder 

Aftermath: 

On July 6, 1860, Jacob Harden was hanged in Belvedere, New Jersey. Hundreds of 
people who had converged on Belvedere to witness the execution were disappointed to 
learn that the hanging would be held behind the walls of the jail yard and attended by only 
one hundred fifty ticketed witnesses. The rest waited outside when the trap was sprung 
the news was relayed outside and the crowd’s cheering filled the air. 

Prior to the execution Harden confessed to the murder but refused to make the confession 
public. It was later published in a book entitled Life, Confession, and Letters of Courtship 
of Jacob S. Harden, of the M. E. Church, Mount Lebanon, Hunterdon Co., N. J. In the 
confession, Harden admitted that he had often wished Louisa dead but had not thought of 
taking her life until she arrived in Andersontown. He first gave her the arsenic on half an 
apple. She remarked that there was something gritty on it and he told her it was a powder 
to prevent pregnancy. Louisa got sick but recovered so he bought more arsenic and gave 
it to her in glasses of milk. He also gave her a tumbler of laudanum. 


Harden said he did not know that the stomach could be analyzed and the poison detected. In fact, he was 
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unaware that poisoning was considered murder and carried the death penalty. As an afterthought, he closed his 
confession with “Warn the youth of temptation, etc.” 

Sources: 

“Anderson Town - The Scene of the Wife Poisoning Case.,” Frank Leslie's Illustrated Newspaper, May 19, 1860. 
“Arrest of Jacob S. Harden,” Evening Post, April 23, 1859. 

“The Case of Harden,” Centinel of Freedom, May 10, 1859. 

“The Case Of Rev. J. S. Harden. Commercial Advertiser, June 30, 1860. 
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“The Harden Poisoning Case.,” Newark Daily Advertiser, May 4, 1860. 
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Mermaid Monday: Connomara Siren September 18, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Modern , trackback 

Mermaid Monday continues with this gem from 
western Ireland Galway. The earliest record found 
so far dates to 22 Sep 1819, Saunder’s Newsletter, 
2-3 with the title ‘Mermaid’. However, the originally 
allegedly (non vidi) appeared in the Galway 
Advertiser 19 Sep. 

Naturalists have hitherto doubted of the 
existence of mermaids and mermen; we have 
it now in our power to set at rest the doubts of 
sceptics upon this duplex order of animals, 
one having been lately discovered basking 
upon the rocks of Derrygimla, in Errisberg 
(Connomara) [pictured above], after the 
ebbing of the tide. It was discovered by a female of the lower order, who was then about 
four months pregnant; she was suddenly startled by a kind of scream, which was 
followed by the plunging of an animal, half female and half fish, her lower extremities 
having the conformation of a dolphin. This woman was so terrified as to miscarry, and 
has never been able to leave her bed since. 

So far we could be doing the breaststroke through Irish mythology. Now things become more 
factual-sounding. 

The tide being out, the animal had some difficulty in reaching the water. Thomas Evans, 

Esq. of Cleggan, a Gentleman well known to many of our readers, just arrived upon the 
coast in time to witness her last plunges. Having gained the water she disappeared for a 
few moments, but again appeared perfectly composed. Mr. Evans now had a favourable 
opportunity of examining this so long-doubted genus; it was about the size of a well 
grown child of ten years of age; a bosom prominent as a girl of 16; a profusion of long 
dark brown hair; full dark eyes; hands and arms formed like the human species, with a 
slight web connecting the upper part of the fingers, which were frequently employed 
throwing back her flowing locks, and running them through her hair. Her movements in 
the water seemed principally directed by the finny extremity; for near an hour she 
remained in apparent tranquillity, in view of upwards of three hundred persons, until a 
musket was levelled at her, which having flashed in the pan, she immediately dived, and 
was not afterwards seen. 
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Three hundred people is a lot in the Derrygimla. As to the gun were they actually foolish enough to 
shoot at a mermaid? 

Mr Evans declares she did not appear to him to possess the power of speech for her 
looks appeared vacant, and there was an evident want of intelligence. As this is the 
season of the fishery, we are in hopes some of our fishermen may draw her in their nets, 
as it is extremely probable, at the time she was first discovered, she was in search of 
some place to deposit her young. We understand several depositions upon oath as to 
this animal’s appearance are to be made. We are promised a more minute description 
which we shall be happy to lay before our readers. 

Of course, no later account ever arrived... Or can someone dig one out: drbeachcombing At 
yahoo DOT com 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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Saipan campaigns for controversial Earhart statue - BBC News 


Island bids for Amelia Earhart statue 


bbc.com 


BBC 


http://www.bbc.com/news/blogs-news-from-elsewhere-41360191 



The Amelia Earhart Committee is 
asking local legislators for $150,000 
(£111,000) to put up a statue on the 
Western Pacific island of Saipan, the Saipan Tribune newspaper reports. 


Amelia Earhart vanished in 1937 


Image copyrightSmithsonian 
Institute 

A controversial campaign is under 
way in the US Northern Mariana 
Islands to commemorate the 
pioneering pilot Amelia Earhart, who 
vanished over the Pacific 80 years 
ago while trying to fly around the 
world. 


"I strongly believe that Saipan should acknowledge the important historical event dating back to 
1937," says Committee member representative Marie Soledad Camacho Castro. "Amelia Earhart 
was brought to Saipan by the Japanese after her plane came down in the Pacific." 


The Committee proposal says that the 12-foot (3.6-metre) statue will attract visitors and "witnesses 
to the world that Saipan is the island where Amelia Earhart was known to have lived". 


The problem is that Amelia Earhart was last heard of officially heading for Howland Island, hundreds 
of miles to the southeast, and reports that she was captured by Saipan's Japanese colonial rulers 
are heavily contested. 

Claims to her being in Saipan are often based on a blurry photograph, which was found in the vaults 
of the US National Archives earlier this year. A History Channel documentary says the photo 
possibly shows Ms Earhart and her navigator Fred Noonan in Japanese military custody on the 
Marshall Islands, en route to Saipan. 



Image copyright US National 

Archives 

Image caption 

Historians have since debunked the 
theory, saying the figures in the 
photograph look nothing like the two 
aviators. And Japanese military 
researcher Kota Yamano says he 
has evidence that the photo 
appeared in a travel book two years 
before Amelia Earhart disappeared. 


http://www.bbc.com/news/blogs-news-fronn-elsewhere-41360191 


1/2 


9/23/2017 


Saipan campaigns for controversial Earhart statue - BBC News 

The photograph has been debunked There are cherished local stories of 

relatives who say they saw Amelia Earhart in captivity before the war, and some voices in the 
Marianas media have been happy to skip over the dockside photo controversy - "don't be a 'Saipan 
denier'!", one writer declares. 

But many are calling out the Saipan link on social media. Some say they fear the Marshall Islands 
will be the "laughing stock of the planet" if the plan goes ahead. 

"Romantic as this story has always been, she perished east of Howland Island on the night of 2 July 
1937," one online reader adds. "Might as well make a statue of an alien," another mocks. 

Several Saipan-based users question the $150,000 price tag. "Why so much? Will it be made out of 
gold with a fountain that flows with orphan tears?" asks Bucky Manzanares. 

One Saipan Tribune reader says that the island's infrastructure deserves the funding instead, and 
his lament of "Don't you have more important issues to attend to?" could seem reasonable given 
that another top story on the Saipan Tribune is "Sewage overflow bugs casino". 

Reporting by Alistair Coleman and Martin Morgan 

Copyright © 2017 BBC. The BBC is not responsible for the content of external sites. Read about our approach to 
external linking. 

Image copyright P. Miller via Wikimedia Commons 
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Count d’Artois at the Scottish Palace of Holyrood 
(https://www.geriwalton.com/count-dartois-scottish-palace-holyrood/) 


Posted on November 6, 2017 (https://www.geriwalton.com/count-dartois-scottish-palace-holyrood/) by Geri Walton (https://www.geriwalton.com/author/geri/) 

After the Bastille was stormed in July of 1789, Louis XVI’s youngest brother, the Count d’Artois (https://www.geriwalton.com/louis- 
xvs-sibling-count-of-artois-or-charles-x/), fled France with his family. They lived briefly in Italy and Germany before finally settling 
in Great Britain in 1792. There the Count became a leader of the French emigres and was welcomed by King George III, who also 
gave him a generous allowance. 

Although the Count d’Artois was welcomed in Great Britain, he wanted the Bourbon monarchy to rule in France. So, he outfitted 
an army on borrowed money around 1795 and became involved in a royalist uprising against revolutionaries in La Vendee. Things 
did not go as planned. He was beaten and returned to Great Britain defeated. However, before he landed in Great Britain, he was 
“advised that should he step ashore he would be liable to imprisonment for debt under British law if he did not meet the sum 
due.”[1] 



Around this same time, Louis XVI’s young son, Louis-Charles (sometimes called Louis XVII), 
died on 8 June 1795. The British government wanted the Count d’Artois to have as little 
influence on British policy as possible and therefore wanted him out of London. To achieve that, 
the government offered him a solution to his debt problem. Their solution was to allow the 

Count refuge at an ancient Scottish palace located in Edinburgh called the Palace of Holyrood. 
69550795.r=%22comte%20d%27artois%22? 

Holyrood was within the boundaries of an ancient monastery that had been founded in 1128 by 
King David. The monastery offered sanctuary to any debtor who stayed within its borders, and, 
thus, it was reported that as “a privileged place, where the stern ministers of the law could not 
enter for the purpose of enforcing pecuniary claims, it was fixed upon by the British 
Government as a residence for the [Count], and some of his family as he might be there 
enabled to live without molestation.”[2] The Count’s boundaries would be limited to about a three-mile circumference. However, the 
Count did not always have to stay within the monastery’s boundaries because according to one newspaper, every Sunday, he was free 
to roam at large on that day as “a writ [could not] ... be executed anywhere.”[3] 


V.fLMONSIKI II 
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Engraving of Count d’Artois. Courtesy of 
Bibliotheque nationale de France. 
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Palace of Holyrood 1889. Public Domain. 


(https://i1 .wp.com/www.geriwalton.com/wp- 
content/uploads/2017/11/RW-1238-Holyrood- 
1889-x300.jpg?ssl=1) 


Count d’Artois arrived at the Palace of Holyrood in 1796 and received a twenty-one 
gun salute when he landed. Another salute was fired from Edinburgh Castle upon 
his arrival at Holyrood. The Count remained at Holyrood until 1799, and periodically 
stayed there until 1803. However, when he first arrived at Holyrood, the palace was 
not ready to receive guests. 

The Palace of Holyrood had been rebuilt in 1670, but the state apartments had been 
neglected for about a century. So, until arrangements could be made to bring 
Holyrood up to appropriate standards, the Count and his entourage crowded into other accommodations. These 
accommodations were provided at Edinburgh Castle by the governor of the castle named Lord Adam Gordon. 

While Count d’Artois stayed at the Edinburgh Castle, Holyrood was brought up to date. However, because his stay at 
Holyrood was thought to be temporary, he was not consulted on the refurbishing of the palace or the furniture added. 
To ensure Holyrood could temporarily accommodate the Count and his party, the following was accomplished in about 
four months: 


(https://i1.wp.eom/www.geriwalton.c 
content/uploads/2017/11/Edinburgh 
wikipedia.jpg?ssl=1) 

Scotland with the city of Edinburgh 
noted. Courtesy of Wikipedia. 


“Old tapestries were taken down in five rooms, to be cleaned and repaired, and were re-hung in three rooms, the 
others laid aside. Chimneys were swept, walls repaired, cleaned, and hung with canvas before being papered. Carpets were made up and laid, curtains and 
pelmets made for windows and bed hangings. Bed and table linen, china, glass, brushes and besoms, door mats, powdering cloths and servants’ aprons were all 
delivered. High quality mahogany furniture was supplied. ... A private chapel was set up at the end of the picture gallery, and a billiard room completely fitted out 
with cues, markers and a table cost £40. The total bill, for £2,613 13s. 9 1/2cf. is dated May 1796, and in July the first installment of £750 on account was paid by His 
Majesty’s Court of Exchequer for Scotland. 

... Recalling the splendours, left behind in France, Holyrood, even when fully furnished must have appeared cold and spartan. There was no bath: not even a tin 
one was supplied, whereas at his charming Chateau de Bagatelle (https://www.geriwalton.com/chateau-de-bagatelle/) ... there had been two bathrooms, with baths. 
... The furniture was good plain mahogany decorated with delicate stringing. The rooms were carpeted with fresh wallpaper in place of old tapestries, and the 
windows in the main rooms (except the dining room, where the curtains were of red moreen), were hung with printed chintz, lined and fringed, that matched the bed 
hangings and loose covers of the chairs, stools and even the bidets.”[4] 


While the Count d’Artois was in Scotland, the Scottish public commiserated with his plight. Even the “lower orders” showed respect to him and his entourage whenever 
they encountered them. Despite this respect, the Count tended to mix little with Scottish nobility, although he did meet regularly with the family of the Duke and Duchess of 
Buccleuch. The Count’s entourage had no such reservations and mixed freely not only with nobility but also with Edinburgh’s elite society. The Count also left Holyrood on 
Sundays as that was the only day he could freely walk the streets. Once when he did, he observed the “decorous behavior” of the Scottish and saw that they attended 
church and honored God. 

“On his return to the palace, he forbade his own people to play at tennis, as was usual. Unwillingly relinquishing this amusement, they had recourse to back¬ 
gammon. This he also forbade. They were inconsolable under the heavy evil of spending a day without amusement and warmly remonstrated, ‘that their religion 
required no such austerity.’ ‘True,’ said he, ‘this forbearance makes no part of my religion; but I think it is respect which we owe to the hospitality, and the morally 
decent conduct of the nation under whose protection we live, to give up a trifling gratification that is incompatible with their ideas of sanctity and decorum.'”[5] 
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Despite enforcing an austere Sunday, the Count d’Artois apparently enjoyed himself while living at Holyrood. He was reported to hold levees (court assemblies) twice a 
week, which were described as 


“unusually brilliant, and ... attended by the nobility, judges, and the first characters in Scotland. While this tended to sweeten the exile of the illustrious strangers, it 
also served to raise in the minds of the inhabitants of Edinburgh a faint idea of ‘the days of other years,’ when the presence of their own monarchs communicated 
splendour and animation to their ancient metropolis, inspiring them with a proud consciousness of the remote antiquity and hereditary independence of the Scottish 
throne.”[6] 


The Count left Holyrood in 1803 and gained the French throne in 1824 making him Charles X. However, after the July Revolution 
occurred in 1830, Charles X abdicated and his Orleanist cousin Louis Philippe I eventually gained the throne. Charles X then 
returned to living exile. He also returned to Scotland and after receiving the following greeting, he settled at Holyrood once again: 

“About two o’clock yesterday afternoon, an Admiralty steam yacht arrived off Newhaven, and came immediately to anchor, 
having on board the ex-King Charles X ... and suite. At four o’clock, a six-oared boat left the yacht, and shortly landed the ex- 
King ... on the pier. The ex-King looked extremely well; he was dressed in a light brown surtout, and small English hat. ... A 
jolly fishwife ... pressed forward, pushing every one aside, until she reached the ex-king, whom she grasped by the hand 
shook it heartily, saying ‘Oh Sir, I’m happy to see ye again among decent folk.’ Charles smiled, and asked her name, when she 
replied - ‘My name’s Kirsty Ramsey, Sir, and mony a guid fish I hae gien ye: and mony a guid shillin’ I got for’t thirty years sin 
syne.’”[7] 


This time the ex-King and his family remained at Holyrood until 1832. At that time, he received an invitation from Emperor Francis 
I of Austria to move there and, so, he and his family moved to Prague. Upon the death of Emperor Francis in 1835, Charles X and 
his family eventually relocated to Gorz (Gorizia), which is where he caught cholera and died on 6 November 1836. 
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The Creepiest Urban Legend in Every State thrillist.com 

By Thrillist FeaturesPublished On 10/01/2017 

Welcome to Urban Legends, a month-long collection of articles dissecting persistent myths, 
unexplained phenomena, shared nightmares, and tales so bizarre they can't possibly be true... or 
can they? 

They’re whispered around campfires and passed down from generation to generation. They spark 
fear in the hearts and minds of children and adults alike. Their subjects take many shapes, be they 
bloodthirsty creatures of the night, vengeance-seeking ghouls, or sinister vortices. And each time 
they are told, the terror spreads. 

America is a country rich in folklore, a place where cautionary tales have always been mixed into the 
pot and sprinkled into our collective nightmares. Yet some of our nation's eeriest and most persistent 
stories, whether because they're rooted in community lore or used as means to synthesize local 
tragedy, don't travel far. Never fear (or actually, please do fear): we've tracked down the creepiest 
urban legends in all 50 states and the macabre bunch of stories is certain to freak you out, no matter 
where you live. 

Alabama: Dead Children's Playground 

Why it's creepy: This eerie playground adjacent to Maple Hill, Huntsville's oldest cemetery, doesn't 
just have an eerie nickname for fun. The playground was presumably designed to entertain kids 
while their parents visited the graves of loved ones. Legend has it, though, that the spirits of children 
who've been buried in the cemetery since the first grave was dug there in 1822 come out to play at 
night. The living have observed orbs of light going down the slide, seen swings moving on their own, 
and even heard giggling. Creepier still, some say the spirits include victims of a rash of child 
murders that happened in the '60s, when bodies were rumored to have been found in the area that 
now houses the playground. 

Where it came from: The playground itself wasn't opened until 1985, so you can imagine how 
much pent-up energy the tiny spirits had after 163 years without a slide. In 2007, the city tried to 
raze the park to make more room for graves and removed the slides and swings overnight. After 
public outcry, it was replaced with more modern equipment, making it slightly less creepy to look at, 
and also probably resulting in some happier ghosts. -- Andy Kryza 

Alaska: The Alaska Triangle 

Why it's creepy: Encompassing an area ranging from near Juneau in the southeast to the northern 
Barrow region to the western metropolis of Anchorage, Alaska's answer to the Bermuda Triangle is 
comprised some of the most barren wilderness in the US -- and it apparently craves souls. More 
than 20,000 people have gone missing without a trace in the area during the past half-century alone. 
Are they being consumed by mythological beings like the beastly Keelut or the ghoulish kidnapper 
Qalupalik, lost on extreme hikes, or simply vanishing into a dark vortex? Nobody knows, though it's 
not for lack of trying: When the government lost House Majority Leader Hale Boggs’ Cessna to the 
Triangle in 1972, a massive search turned up tons of conspiracy theories, but no bodies. 

Where it came from: The area has been associated with evil spirits, and Tlingit lore for centuries 
attributed trickster demons for luring people to an icy death. Others believe the area exists amid an 
electromagnetically influenced “vile vortex.” Still others think it’s a Darwinian result of explorers 
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taking on nature. Regardless, the area continues to claim people, and underneath that massive 
blanket of snow and rock likely lies one of the largest and best-preserved mass graves in the world. 


- AK 


Arizona: Skinwalkers 

Why it's creepy: It's easy to feel uneasy 
while driving through the desolate desert 
roads of Arizona, especially at night, and 
particularly so when you hear a short burst of 
taps on your window while cruising at 60 mph 
and turn to see the shapeshifting, mutilated, 
half-human creature responsible for the high¬ 
speed interruption. Relax -- it's only trying to 
rip the flesh off your bones. This legend is so 
ingrained in Arizona culture that, when a 
Navajo woman was found brutally murdered in 
Flagstaff, the accused killer's defense in court was that the attack could have only been perpetrated 
by a Skinwalker. There's even a defined and well-documented portion of the state known as 
Skinwalker Ranch where you are most likely to see one of the creatures. Not that you'd actually 
want to. 

Where it came from: The Skinwalkers, like so many ancient American urban legends, have roots in 
Native American folklore. While it's fairly hard to gather specific details -- as speaking of potentially 
sinister legends is seriously taboo in Navajo culture -- it is understood that what non-Navajos refer to 
as "skinwalkers" are witch doctors who have become an evil reflection of everything the Navajo 
nation values. Basically, they are men who've transformed into malevolent, murderous creatures 
that have no qualms using their spiritual powers to kill. Navajo medicine men are trained to learn 
both good and evil aspects of their power, and Skinwalkers are those who have turned to the Dark 
Side. It's all very Star Wars. And, frankly, still terrifying. -- Wil Fulton 

Arkansas: The Dog Boy 

Why it's creepy: The name sounds kind of goofy, or actually even kind of like Goofy. But if you find 
yourself at 65 Mulberry Street, in the middle of the minuscule Arkansas town of Quitman, you won't 
laugh if you see the hulking outline of a 300-pound half man, half beast -- complete with glowing 
animal eyes -- glaring out of the windows. Walk quickly, as he has been known to chase people 
down his street, biting at their heels -- kind of like a dog, actually. 

Where it came from: This is actually the rare urban legend where the story behind the story ends 
up being even creepier than the folklore. Gerald Bettis, the only son of the Bettis family of 65 
Mulberry, was always a problem child. But not in the cute, Junior Healy way. Bettis would "collect" 
and torture animals (hence the "dog boy" moniker), before turning his sociopathic focus to his 
elderly parents, allegedly imprisoning them in their own home and potentially even murdering his 
father. Eventually, Bettis would be imprisoned for growing marijuana on his back porch and would 
die in a state penitentiary in 1988 of a drug overdose. -- WF 

California: The Many Horrors of Turnbull Canyon 

Why it's creepy: Located near LA between Whittier and City of Industry, Turnbull is a 49,000-acre 
smorgasbord of nightmare fuel set amid the the scenic hills. You want your scares rooted in 
American history? The natives called it “Hutukngna,” or the place of the Devil, where the ghosts of 
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those slain for not converting to Christianity dwell alongside witches AND satanists, who reportedly 
used the place to sacrifice children, whose spirits now walk the canyon and dangle from trees. 
They’re joined by the ghosts of 21 kids who perished in a plane crash back in ’52... allegedly, as 
there’s no existing record of it. Then there’s the remains of the old insane asylum that came back to 
life to kill a teen in the ‘60s via a long-dormant electrical wire. There are cults, alien encounters, 
gravity hills... It goes on and on. Basically, if it’s something that gets under your skin, there’s a story 
about it happening in this seemingly cursed canyon. 

Where it came from: The place’s evil vibes date back centuries, though it wasn’t until the site was 
established as a fur-trapping site in 1845 that things started getting really intense, with word of the 
site’s terrors traveling far and wide and making it a place visited as much for its beauty as morbid 
curiosity. -- AK 

Colorado: Riverdale Road 

Why it's creepy: For 11 horrifying miles, Riverdale Road near Thornton, Colorado is crammed with 
enough horrifying legends to bring even the bravest paranormal investigator to his knees, from a 
ghostly runner attacking parked cars on Jogger’s Hill to various demons and even a phantom 
Camaro revving up and down the winding road. But the Gates of Hell seems the epicenter. The 
physical iron gates are now gone, but what remains is the partial shell of an old mansion where a 
madman supposedly burned his wife and children alive. Left behind are the barren, charred plot of 
land and a white-clad woman who wanders the area. She’s joined by the ghosts of slaves 
supposedly hanged from the now-charred tree. Go ahead and run away when you see something 
creepy like an ethereal pack of dogs... you’re probably just going to bump into something worse, 
possibly Hell, a portal to which some believe is here. That maybe explains why so many demons 
were conjured in a weird underground chicken coop near a set of underground tunnels. 

Where it came from: It’s unknown when things got really hairy, though given the spirits of ghost 
slaves, it’s safe to assume terrible things have been happening on Riverdale Road since the 1850s. 
And each time something terrible happened over the decades, it just kind of got stacked onto this 
nesting doll of a horror show. -- AK 

Connecticut: Dudleytown 

Why it's creepy: Often cited as a “dark vortex,” rumor has it that any visitor that steals an artifact 
from Dudleytown will have a curse put on them and their family. Dudleytown forest visitors report 
seeing just about every kind of paranormal phenomena you could think of: People describe an 
unnerving lack of wildlife in the area as well as floating orbs of light and sinister “wolf-like” black 
shadows, murmurs and disembodied voices, as well as a feeling of general dread. Add on the fact 
that there’s a mysterious group called “the Dark Forest Association” that polices the grounds with 
militant force and you’ve got yourself a serious case of the what the hell is really going on here? 
Where it came from: The curse of the ill-fated Dudleys began back in jolly ol’ England, where 
Edmund Dudley was beheaded for conspiring against King Henry VII. This treacherous act 
apparently unleashed a curse on the rest of the Dudley clan, which emigrated from Guilford, 
England to Cornwall, Connecticut in 1748. They helped establish a community centered around the 
town’s then-thriving iron industry before a series of untimely disasters befell the family. These 
calamities included a series of mysterious deaths which, in turn, inspired madness and suicide 
among the Dudleys, several of whom disappeared into the woods never to be seen again. The 
remaining residents very sensibly ditched the town, which has been abandoned ever since. - 
- Janelle Albukhari 

Delaware: Mr. Chew 
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Why it's creepy: Samuel Chew was a respected man, a Chief Justice in the state back in the 
Colonial days. Still, even in Colonial America, bullies latched onto his name, constantly proclaiming 
“ah, Chew” as if sneezing. He apparently hated it so much that his spirit still stalks those who mock 
him, showing up in his robes and powdered wig to scare the ever-loving crap out of people who 
can’t resist the easy joke at the expense of a centuries-dead legislator. 

Where it came from: Chew was very much a real man, serving as Chief Justice of the Three Lower 
Counties until he died in 1743. Things got so unsettling that people eventually held a “funeral” for 
the ghost in Dover’s Green, laying his spirit to rest in an ornate grave. He seemed to be placated, 
though he’s still known to mess with smartasses who sneeze at the mention of his name. -- AK 



Florida: The Skunk Ape 


Why it's creepy: The Everglades are filled 
with array of terrifying creatures: man-eating 
alligators, man-eating snakes, men-eating 
roadkill. However, one humanlike figure has 
been spotted enough times to warrant 
elevated levels of concern: the Skunk Ape. A 
relative of Bigfoot, a fully-grown Skunk Ape 
stands anywhere from 5 to 7 feet tall and 
weighs approximately 450 pounds. They can 
be detected by a horrific odor that's been 
described as "sun-baked animal carcass" and 


"rotting garbage." They mostly eat berries and small animals, but from time to time they've been 
known to ravage farms and tear wild boars to shreds. Recently, a Skunk Ape HQ has popped up in 
the Everglades where you can book tours out into the swamp or reserve a spot on a hunting 
expedition to finally prove the hairy beast is real once and for all. 

Where it came from: No one can say for sure. But because its lineage can be traced back to 
Bigfoot, many believe it migrated south from the mountains and found refuge in the swamplands, an 
environment safe from humans with ample sustenance and room to roam. Others believe it's just 
lore, a tale pioneers created in order to scare people off their lands and preserve the wilderness. 
Whatever you believe, should you find yourself camping in the Everglades and you smell something 
foul, take caution. It could be the Skunk Ape. -- Alex Robinson 

Georgia: The Curse of Lake Lanier 

Why it's creepy: The massive man-made lake north of Atlanta is unnerving on multiple fronts, with 
a reputation for tragic and sometimes mysterious deaths, from a disproportionately high frequency 
of boating accidents and drownings to unexplained homicides. A construction crew discovered the 
skeleton of a woman who disappeared in 1958, still trapped in her car at the bottom of the lake more 
than 30 years later, and since then people have reported sightings of a ghostly female figure on the 
lake's waters. There are even reports of malevolent catfish lurking on the bottom that's large enough 
to swallow a dog or even drown a diver. 

Where it came from: There were numerous issues with the construction of the lake, not the least of 
which included the displacement of families, businesses, and even cemeteries occupying the land 
the Army Corps of Engineers sought to develop. The vestiges of some of these structures still have 
a ghostly presence at the bottom of the lake, which some point to as a source of Lanier's haunted 
reputation. Others point to the simple "water + alcohol = accidents" formula to explain the tragedies 


https://www.thrillist.com/travel/nation/creepiest-urban-legend-in-every-state-american-folklore 4/17 





10/4/2017 Creepiest Urban Legend in Every State: Scary American Folklore - Thrillist 

(Lanier IS a notorious party lake). But, as noted above, many of the deaths go beyond simple 
boating accidents, leading some to believe there's something more sinister at work. -- Matt Lynch 

Hawaii: The Night Marchers 

Why it's creepy: Picture yourself on a scenic Hawaiian beach at night. Imagine a full moon, and a 
cool breeze running across the sand. Dreamy. But, if you hear the faint sounds of drums pounding in 
the distance, or see a barrage of torches out on the horizon, it could be your worst nightmare. These 
spirits of ancient Hawaiian warriors, dedicated to protecting the islands from all outside threats, will 
only spare your life if you -- reportedly -- lay face down, pee on yourself in submission, or if 
(miraculously) share a bloodline with one of the warriors. Good luck peeing on yourself, tourist! 
Where it came from: The first alleged "encounter" with The Night Marches, known as Huaka’I po in 
Hawaiian, was recorded when Captain Cook arrived on Hawaiian shores in 1778. In Hawaiian 
tradition, the night marchers' role in life was to protect sacred members of the community. In modern 
times, their spirits have been reported all throughout the islands, mainly at the sites of sacrificial 
temples and other sacred grounds. Oh, and the decidedly corporate Davies Pacific Center building 
in downtown Honolulu. Apparently, they still protect the island from outsiders -- and if you buy into 
the legend, they always will. -- WF 

Idaho: The Phantom Jogger of Canyon Hill 

Why it’s creepy: There are rumors of many hauntings in Caldwell, Idaho’s centuries-old Canyon Hill 
Cemetery, but the one that gets the most attention is the Midnight Jogger. As with many of the best 
urban legends, you have to do your part to get her attention: In this case it involves parking between 
certain trees in the cemetery at night. Do it right, and the legless apparition will knock on your 
window to let you know she’s there, then continue on her route. It’s creepy as hell, though now it’s 
only the second-worst image conjured when you think of sinister joggers. 

Where it came from: The origins are unknown, though considering there’s another conspiratorial 
legend that the entire state of Idaho doesn’t actually exist, perhaps the jogger is just a creation of a 
deranged and deceptive government. -- AK 

Illinois: The Italian Bride 

Why it's creepy: An elaborate marble statue of a woman in a wedding dress is bound to stand out 
in a cemetery as it is, but that's not what's driven The Italian Bride to be a subject of local 
fascination. Upon closer inspection, there is an actual photo plaque on the gravesite of a woman in 
a casket, looking perfectly preserved even though, as an inscription notes, the photo was taken six 
years after burial after the body was exhumed. Reports of unusual activity cover everything from the 
smell of fresh flowers near the gravesite in the dead of winter to the ghostly figure of a woman in 
white roaming the cemetery (or the halls of nearby Proviso West High School) in the dead of night. 
Where it came from: In 1921, recently married Julia Buccola Petta died in childbirth and was buried 
in her wedding dress. Legend has it her mother immediately began experiencing nightmares that 
Julia was demanding her grave be reopened. The source of the distress varies depending on the 
storyteller, often relating to some sort of discontent with Julia's new husband, but what isn't in 
dispute is that six years later the mother got her wish and Julia's pristine condition inspired her to 
raise funds for the statue that's been creeping out generations ever since. -- ML 

Indiana: Diana of the Dunes 
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Why it's creepy: Along the shores of Lake Michigan, fishermen, vacationers, and other passersby 
have reported sightings of Diana, a ghostly nude female apparition floating along the shoreline and 
eventually disappearing into the water without a trace. 

Where it came from: Fishermen first started reporting the sightings of a woman skinny dipping in 
the waters off Indiana's Lake Michigan coastline in 1916 -- and that's because Alice Gray, the source 
of the Diana legend, was still very much alive at that point. The exact circumstances that caused her 
to live a reclusive life in a lakeside shack aren't entirely clear, but the years that followed saw her 
marry a man who later became a murder suspect, and then die an early death, allegedly from 
uremic poisoning. Her ghostly presence has been a subject of local lore ever since. -- ML 

Iowa: Villisca Ax Murder House 

Why it's creepy: Umm, what part of "ax murder house" don't you understand? 

Where it came from: So, the murders themselves are very much NOT an urban legend. They 
happened. And they remain unsolved. Sometime between the evening of June 9,1912 and the 
morning that followed, six members of the Moore family and two houseguests were brutally 
murdered, with each victim having suffered an axe wound to the head. One suspect was tried twice 
and never convicted. Surprising no one, the somehow still standing house is the subject of 
numerous rumors, legends, and reports of paranormal activity. You can find out for yourself, 
because you can actually stay there, just like the ghost hunter who mysteriously stabbed himself in 
the chest there in 2014. -- ML 

Kansas: Stull's Gateway to Hell 

Why it's creepy: The tiny town of Stull has counted very few residents since it was founded in 
1856. The most famous is rumored to be Lucifer himself, who some say appears at the town 
cemetery on Halloween and spring equinox. They say he uses the site where a roofless church 
once stood as a portal to and from Hell. Some say that he's drawn to the site of frequent witch- 
hangings. Others believe one of the graves actually contains Satan’s own child. Either way, new 
graves continue to be dug, despite signs warning against trespassers, perhaps referring directly to 
the Prince of Darkness himself or the cults that are rumored to flock to the grounds. 

Where it came from: The first published article about the horrors are traced back to a 1974 article 
in the University Daily Kansan, though whispers about evil have persisted since 1900 or so. In 1998, 
the "hanging tree" was torn down to stop people from visiting. It hasn’t lessened the need for the 
small town to bolster an annual police presence to deter visitors looking for a glimpse of the Devil 
himself. —AK 

Kentucky: The Witch Girl of Pilot's Knob 

Why it's creepy: Just looking at the pictures of young Mary Evelyn Ford's grave feels a bit 
unnerving, with a series of interlocking white crosses forming a fence around a pit of gravel and the 
bars appearing unnaturally bent in some places. Then you hear the alleged backstory — a mother 
and daughter both accused of witchcraft and burned at the stake in 1916, with the mothers charred 
remains being carried to a far-off location while the daughter was buried in a steel-lined coffin 
covered in stone and encased in crosses to prevent her escape. Some have claimed to witness tiny 
footprints appearing in the gravel, or even a young ghostly figure trying to escape the gravesite. Kid 
ghosts, as we know, are the creepiest ghosts. 

Where it came from: While stories about the gravesite go back decades, and naturally increased in 
detail with the growth of the internet, there's not much evidence that anyone was burned at the 
stake for witchcraft in the area in 1916: even back then, that was generally big news. Mary Evelyn 
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Ford really did die a tragic young death, but the stated cause of death is peritonitis, an inflammation 
of the stomach lining. It's amazing what a truly unnerving gravesite can do for the imagination -- we 
still wouldn't want to be near it at night. -- ML 


Louisiana: The Vampire Comte de Saint 
Germain 

Why it's creepy: As far as spooky shit goes, 
Louisiana does not rely solely on 
voodoo/hoodoo, ghosts and Woody 
Harrelson's accent from True Detective. Like 
any debonair bloodsucker male vampire worth 
his garlic, Jacques Saint Germain's hobby is 
seducing attractive young females in New 
Orleans, only to promptly drink their blood. By 
some accounts, he was born in the early 
1700s. In others, he has been alive since 
Christ. After "dying" in 1783, he was spotted all over Europe before reappearing to terrorize New 
Orleans 1902. He's still on his blood-drinking binge in the French Quarter today, though now he just 
goes by "Jack." Nice rebrand. 

Where it came from: Comte de Saint Germain was certainly a real person, alchemist, and all-round 
high-society snob who befriended a laundry list of famous 18th-century luminaries. He ran with 
crews including King Louis XV, Catherine the Great, and the philosopher Voltaire, who said he was 
“a man who never dies, and who knows everything.” He has been tied to several local murders, and 
in the 1970s a French psuedo-celeb named Richard Chanfray publicly claimed to be the infamous 
Saint Germain. But then, he died of a drug overdose in 1983. Or... did he? Well, he probably did. -- 
WF 

Maine: Wood Island Light 

Why it's creepy: Instead of providing useful light to help ships navigate, the lighthouse on Wood 
Island reportedly provides a space for strange moans, unexplained shadows, and other indicators of 
paranormal activity commonly attributed to a murder-suicide that took place there decades ago. 
Where it came from: Howard Hobbs, a local fisherman and drifter, really did murder his landlord, 
Fred Milliken, on the Wood Island in 1896. Hobbs had been drinking and, after shooting Milliken, left 
the scene and turned his rifle on himself. You can read about the events of that day in all their 19th- 
century newspaper glory here. From ghost experts who weigh in on such things, Hobbs is generally 
considered the likeliest candidate to still be haunting the lighthouse. -- ML 

Maryland: The Goatman 

Why it's creepy: Maryland's infamous Goatman allegedly does all the things you would expect a 
deranged half-goat/half man to do: kill teenagers, eat dogs, scream like a goat, etc. But the most 
terrifying aspect is just how deep the lore goes. The USDA was even forced, at one point, to publicly 
deny accidentally creating the beast in their Beltsville agricultural research center. Another tale 
revolves around a goat farmer who, after realizing a group of rowdy teens had killed his tribe, went 
totally crazy and turned into a teen-slaying goat monster. 

Where it came from: Though the lore had been around for a while, the first recorded media 
mentions of the Goatman occurred in 1971, courtesy of writer Karen Hosier of the Prince George’s 
County News. The first was a deep dive into Maryland folklore, followed by an actual news item 
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about a family blaming the brutal decapitation of their puppy on the Goatman... which they may or 
may not have just heard about via the County News. One month later The Washington Post ran a 
national feature detailing the legend of the Goatman. Ultimately, the Goatman has become one of 
America's most persistent and well-known urban legends, with claimed sightings still occurring with 
regularity and cheesy fictionalizations still creepin' out the Old Line State. -- WF 

Massachusetts: The Curse of Giles Corey 

Why it's creepy: The Salem Witch Trials were creepy enough to begin with (go read The Crucible 
again if you don't believe it!), but the story of Giles Corey, who was slowly pressed to death under a 
series of progressively heavier rocks in an effort to extract a confession, is particularly unsettling. 
Where it came from: Legend has it he uttered a curse against Salem right before his dying breath 
(you could understand why he'd have some ill will). For generations, his apparition has allegedly 
appeared in the cemetery before something terrible is about to happen, including a 1914 fire that 
burned down a sizable proportion of the city. There has also been a series of tragedies that have hit 
the Salem sheriffs office (starting with the 1696 heart attack that killed George Corwin four years 
after he presided over the trials). -- ML 

Michigan: Hell's Bridge 

Why it's creepy: The Nain Rouge and Dogmen? They’ve got nothing on the tale of Elias Friske, a 
deranged old preacher who, according to blood-curdling lore, pied-pipered a group of tethered 
children into the woods near what is now Algoma Township. He slaughtered them one by one, 
casting them into Cedar Creek before being caught by their parents and hanged, but not before 
saying he was possessed by demons. In its current form, Hell’s Bridge is a creaky, narrow metal 
footbridge in the middle of the woods, where those brave enough to cross at night claim to hear the 
voices and screams of children, and are sometimes greeted by a black figure with glowing eyes as 
they traverse it. 

Where it came from: There is no record of an Elias Friske in the area, though there was a 
prominent Friske family beginning in the 1910s. Still, despite the lack of hard facts, anyone who’s 
visited the bridge will attest that there’s something out there, and it usually makes its presence 
known as you’re teetering on a shaky metal bridge in the moonlight. -- AK 

Minnesota: The Hairy Man of Vergas Trail 

Why it's creepy: What’s not to be creeped out about? An 8-foot, musty-smelling, barefoot man with 
a reputation for being unnaturally aggressive is a hell of a thing to consider encountering in the 
woods. Some reported sightings were just that: sightings. However, reports like Ken Zitzow’s made 
the Hairy Man more than an apparition, but something to fear. Zitzow returned from driving in the 
woods with dents all over his car hood and said the Hairy Man jumped onto the road and began 
pounding the hood. 

Where it came from: Nobody really knows. Sightings trace back to the '60s, had a significant 
increase in the 70s, and still happen from time to time. Some say it’s a legend. Some say there was 
an old hermit living in the woods who wasn’t too keen on your rascally kids wandering his land. 
Others say the Hairy Man is real and point to a mysterious skull discovered in the Vergas Trail area 
that is human-like, but not hominid. It was discovered by a private citizen who didn’t turn it over, so 
no one knows if it’s human, Bigfoot, animal, or hoax. -- Dustin Nelson 

Mississippi: The Three-Legged Lady of Nash Road 
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Why it’s creepy: Whenever a strange person starts chasing your car as you drive down a dark, 
unfamiliar road, it’s unsettling. When she bangs on your hood, it’s even worse. But when she has 
three legs -- and one seems to be a rotting limb she sewed to her body -- that’s just the worst. But 
that’s what generations of Mississippians have said about the stretch of Nash Road near Columbus 
where the Lady does her thing. 

Where it came from: From Robert Johnson selling his soul to the Yazoo Witch, many ghost stories 
in Mississippi persist, but the Three-Legged Lady gets points for changing to suit what scares you. 
Some say that extra leg was removed from a dead lover and attached to her body. Some believe 
she's the ghost of a mother who got lost searching for her dismembered daughter after all she could 
find was a severed leg. Some say she wants to race you across a nearby bridge. Either way, turn off 
your headlights on a stretch of the road and don’t be surprised if you’re forced to confront the 
specter yourself. -- AK 

Missouri: Zombie Road 

Why it's creepy: The dark, canopied trail running through Wildwood, Missouri, just outside St. 

Louis, has been a hotbed of creepy tales for ages, often revolving around shadowy human figures 
following and frightening those along the trail. 

Where it came from: Originally built as an access road for the gravel quarries along the Meramec 
River, the road fell into disuse and disrepair in the 70s and saw an increase in teenagers flocking to 
the area to party/scare the crap out of each other. The origin stories of the trail's haunting varies 
widely, from the kind of plausible (railway accidents, executed Civil War spies) to the more 
sensational (sadistic children's hospital). Several years ago the pathway was paved so it might be 
used as a bike path, but that hasn't done much to slow the legend. The police are doing their best, 
however. - ML 

Montana: The Hitchhiker of Black Horse Lake 

Why it's creepy: Usually, when you see a hitchhiker on a particularly desolate stretch of highway -- 
which Highway 87 certainly can be -- it gives you the willies. On this particular stretch near Great 
Falls, it’s compounded by the fact that the namesake lake is seasonal, and dry most seasons. 
Regardless, the end result of the body of a native-American man -- clad in jeans with jet-black hair -- 
slamming into your windshield as you’re driving is sheer terror. Legend has it those who encounter 
the hitcher suddenly find his body bouncing off the front of their car. When they stop to help, there’s 
nothing there and no damage to the windshield. The hitcher, meanwhile, repeats the cycle 
endlessly, trapped in his own personal hell as he repeats his moment of death with whichever driver 
happens to be cruising down the road at the wrong time. 

Where it came from: Folklorists have traced the whole “vanishing hitchhiker” phenomenon back to 
the 19th century, though given the presence of denim reported by most who encounter the hitcher, 
we’re going to guess he met his demise in the ‘60s if he was real. Legends of wandering spirits of 
Native Americans are pretty prevalent in this part of the country, too, so chances are the hitcher lore 
and the native stuff just mated logically. -- AK 

Nebraska: Seven Sisters Road 

Why it's creepy: There's no shortage of "creepy road where creepy things happen" stories, but 
Nebraska's Seven Sisters Road is particularly unsettling, with the legend telling of a young man 
who, following a dispute with his family, led each of his sisters out to seven different hills and hung 
them from a different tree. 

Where it came from: The precise origins of the legend are unclear (sometimes it's the father rather 
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than the brother, depending on who's telling the story) but it goes back long enough and is ingrained 
well enough in the local culture that it's taken into account when making highway construction plans. 
-ML 








Nevada: Area 51 

Why it's creepy: Area 51 lore has been 
satirized, remixed, and riffed on so much in 
popular culture, sometimes it's hard to 
remember how creepy this whole deal was/is 
in the first place. But secret government cover 
ups, dead aliens, and playing God in the 
middle of the desolate Nevada desert is 
creepier than probing Randy Quaid. It's been 
said that everything from time travel, genetic 
experiments, and alien autopsies are 
commonplace at Area 51. Frankly, no one 
outside of high government knows what goes on in there. 

Where it came from: First off, Area 51 is a real, highly classified military base in the southern 
portion of Nevada; its purpose is publicly unknown. But in the early 1950s, in the infant stages of the 
Cold War, President Eisenhower approved plans to build the U-2 stealth plane and created Area 51 
to house the development labs and test field. When reports of the -- admittedly, spacecraft-looking - 
plane floated through the public and media, theories spread, and the conjecture around Roswell's 
"alien crash" site only fanned the flames of speculation. From there, it's been the epicenter for all US 
government suspicion. -- WF 





New Hampshire: The Cursed Isles of Shoals 


Why it's creepy: The charming archipelago of Isles of Shoals off New Flampshire's eastern shore is 
the perfect destination for a seaside picnic... or you know, a series of brutal murders. Two young 
women were horrifically butchered via the particularly creepy maniac-with-an-axe method in the late 
1870s, and apparently you can still hear them screaming, often late at night, which is just objectively 
unsettling. This specific Island, Smuttynose, is said to be haunted by these ghosts, the axe murderer 
himself, pirates, and a gang of other poltergeists. And c'mon, have you ever seen an abandoned old 
lighthouse in the fog? 

Where it came from: The islands have a history longer than the country they are in. Blackbeard 
himself was rumored to use the islands as a honeymoon destination and gold depository in the early 
18th century -- and naturally he killed some people there along the way. By the time Louis Wagner 
murdered the women living on Smuttynose, there were already ghost stories about the haunting 
chain of islands. With history, pirates, and of course, axe murders, come creepy tales. And again, 
the abandoned lighthouses don't help. -- WF 


New Jersey: The Watcher 

Why it's creepy: Let's be real: The average NJ Devil's fanboy is scarier than the obviously bullshit 
legend of the Jersey Devil. And the Watcher -- a legend that creeped its way to viral fame in 2015 -- 
is like a David Fincher movie breathed into horrifying life. If you don't know the details, in the 
summer of 2015 a young family moved into a million dollar house in Westfield, New Jersey. Soon 
after, they started getting letters signed by someone only ID'ing themselves as "The Watcher" 
claiming it was his duty to "watch over" the house -- while also spouting crazy lines like "Do you 
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need to fill the house with the young blood I requested?" and "Who has the bedrooms facing the 
street?" Holy shit. 

Where it came from: Is this a prank based off a weirdly accepted local legend? A media hoax? A 
way to drive down real-estate prices? It's impossible to know, but I feel very weird. And somebody is 
still sending letters to inhabitants of the house. The debate and skepticism still burn in the creepiest 
corners of the internet, and while it's a fairly "new" legend, it's probably one of the scariest entries on 
this list, no matter what you believe. -- WF 

New Mexico: Chupacabra 

Why it's creepy: Simply put: It's a rabid beast that may or may not be the size of a bear but 
definitely has spikes on its back and glowing eyes. It can fly if it wants, but it will definitely suck the 
blood out of your pets and family. And a TON of people think it's real. Which is almost scarier. 

Where it came from: Anyone who grew up in the Southwest knows about the legend of the 
Chupacabra -- down there, it's as big as Bigfoot, even if people can't agree on what it looks like 
exactly. The first "sighting" happened in 1995 in Puerto Rico, and "eyewitness" accounts of "the 
goatsucker" have been a steady trope across Central America, reaching a heat in Mexico and the 
Southwest over the past two decades. New Mexico, in particular, has been the source of some 
notable Chupa-sightings. As recently as this summer, a treasure hunter claimed he found a genuine 
chupacabra skull in Las Vegas, NM. -- WF 

New York: The Montauk Project 

Why it's creepy: The Montauk Project -- a series of (alleged!) government experiments conducted 
in Montauk, Long Island in the early ‘80s -- reportedly served as one of the Duffer brothers' main 
inspirations for Stranger Things (the original working title of the show was even Montauk). So, we're 
talking about psychological warfare, experimenting on children, opening portals to other dimensions, 
and various other nefarious, government-funded creepiness. Hey, you've probably seen the show. 
Where it came from: While there were rumors circulating around shady government activity on the 
Southeastern tip of Long Island for nearly a decade prior, the legend wasn't fully baked until the 
early 1990s, when Peter B. Nichols -- a parapsychologist and electrical engineer -- helped pen The 
Montauk Project: Experiments in Time, which detailed a slew of salacious "repressed memories" 
from his days working in Montauk, corroborated by other "colleagues." The book detailed time warps 
to Mars, genetic experiments, and Eleven-esque psychic child spies. The Montauk Project itself is 
said to be a piece of a larger psychological warfare conspiracy called The Philadelphia Experiment, 
which naturally, inspired its own film too. -- WF 



North Carolina: The Beast of Bladenboro 

Why it's creepy: Because it's a large possibly 
vampiric cat-beast that might also be part bear 
and will brutally murder your pets and/or 
livestock (and maybe you?) when you aren't 
looking. 

Where it came from: In 1954 a string of 
mysterious, gruesome deaths began to hit 
animals in and around Bladenboro, North 
Carolina -- broken jaws, crushed heads, and 
even reports of blood completely drained from 
bodies. Eyewitness accounts varied, but 
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seemed to point to something vaguely feline in nature, but also larger and more powerful. The story 
made the national news, and there were multiple hunting parties that attempted to catch the beast. 
They never did, but the killings eventually stopped. At least for now. -- ML 

North Dakota: The Gates of Hell 

Why it’s creepy: Abandoned towns are generally creepy, and North Dakota has an abundance of 
settlements that were all but abandoned after the railroad boom. Tagus, though, takes the cake due 
to the little fact that people believe that it once housed a Lutheran church that doubled as a hotbed 
for Satan worship. Legend is, it burned down, but if you stand in just the right place, you can hear 
the screams of the damned bubbling up from hell itself. There are also reports of hellhounds, 
glowing gravestones, and a ghost train. Vandals and revelers have made the few people who call 
Tagus home very wary of visitors, and lord knows that the combination of a rumored portal to hell 
and extremely unwelcoming locals in a small town is boilerplate horror-movie fodder. 

Where came from: The Satanism business dates back to the Satanic Panic of the ‘80s, though 
Tagus been spooky since its founding in 1900, and ever since the late ‘80s -- when hundreds of 
high-schoolers turned up for a vandalism-intensive Halloween party were run out of the ghost town - 
- visitors have been met with extreme skepticism. The city's last church burned to the ground in 
2001. - AK 


Ohio: Melonheads 

Why it's creepy: It sounds like something stale your granny might keep in her candy dish, but is 
actually a legend about pale, sickly, genetically altered children with giant heads and razor sharp 
teeth that simply love killing babies (and also you, in some variances). So, yeah, much worse. 
Where it came from: Riffs on the tale also exist in Michigan and Connecticut, but the Ohioan case 
is particularly compelling. These Melonheads haunt the woods of Kirkland, and are apparently the 
adopted children of a unscrupulous doctor who used the pre-Melonheads to test new medical and 
surgical methods... with not-so-great results. In some versions of the tale, the kids are more likely to 
scurry away like chipmunks than bite your face off. In others, they are just ghosts of the kids. One 
thing is certain: They definitely inspired one very campy, hyper-local horror movie. -- WF 

Oklahoma: The Skirvin Hotel 

Why it’s creepy: Because the place is basically Oklahoma's equivalent to the hotel from The 
Shining, a luxury hotel whose permanent residents include eternally crying babies, a ghost that likes 
to grope people in the shower, spirits that slam doors, and the ghost of the original owner’s mistress, 
who allegedly died along with his illegitimate child... and who still walks the halls with a stroller. It’s 
so prevalent that even the toughest of NBA players -- who stay at the posh hotel when in OKC -- 
often find themselves seeking alternate accommodations. And that’s before the bedbugs start biting. 
Where it came from: The place was built in 1911, and shortly thereafter original owner Fred 
Scheruble was shot to death, but not before allegedly impregnating a maid who perished on the 
10th floor. It’s been downhill from there... even a renovation in the early ‘90s didn’t scrub the 
supernatural from the most haunted hotel in Oklahoma. -- AK 

Oregon: The Bandage Man of Cannon Beach 

Why it’s creepy: Far from the rooted-in-history scares of Portland’s Shanghai Tunnels, the 
Bandage Man haunts a lonely patch of decommissioned highway near the idyllic coast town of 
Cannon Beach. Like many slightly pervy ghosts, he likes to mess with randy teenagers making out 
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in their cars, though more sinister legends 
have him eating dogs, wandering the wind¬ 
swept roadside, and even jumping in the back 
of pickups and sedans, filling the car with the 
scent of rotting flesh. 

Where it came from: The Bandage Man -- 
most popularly a logger hacked up at the 
nearby mill ~ made his earliest documented 
appearance in the ‘50s, and he was likely a 
spook story told around beach bonfires by 
teens weaned on monster movies (thus, the 
silly mummy-like roots). Still, after hearing that 
tale late at night then retiring to the confines of 
a secluded road for a little third-base action, it’s a story that carries enough creepy weight to 
seriously kill the mood, which is why it’s persisted for decades. -- AK 

Pennsylvania: Charlie No-Face 

Why it's creepy: According to legend, after a tragic childhood accident, Charlie No-Face -- aka the 
Glowing Green Man -- lost his face and turned radioactive, literally glowing a toxic green as he 
stalks Western Pennsylvanian highways at night. His main haunt is Piney Fork Tunnel, an 
abandoned freight tunnel in Hillsville. But if you seek him out, keep your foot on the accelerator: If he 
even manages to touch your car, it might stall out. Then you'll be hanging out with Charlie No-Face 
for the rest of your (probably short) life. 

Where it came from: Ray Robinson was a real man. As a child in 1919, he was severely 
electrocuted by a trolly wire while peering into a bird's nest, which practically melted and disfigured 
his entire face. As an adult, Robinson walked Western Pennsylvanian highways (Route 351 to be 
exact), but only at night, as his shocking visage garnered unwanted attention. His "glowing" 
appearance is likely due to the petroleum jelly he needed to coat his damaged skin. Those who 
know him claim he was incredibly sweet, though profoundly isolated. And no, he has nothing to do 
with Pennsylvania's OTHER "Green Man." - WF 

Rhode Island: Mercy Brown 

Why it’s creepy: Rhode Island’s home to many a haunted house -- including the one that inspired 
The Conjuring - but one legend you can experience without trespassing is the tale of Mercy Brown. 
It seemed that back in the day Rhode Island was in the midst of a vampire panic, and its most 
famous victim was 19-year-old Mercy Brown. After her mother and sister died, Mercy succumbed to 
tuberculosis as well. Due to the panic, villagers presumed something supernatural was afoot. When 
they exhumed Mercy, he body was remarkably well preserved... so they removed her heart and 
liver, burned them down to ashes, and fed them to her sick brother. He died two months later. They 
say the spirit of Mercy, though, still haunts the cemetery of Exeter, where her gravesite remains a 
place where morbid tourists flock and where a chill hangs perpetually in the air. 

Where it came from: Historical fact... Mercy Brown died on January 17, 1892, and her cremated 
heart was force-fed to her brother. Her story is the most famous of many similarly gruesome tales 
that stoke the fires of Rhode Island’s haunted landscape. -- AK 

South Carolina: Boo Hags 
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Why it’s creepy: Boo hags basically make traditional vampires seem like Robert Pattinson 
vampires: They’re skinless beings that creep into people’s homes in the lowcountry, climb on their 
chests for a "ride," and gain vitality by sucking out your breath. They also have a nasty habit of 
tearing off a victim’s skin and wearing it to keep themselves warm, though they’ll usually just leave 
you short of breath and tired. 

Where it came from: Boo hags are a fixture of Gullah or Geechee culture prevalent in coastal 
lowcountry areas populated by African-American descendants of slavery. The creatures are among 
the most horrifying and unsettling among a rich folkloric history, yet seem tame when compared to 
the true atrocities of the region that birthed them. -AK 

South Dakota: Walking Sam 

Why it's creepy: A wave of suicides --103 
attempts as of December 2014 ~ on the Pine 
Ridge Indian Reservation in South Dakota is 
being attributed to the presence of the 
Walking Sam figure. Teenagers claim a 
slender, shadow-like spirit dubbed Walking 
Sam appears before them and commands 
them to kill themselves (sound familiar?). The 
first wave occurred in 2013 when five 
members of the Oglala Sioux tribe killed 
themselves, and continued to spiral until 
Oglala Sioux tribe Vice President Thomas Poor Bear discovered photos on Facebook in 2015 
depicting nooses hanging from trees, revealing plans behind a teenage group suicide. 

Where it came from: The specter archetype that Walking Sam is based on has roots starting with 
the good old-fashioned boogeyman and working all the way down to the ‘Slender Man told me to do 
it’ folklore of 2008. The idea of shadow people is also a pretty old-school urban legend going back 
further than history can care to track. However, the character of Walking Sam himself has existed 
among the Lakota and Dakota Native American tribes for some time now, with a record of him being 
described in Peter Matthiessen’s In the Spirit of Crazy Horse back in 1980. Sometimes known as 
“Stovepipe Hat Bigfoot” or “Taku-he”, the character’s been spotted by South Dakota Sioux and Little 
Eagle tribes as far back as 1974. -- JA 

Tennessee: The Bell Witch 

Why it’s creepy: Essentially a real-life horror movie, the hauntings of one Tennessee family by 
some sort of spirit believed to be a witch ultimately attracted the attention and subsequent visit by 
soon-to-be president Andrew Jackson. And while Jackson, who allegedly was spoken to by the 
witch, got the heck out of Dodge, a cave near the site believed to a be a portal for the witch remains 
a major tourist attraction in Adams, Tennessee today. 

Where it came from: Probably hell, but more factually, the haunting of the Bell family began in 1817 
after the father, John Bell, witnessed some sort of rabbit-headed dog in his field and tried to shoot it. 
From that night on the family experienced tappings on the doors and windows, sheets slowly being 
pulled off beds, and eventually the voice of a woman named Kate who was dead set on destroying 
the family. After years of torment, John Bell died in 1820, after which the family found a small vial of 
liquid near his deathbed. Kate, the Bell Witch, proudly proclaimed she gave John the poison that 
finished him off. -- Tanner Saunders 

Texas: Black-Eyed Children 
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Why it’s creepy: Scary movies constantly have people fearing old country back roads, abandoned 
homes, and kids popping out of corn fields, but the Black-Eyed Children are known to be seen 
wandering around totally normal, non-threatening locales like Wal-Mart parking lots and Sonic Drive- 
Ins. And worst, they’re rumored to put their victims in a tight situation by starting out asking for 
something totally unsuspecting like a ride home or some petty cash. 

Where it came from: The first documented case of the Black-Eye Children came in 1996 from 
reporter Brian Bethel, who had pulled his car into the parking lot of an Abilene movie theater to use 
the bright marquee light to write a check. While filling out the check, two young kids who Bethel 
claims were between 9-12 approached the car, knocked on the window and asked for a ride home 
to grab cash to come back for movie. The children, who totally unnerved Bethel, claimed they didn’t 
have a gun (weird, right?) before making eye contact and revealing coal-black eyes that Bethel later 
described as “the sort of eyes one sees these days on aliens or bargain-basement vampires on late 
night television." -- TS 

Utah: Escalante Petrified Forest Curse 

Why it's creepy: Utah's legend is particularly troubling for tourists, as they might be taking the 
horror home with them, even if they escape the forest. With shocking regularity, visitors who have 
stolen chunks of petrified wood from Escalante Petrified Forest State Park will mail back their lifted 
souvenirs. All their letters detail series of unfortunate events, from broken collarbones, arms, and 
ribs to mysterious illnesses, horrific accidents, and financial ruin. The one thing they have in 
common? They all occurred AFTER the victim illegally stole a piece of the forest. 

Where it came from: Many people have -- and still do -- mail back cursed pieces of the petrified 
wood, and the park even displays the letters and samples openly as an attraction. Apparently, there 
have been cases of stolen wood turning to bad luck since the 1930s, though it's unclear the actual 
root of the curse. Maybe it's the burden of moral ambiguity affecting other areas of life? Maybe it's 
just coincidence? Either way, it's not worth risking your collarbone. -- WF 

Vermont: The Hayden Family Curse 

Why it's creepy: You know a curse is serious when it takes down an entire lineage and still 
manages to bother people after everyone else is dead. William Hayden was a wealthy landowner in 
Albany, Vermont in the early 1800s, but he never repaid his even wealthier mother-in-law for loaning 
him some major funds over the years. After much complaining, she became mysteriously ill, 
accused William of poisoning her, and with her dying breath said “The Hayden name shall die in the 
third generation and the last to bear the name shall die in poverty.” The Hayden family barely made 
it another 100 years after being plagued with financial catastrophes and illnesses. Phantom music, 
mysterious lights, and other assorted paranormal activity is said to haunt their estate in Albany - 
along with the ghost of vengeful mother-in-law, too. She is really mad at this guy. 

Where it came from: In some versions, William Hayden was a Gatsby-esque party boy who quite 
knowingly blew all his mother-in-law's funds on lavish parties and ornate decorations for his home, 
building the family's local fame and infamy... which probably just fueled the rumor mill. And when all 
the Haydens died, a wealthy Canadian family moved in their mansion and allegedly used the home 
for bootlegging and smuggling Chinese immigrants for slave labor. So yeah, even if the curse ISN'T 
real, the house itself still has some dark history. -- WF 

Virginia: The Bunny Man Bridge 

Why it's creepy: The legend is fun to repeat at campfires, but the real sightings beyond the legend 
are some to give you nightmares. In 1970, there were numerous police reports of people who had 
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been threatened by a man holding an axe 
wearing a white suit with bunny ears. A few 
individuals reported that the man in the suit 
actually threw the axe at them for trespassing. 
To this day, there have been many sightings of 
dead rabbits appearing in the woods 
surrounding Fairfax Bridge, now known as 
“The Bunny Man Bridge,” as well as a white 
figure appearing late at night underneath the 
bridge. 

Where it came from: Legend says that in 
1904, a group of convicts were piled onto a 
bus to be transported from an asylum in 
Clifton, Virginia to a nearby prison. En route, one of the buses crashed, the convicts managed to 
escape, and the police were able to round up all but one of the convicts. As their search went on, 
they began to find skinned, half-eaten bunnies in the woods and hanging from the overpass of 
Fairfax Bridge, now known as “The Bunny Man Bridge.” A year later, on Flalloween Night, several 
teens went to hang out under the bridge: Come morning they were all found dead. It is said that if 
you hang out under the bridge on Flalloween Night, you will meet the same fate as the rabbits and 
the teenagers. -- Sylvie Borschel 

Washington: The 13 Steps to Hell 

Why it’s creepy: Basically the opposite of the Zeppelin song, the Maltby Cemetery -- itself the 
subject of rumors associating it with satanism -- is rumored to include a subterranean tomb for a 
really creepy rich family that could be accessed by 13 steps that led to their final resting place. Or 
the final resting place of every damned soul in history, as legend has it that descending the entire 
staircase led you to glimpse hell itself. 

Where it came from: The cemetery’s been around since 1901, though the crypt itselfs date has 
been lost to time... as have the stairs themselves, which have been bulldozed and covered in 
concrete. That hasn’t stopped curious paranormal masochists from trespassing on the secluded 
private property, allegedly showing up at the cemetery at night eager to unearth it via nocturnal 
excavation missions... and being greeted by the cemetery’s other apparitions. -- AK 

West Virginia: Mothman 

Why It's creepy: The Mothman was introduced to West Virginia in 1966 with the best newspaper 
headline ever: "Couples See Man-Sized Bird... Creature... Something." From there, residents all 
over West Virginia reported seeing the winged, human-like, red-eyed creature around the state, 
unsure if it was a demon, alien, or genetic experiment gone wrong. Even as recently as 2016, 
Mothman sightings have made the news. Yes, like the actual news. 

Where it came from: The myth dates back to that initial newspaper piece, but the legend has been 
long propagated in pop culture -- inspiring a horror novel and the subsequent Richard Gere film 
adaptation. In Point Pleasant, where the original incident was recorded, there's a Mothman 
museum, a Mothman Festival, and a sizable statue. The Mothman has become big business, and if 
nothing else, he clearly paved the way for tabloid darling, the Bat Child. -- WF 

Wisconsin: The Rhinelander Hodag 
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Why it’s creepy: The hodag is a small creature that is simultaneously a frightening demon and 
comically covered in spikes. It’s often portrayed as being dog-sized, but early reports said it could 
grow to six-feet long. A 1928 legend describes the hodag as having the head of a frog, saber-tooth 
tiger-like fangs, thick legs with large claws, the back of a plated dinosaur, and a long tail with spears 
on the end. Despite its hellspawn swagger, it was never that much of a threat to humans, outside of 
its powerful “skunk perfume” stench. 

Where it came from: The green devil was ’’discovered” in 1893 by developer Eugene Shepard and 
almost instantly became a fixture of north Wisconsin folklore. Three years later, Shepard claimed he 
caught another and put it on display at the 1896 Oneida County Fair. He had knocked it out with 
chloroform so, of course, it was sleeping. But he had wires hooked up to the fake animal to make it 
move occasionally. Word spread fast and the Smithsonian sent a reporter to look into the hodag. 
Shepard quickly admitted it was a fraud. Rhinelander never let go, though. It’s the high school 
mascot and there are multiple statues of the beast around town. -- DN 

Wyoming: The Platte River Ship of Death 

Why it's creepy: There are endless creepy tales in the wilds of Wyoming, among them a headless 
woman who haunts the lodge at Old Faithful. But the creepiest is also the most overlooked: A ghost 
ship that materialized out of a spectral fog on the Platte River. The cursed crew huddles on the deck 
of the old sailboat, surround a body. If the onlooker persists in looking, the corpse is revealed to be 
that of a still-living loved one, who will then die soon afterward. 

Where it came from: The ship was first reportedly spotted in 1892 by a trapper named Leon 
Weber, whose girlfriend died shortly after he envisioned her on the cursed deck. Legend has it that 
the last documented sighting claimed the life of a lumberjack's friend back in 1903. There have been 
no "official" sightings since, though you could forgive people for getting the hell away from the river 
as soon as the fog rolls in. 

Janelle Albukhari, Sylvie Borschel, Wil Fulton, Andy Kryza, Matt Lynch, Dustin Nelson, Tanner 
Saunders, and Alex Robinson contributed to this story 
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County Limerick is a place of mysticism, 
darkness and the devil. ANN MASSEY 
O’REGAN tells us more. 

1. Limerick to the Hellfire Club -The 
Massey family of Limerick and my own 
ancestors were wealthy and powerful 
members of the peerage and at least 
one held the position of Sheriff. They 
went on to form the Massey Estate in 
south Dublin and part of that estate 
became the infamous Hellfire Club. 

2. Citadel of silence - Glenquin Castle 
stands on the same ground since 1462. It has been the locations of many battles and crucial in 
the defence of West Limerick during invasions and civil war right up to the Easter Rising and 
was the rally point for the West Limerick Republicans. The oppressive atmosphere is said to 
be so intense, not even a crow will fly over the tower, too terrified of the darkness within. 

3. Did Limerick inspire Nosferatu? Sheridan Le Fanu was one the most influential writers of 
the Victorian era and produced iconic Gothic works such as Nosferatu and Carmilla. His father 
was made Rector of the parish of Abington in County Limerick and the horror author lived 
close to the graveyard and medieval abbey until he left for Trinity College. 

4. Black magic and the church -13th century Saint Katherine’s Augustinian Abbey is just 
ruins, but remains of the Abbey church and Refectory are still evident. It is believed that the 
last Abbess prior to the Abbey’s dissolution in 1541 practiced witchcraft in a room south of the 
Church, which became known as The Black Hag’s Cell.The ruins themselves are haunted by 
the Countess of Desmond. The Earl and Countess were fleeing an assault and during their 
escape the Countess was wounded by an arrow. Believing her to be dead, her husband 
buried his wife in haste beneath the altar at St Katherine’s.The Countess regained 
consciousness only to find herself buried alive. A shadowy figure is seen among the ruins and 
the Countess’s screams still ring out in the night. 
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5. Witch of Barna - Just outside the county town of Newcastle West is an old railway tunnel 
and in the tunnel wall is a face. The face of Sprid Na Barna (Spirit of Barnagh). Moll 
O’Shaughnessy murdered her husband and child in cold blood. Moll was tried and sentenced 
to death by being placed in a nail lined barrel and rolled from the top of the highest hill to the 
bottom. She was seen long after her execution in various forms around Barnagh causing as 
much chaos and fear as she could, and her face remains to terrify locals to this day. 

6. Sacrifice and Satan - In the small town of Askeaton stand the remains of Limerick’s 
Hellfire Club. Like other clubs of the same name it was a place of debauchery, dark practices 
and sacrifice. These rumours were fuelled by the adjacent Friary being abandoned as soon as 
the Hellfire Club opened and remained so throughout the club’s 60-year history. 

7. Blood of the enemies - Adare has the title of the prettiest village in Ireland, however it has 
a very dark history. 12th century Desmond Castle stands on the River Maigue and was home 
to the Earls of Kildare for centuries. The stones in the castle walls are bound together with the 
blood of Limerick’s enemies mixed into the mortar. 

8. Beheaded Vikings - At the end of the 10th century Limerick was ruled by its last Norse 
King, Ivar. Brian Boru and his army took back the city with a bloody and vicious battle 
culminating in the beheading of every Viking warrior they captured. 

9. Touch the Devil - Ballinagarde House in the village of Ballyneety is a large mansion built in 
1774 for one of Cromwell’s henchmen. Edward Croker was returning home in his carriage and 
noticed a stranger riding towards him. Croker invited the gentleman out of the elements and 
into his home where the two became very intoxicated. When a butler removed the shoes of the 
visitor he noticed cloven hooves where his toes should be. From that moment every 
descendant of Edward Croker failed at every venture until all was lost and the family home 
became an abandoned shell. Now a dark figure is seen riding through the grounds, said to be 
the devil on horseback leaving hoof marks in the ground. 

10. Cannibalism and the cabin boy - Patrick O’Brien from Limerick City was 15 years old 
and signed up as a cabin boy aboard the Frances Spaight, a lumber ship based at Limerick 
Docks. The ship set sail under the command of Captain Thomas Gorman and on the return 
journey from New Brunswick a winter storm and the ship lost all provisions and the drinking 
water was contaminated. The captain announced that lots would be drawn, and the loser 
would be eaten by the remaining crew. Patrick O’Brien drew the short straw and he bravely put 
forth his wrists, however the weather prevented a decent flow of blood and the cook slit 
Patrick’s throat. On 23rd December 1835, a rescue vessel boarded the Francis Spaight to find 
Captain Gorman eating the brains and liver of the deceased cabin boy. 

11. Ghostly Knights - Standing on the banks of the River Shannon Estuary is Glin Castle, 
over 700 years old and the subject of reported hauntings and poltergeist activity over many 
years. On the third floor of the castle, poltergeist activity witnessed has included lights flicking 
on and off and doors rapidly opening and closing. A frayed rope was found hanging from a 
ceiling where a worker was killed some years previously when the rope on his safety harness 
snapped. A builder called Henry appears on the staircase just to pass the time and the 20th 
Knight of Glin himself can be found sitting in his favourite chair. 

12. Celtic God of the Dead - Some 950 feet above sea level is the top of Knockfierna or 
Knock Dhoinn Firinne’ in Ballingarry. It translates as the Mountain of Truth, home to Donn 
Firinne, the Celtic God of the Dead, also known as the Chief of the Mountain and the Fairy 
King. Knockfierna is full of dark history, legend and mysticism. 1837 hailed the archaeological 
discovery of the Ballingarry Ogham Stone, one of only a handful found on Ireland’s shores. 

On the Strickeen lies the Lisnafeen Fairy Fort with a diameter of 100 feet, believed to be 
imbued with fairy magic. On the northern slope is a dolman known as ‘Giant Fawha’s Grave’ 
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and the Cairn or monument at the summit is believed to be the site of the ancient temple of 
Stuadhraicin. 

13. Harbinger of Death - A unique death omen haunts the Scanlan family of Ballyknockane 
known as the Scanlan Lights. The phenomenon dates to an ancestral King of Ossory who was 
falsely imprisoned. Saint Columcille tried to get his release and failed so prayed for divine 
intervention. A pillar of light shone on the king that night and he was freed. Ever since then the 
Scanlan line have been said to witness bright lights prior to the death of a family member. 


Ann Massey O'Regan 

Established in 2001, The Spooky Isles is the UK and Ireland's leading local supernatural depository 
of all things ghostly, horrific and dark... 

This website and its content is copyright of The Spooky Isles © 2011-2017. All rights reserved. 
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Double double, toil and trouble, fire burn and...Hollywood is 
freaking terrifying, you guys. 

On this, the annual All Hallows Eve, as the spirits awaken 
and the candy is handed out, our television screens aren't 
the only things that are going to be haunted. As it turns out, 
Hollywood itself is basically like one giant Freeform made- 
for-TV-movie. (Yes, we're talking about ghost stories). 

As long as there have been celebrities in La La Land there 
have been creepy tales floating around the city. Whether 
it's a set seemingly occupied by a gang of ghosts, or an A- 
lister experiencing their own frightening encounter, no one 
is immune from dark magic this time of year. 

Griffith Park. There's a reason why celebrities (and 
"celebrities") flock to this locale every October for the annual hayride: It's incredibly haunted. In fact, legend has it 
that the only reason its one-time owner even donated it to the city was because he needed to rid himself of all 
those ghosts. 

It all traces back to the park's original curse, placed by Dona Petronilla in the late 1800s after she found out her 
uncle bequeathed it to someone else. (Revenge is a killer, huh?) Many people think Dona's ghost wanders the 
grounds, while others see the ghost of her uncle. 

The Knickerbocker Hotel. How haunted is this place? So haunted. There are several ghost rumors swirling 
around the building—Rudolph Valentino, an actor from the 1920s, reportedly won't leave the bar alone. Marilyn 
Monroe reportedly won't leave the ladies' bathroom alone. Plus, a director died in the lobby and Harry Houdini's 
widow held seances on the roof for years. 

The Hollywood Sign. In the fall of 1932, actress Peg Entwistle jumped to her death from the very top of the giant 
'H.' (And that's a fact). Ever since then, tourists and residents alike have copped to seeing a woman that looks just 
like her (even down to her outfit) wandering around the area. So in other words, don't get caught near the sign 
after dark unless you want an otherworldly encounter. 

The Roosevelt Hotel. Most people believe the Roosevelt's fame is due to the cast of The Hills, but many 
Angelenos know it for its many ghost sightings. When she isn't over at The Knickerbocker, Marilyn Monroe is an 
apparition in a mirror on the 12th floor (she stayed at the hotel early in her career). Former actor Montgomery Clift 
reportedly gets his ghost on in room 928 and rumor has it that an old-timey gentleman floats around, too. 

Dan Akroyd's Old House. Where did he get the idea for Ghostbusters, you ask? Well it was after he saw some of 
the creepiest stuff ever go down in his very own home. He has described paranormal activity like doors locking on 
their own, the lights turning on and off on their own and a piano playing music on its own. 

Adele's Sussex House. Okay, so it's not technically in Hollywood (or even on this side of the pond), but back in 
2012 the Grammy-winning singer was telling everyone that she was too scared to sleep in her brand new 
mansion. According to tabloid The Sun, she told a friend that there were so many creepy happenings around that 
she hired her bodyguard to move in and help ward off the spirits. 

Culver Studios. This spot in Southwestern LA may not have the same historical cache as, say, Paramount 
Studios, but its ghost cache is on point. Its original owner died on William Randolph Heart's yacht—the 
circumstances around his death are still debated, but one version of the story has it that Hearst shot him thinking 
he was Charlie Chaplin, because he thought he was having an affair with his mistress. 

Confusing? Yes. But what isn't confusing is that people see his ghost around the studio lot all the time. 
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Kate Hudson's...Everywhere. As the actress has admitted, she can quite literally see dead people. Apparently 
she and mother Goldie Hawn have an ability to sense presences, spirits and all sorts of paranormal energy. She 
even once told the director's cut of The Skeleton Key that she sees a woman with no face and her reincarnated 
grandmother. 

The Chateau Marmont. By now this storied hotel's storied history is known the world over, from Lindsay Lohan's 
wild ways to the tragic deaths that have occurred in the infamous bungalows. Late comedian John Belushi is 
believed to haunt number three ever since he passed of a cocaine overdose on the premises. Most creepily, a 
family living there in the late 90s reported that their toddler told them he saw a ghost that looked like Belushi (he 
called the ghost "the funny man.") 

Jessica Alba's childhood bedroom. The Honest Company co-founder once told The Sydney Herald that she 
was visited (violently) by a ghost as a teenager. "I felt this pressure, and I couldn't get up, I couldn't scream," she 
said, before describing that the ghost took her covers off and she was unable to get out of bed. 

Matthew McConaughey's Hollywood Mansion. The first night he spent in his new house was one wracked with 
haunting. He has told of the encounter, which started with a very loud dropping sound and ended with him coming 
to terms with the ghostly roommate. He's since named her Madame Blue and describes her as "pretty chill," which 
is probably the most Matthew McConaughey thing ever. 

Demi LovatoEverywhere the singer goes is haunted, it can be assumed, since she is followed around by the 
ghost of a little girl. Her name is Emily, and she (Demi, not the ghost) told BuzzFeed that she's seen her countless 
times and even has video footage of items flying in the air when Emily is around. 
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(From Grand Forks Daily Herald, December 10, 1888.) 



The Culture of Murder. 

How Impulsive Organisms Are Prepared to Do Dark Deeds. 

No fact is more patent to science than the direct effect of influences exerted through the 
medium of the senses upon the brain—that particular part we of the organism whose 
function we call “mind.” Darwin, Ruskin and all the great students of development have 
labored to bring this fact within the cognizance of the general thinking public. That they have 
failed is only too painfully evidenced by the persistence and surprising ingenuity of the 
practice of cultivating homicidal propensities, and collaterally murder, by a refined use of the 
art of mural decoration. 


While we empower the police to put down with a strong hand the exhibition in shop windows, and 
the censor of stage plays and spectacles to interdict the parade in theatres of pictures and scenes of 
an “immoral” character, because it is recognized that these have a tendency to corrupt the mind of 
youth—and age too—nothing whatever is done to restrain the daily increasing evil of pictorial 
placards displayed on every boarding, and of highly wrought scenes produced at nearly all the 
theatres, which not only direct the thoughts, but actively stir the passions of the people in such way 
as to familiarize the average mind with murder in all its forms, and to break down that protective 
sense of “horror” which nature has given us, with the express purpose, doubtless, of opposing an 
obstacle to the evil influence of the exemplification of homicide It cannot be disguised that even the 
most sensitive nature is to some extent brutalized by the display of these pictures. 


We are none of us as shocked at the spectacle of a knife driven into the chest of a young woman, 
and do not recoil as violently from the idea of this form of murder, as before the display on all sides 
of an elaborate, nearly life size picture of the deed. Nor do two men grappling, together and stabbing 
each other, or one man shooting another with a revolver, strike us as presenting spectacled of such 
hideous enormity as they would have done had we not been familiarized with these scenes by 
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impressive placards staring us in the face at every turn. It does seem strange—passing strange— 
that this murder culture by the educationary use of the pictorial art has not been checked by public 
authority. 

We have no wish to make wild affirmations, but knowing what we do, as observers of development, 
we can have no hesitation in saying that the increasing frequency of horribly brutal outrages is by no 
means unaccountable. The viciously inclined are, in a sense, always weak minded—that is to say, 
they are especially susceptible of influences moving them in the direction their passions incline them 
to take; and when the mind (or brain) impressed through the senses, and particularly the area of 
sight, in such manner as to produce menial pictures, either in waking thought or dreams, of 
homicide, the impulsive organism is, as it were, prepared for the performance of the deeds which 
form the subjects of the consciousness. We are, of course, writing technically, but the facts are 
indisputable, and we trust they will be sufficiently plain. It is high time that this ingenious and 
persistent murder culture should cease.— Lancet 
Posted by Robert Wilhelm 

© Copyright 2009-2017 Robert Wilhelm All Rights Reserved 
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A drinking cup made from the top part of a HUMAN SKULL is expected to sell for around £1,000. 

The unusual vessel has links to Lord Byron after it was dug up by a gardener in the grounds of 
Newstead Abbey, the poet’s Nottinghamshire home. 

It is claimed Lord Byron took a fancy to it and he sent it to be polished and mounted for use as a 
drinking vessel. 

The skull drinking cup has a silver coloured metal rim inscribed “SKULL DRINKING CUP USED BY 
LORD BYRON AT NEWSTEAD ABBEY”. 

This drinking cup made from the top part of a 
HUMAN SKULL is expected to sell for around 
£ 1 , 000 . 

Charterhouse, in Sherborne, Dorset, is 
auctioning the skull drinking up as part of its 
two day sale taking place on October 19 and 
20 . 

They are selling it on behalf of an unnamed 
client from Devon and have given it an 
estimate of between £500 and £1,000. 

Richard Bromell, from Charterhouse 
Auctioneers, said: “As one of the greatest British poets, a peers, a politician and a leading figure in 
the Romantic Movement Lord Byron needs little introduction 

“Anything with an association or connection to Lord Byron is of great interest to collectors, even if it 
is part of a human skull. 

“Lord Byron died in 1824 aged 36 years old. The engraving to the skull cup appears to be of a later 
date, probably towards the end of the 19th century.. 

This drinking cup made from the top part of a HUMAN SKULL is expected to sell for around £1,000. 
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“Although I am not a leading expert in skulls, I 
think you have to take this at face value and 
either believe the inscription of not. 

“For me, I think the legend on the cup does 
hold some water.” 



TheLondonEconomic is a non-profit newspaper run by volunteers and contributors. Copyright 2016 TheLondonEconomic.com, All 
Rights Reserved 
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Serious rail accidents have become such 
rare events that it’s easy to forget just how 
dangerous the railways were in Victorian 
Britain. Between 1840 and 1900 there 
was not a single year without a death on 
the rail network. In 1873 alone there were 
15 fatal accidents - more than one a 
month - and the following year three 
major catastrophes (and a host of smaller 
collisions) contributed to a death toll of 80. 
For decades the newspapers fulminated 
about this appalling safety record, yet little 
progress was made until after the turn of 

One particularly awful incident occurred at Long Eaton, Derbyshire, in October 1869, when a mail 
train collided with a special service taking day-trippers to the Nottingham Goose Fair, killing seven 
passengers. It transpired at the ensuing inquest that the Midland railway company had scheduled 
far more trains than was wise, on a dark and foggy evening when it was difficult for drivers to see 
the track ahead. Calls for improvements to signalling and safer timetabling went unheeded - and a 
few weeks later something very similar happened, and on the same stretch of track. 

On November 17th an express travelling from Derby to Manchester crashed into the back of a 
ballast train which had broken down just outside Long Eaton. Twenty navvies sitting at the rear of 
the ballast train were able to jump clear just before the express locomotive ploughed through it, 
cutting their carriage to matchwood. Miraculously, nobody was seriously injured. Rather the 
opposite, in fact. The incident prompted a rather peculiar letter to the Times from a correspondent 
who preferred to remain anonymous: 

THE CURATIVE EFFECTS OF A RAILWAY 

COLLISION. 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE TIMES. 

Suy-Allow mo to confirm oil tlint yonr two cotrA3nnnit< 

curative effects of a railway collision 

Sir, allow me to confirm all that your two correspondents have related with respect to the alarming 
collision on the 17th inst. on the Midland line. 

Two earlier letters had given eyewitness accounts of the scene, and called for the railway company 
to be punished for its ‘grossest neglect’. 

Nothing needs to be added either to their descriptions of the circumstance or to their just 
condemnation of the reckless negligence which brought us so near to death; but the shock 
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produced so curious an effect on myself — an effect, perhaps, unparalleled in the history of railway 
accidents — that you will, perhaps, excuse my troubling you with the details. 

And unparalleled in the history of medical science, as it transpires. 

At my hotel in Manchester on Tuesday night I was seized with all the symptoms of a violent attack of 
rheumatic fever. 

Unless you live in a developing country, it’s quite likely that you’ve never met anybody who’s 
suffered from rheumatic fever. But in nineteenth-century Britain it was a problem of epidemic 
proportions. One of its commonest complications was endocarditis, so that tens of thousands of 
people - many of them children - suffered from agonising heart problems. Improved public hygiene, 
and the evolution of the pathogen causing the disease, have virtually eliminated rheumatic fever in 
the West, though it remains a big problem in other parts of the world. 

In fact, my condition so alarmed me, and my dread of a sojourn in a Manchester hotel bed for two or 
three months was so great, that I resolved to make a bold sortie, and, well wrapped up, start for 
London by the 3.30 p.m. Midland fast train from the London Road terminus. From the time of leaving 
that station to the time of the collision, my heart was going at express speed; my weak body was in 
a profuse perspiration; flashes of pain announced that the muscular fibres were under the tyrannical 
control of rheumatism, and I was almost beside myself with toothache. 

These symptoms are, it must be said, quite vague. 

Crash! smash! bump! and bang! and from side to side of the carriage I went like a billiard ball under 
a hard cushion hit. The compartment was soon seen to be sprinkled with the blood of a hapless 
victim whose face had come into crushing contact with his vis-a-vis, and whose nerves will, I fear, 
from what I subsequently observed of his condition, suffer for some time in consequence. 

‘vis-a-vis’ is an old term meaning ‘the person sitting opposite’. The florid nature of the gentleman’s 
prose makes me wonder whether he was a professional writer - or at least a writer manque. 

As soon as I thought it prudent I alighted and rendered what aid was considered necessary, and 
although the condition of the atmosphere was such as, under other circumstances, would probably 
have produced the worst results on a frame shaken and debilitated by the strong fever lurking in my 
veins... 

By which he means it was dank and foggy. 

.. .it is remarkable that from the moment of the collision to the present hour no ache, pain, sweat, or 
tremor has troubled me in the slightest degree, and, instead of being, as I expected, and, indeed, 
intended, in bed, drinking tinct. Aurantii... 

Tinctura Aurantif. tincture of orange peel. According to the 1872 edition of Pereira’s Elements of 
Materia Medica this was ‘an agreeable stomachic, and is principally employed as a flavouring 
adjunct to decoctions and infusions’. In other words, it tasted nice but didn’t do much. 

...or absorbing through my pores oil of horse-chestnut, I am conscientiously bound to be at my 
office bodily sound, but mentally reminded that the curative power of a trip by the Midland line is by 
no means guaranteed by my experience. 
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Evidently seeing himself as something of a comedian, the unnamed correspondent concludes his 
letter with a joke every bit as laboured as we have come to expect from Victorians (Dickens apart, of 
course): 

By-the-by, Sir, don’t print my name or address, or the Midland Railway Company may come down 
upon me for compensation. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

L.R. 

London, Nov 20 

The case was later cited in several articles and books about the influence of the imagination on the 
human body, a subject that fascinated nineteenth-century physiologists. They believed that the 
rheumatic fever had been cured by the mental excitement that followed the collision. I suspect the 
real explanation is more prosaic: either Mr L.R. was suffering from nothing more serious than a 
slight cold, or he was a bit of a hypochondriac. Either way, the article stands as a rare example of a 
nineteenth-century passenger cured, rather than killed, by a railway accident. 

Posted on 13th October 201713th October 2017Author Thomas MorrisCategories Remarkable 
recoveries, Uncategorised 
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History is full of stories about curses spoken by prisoners, either rightfully or wrongfully convicted, 
on the way to their execution. The hexes were a prisoner’s supernatural retribution for perceived 
wrongs that the court dealt them. This cosmic vengeance often resulted in disease or gruesome 
accidents that caused untimely, often violent, deaths of doomed individuals. A curse’s infamy was 
reinforced by the number and gruesomeness of the fatalities. Although the lore around some curses 
have a historical basis, archaeologists rarely find evidence for it. 

Sarah Good was one of the first victims of the 
Salem witch trials that plagued 
Massachusetts from 1692 to 1693, and 
resulted in the execution of 20 people. Abigail 
Williams and Elizabeth Parris accused Sarah 
of using her supernatural powers to torment 
and possess their bodies. Good was arrested 
and emphatically denied the charges in 
court. It should be mentioned that Sarah’s 
four-year-old daughter was also jailed for 
witchcraft at the same time as her mother, but 
was released at the end of 1692. To make 
matters worse for Sarah, she gave birth to 
another daughter while in prison, but the 
baby did not survive. Not many people could 
blame Sarah for leveling a curse against the very people who accused her of crimes she did not 
commit. 

She was eventually found guilty and sentenced to death. On July 19, 1692, when Sarah Good 
stood on top of the gallows, Reverend Nicholas Noyes, who served as minister over the trials, 
demanded that she confess. In response, according the Salem Witch Museum, Sarah said, “You 
are a liar. I am no more a witch than you are a wizard, and if you take away my life God will give 
you blood to drink.” 



Lithograph (1892) depicting artist’s vision of the Salem Witch Trials, by 
Joseph Baker. Image credit: Wikipedia 



Memorial stone for Sarah Good in Salem. 
Imaged Credit: Tim1965 on Wikipedia 

It’s rumored that’s exactly what happened when 
Noyes passed away in 1717. He supposedly 
died when a blood vessel in his head ruptured 
and caused his mouth to fill with blood. 

Realistically, we can’t say for sure that this is 
how Reverend Noyes perished. To corroborate 
the story about the circumstances surrounding 
Noyes’ death, forensic scientists would have to 
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exhume his grave. There likely isn’t much of Noyes’ body remaining to confirm that a brain 
hemorrhage killed him. 

It can be very difficult to find evidence in the archaeological record for the origin story for a curse 
because bodies decompose and written records are lost. But in 2004, The Guardian reported that 
archaeologists found physical evidence of one of the most deadly curses in English history. 

In early 2004, archaeologists with Oxford Archaeology unearthed a mass grave between Oxford 
castle’s medieval fortifications and its prison. The grave contained 60-70 skeletons dating to 
between the mid-16th to mid-18th centuries. Dan Poore, an archaeologist with Oxford 
Archaeology, told The Guardian, “The early bodies may well be those from the Black Assizes era.” 

In 1577, Rowland Jenkins, a “foul-mouthed” bookbinder, was tried during the assizes of Oxford, 
judicial sessions held periodically when traveling judges came to town, or his support of the Pope 
and saying mean words about Queen Elizabeth I. At the end of the 16th century in England, the 
Church of England was the state religion. The monarchy regularly jailed and executed anyone 
preaching support of the Catholic Church. 

He was eventually convicted and nailed by his ears to a pillory, similar to the stocks. Jenkins was 
pissed at this outcome so he cursed the courtroom and the city. 

That same year an epidemic in Oxford killed 300 people including the two judges, a clerk, the 
coroner, sheriff, and jury members of the assize. For this reason, the assize of 1577 became 
known as the Black Assize. 

Historians argue that these people died from gaol fever, also known as typhus. Typhus is a 
bacterial infection spread by lice and is common in the unsanitary, overcrowded prison conditions. 
Prisoners often died from gaol fever while in custody because they had to wait on a judge to come 
to town to hear their case. Typhus would spread from the jail to the court when prisoners were 
finally brought in front of the judge. 

Oxford archaeologists believe that the mass grave they uncovered in 2004 held prisoners that died 
as the result this typhus epidemic, that some attribute to Jenkins’ words, because the skeletons date 
to the right period, the grave is close proximity to the old prison, and most of the individuals are 
male. 


Near this Spot stood the ancient 

Shire Hall. 

unhappily famous in History as the Scene in 

J«iy 1577 

of the Black Assize. 

when a malignant disease, known as the Gaol fever, 
caused the death, within forty days, of 

The Lord chief Baron (Sir Robert bell) 

THE HIGH SHERIFF (SIR ROBERT D'OYLY 
of Merton). 

and about three hundred more. 

The Malady from the Stench of the Prisoners developed 
itself during the Trial of one Rowland Jenkes. a saucy 
foul mouthed Bookseller, for scandalous words uttered 
against the Queen. __ 

Anno 1875 
J.M.D. 
p/e posuit 


Plaque inside the Oxford county hall. Imaged credit: Motacilla 
via Wikipedia. 

In the 19th century, city officials mounted a plaque on a wall 
inside the county hall that memorializes the cursed uttered by 
Rowland Jenkins and the resulting typhus epidemic: 

“Near this spot stood the ancient Shire Hall, unhappily famous in 
History as the Scene in July 1577, of the Black Assize, when a 
malignant disease known as the Gaol fever caused the death 
within forty days of the Lord Chief Baron of the Exchequer, 

Sir Robert Bell, the High Sheriff (Sir Robert D’Oyly of Merton) 
and about three hundred more. 
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The malady from the stench of the Prisoners developed itself during the Trial of one Rowland 
Jenkes, a saucy foul-mouthed Bookseller, for scandalous words uttered against the Queen. ” 
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A German Dancer Couple Created Extravagant and Playful Costumes Before They 
Committed Suicide in 1924 

Knowledge of the astonishingly bizarre and tragic art of Walter Holdt and Lavinia Schulz is obscure 
and largely based on the rediscovery in 1986 of artifacts deposited in a Hamburg museum back in 
1925. 


The artistic power within this 
couple apparently lay with 
the woman, for virtually 
nothing is known of Holdt. 
After suffering from a severe 
ear disease, Schulz (1896- 
1924) studied ballet, 
painting, and music in Berlin, 
where as early as 1913 she 
came into contact with 
Herwarth Walden's Sturm 
circle of expressionists. Through this circle she became friends with Lothar Schreyer, who invited 
her, "my first student, a genial person with violent passion," to perform, apparently nude, in his wild 
production of August Stramm's Sancta Susanna in 1918. 

When Schreyer, disillusioned by his struggle to form an avant-garde theatre in Berlin, moved to his 
native Hamburg in 1919, Schulz followed him. It is not known whether she met Holdt there or 
whether they had already met by this time. In Berlin Schulz was a costumer and seamstress for 
Schreyer's early Kampfbuhne productions, including the 1920, Edda-inspired Skirnismol', Holdt 
played Skirnir in a heavy, robotically abstract costume but seemed to dance in it without difficulty. 

Schulz married Holdt in April 1920, and the couple soon drifted away from Schreyer, for, as Schulz 
explained in a note, "Expressionism is not a solution; expressionism works with machines and 
industry." 

Schulz and Holdt led a fanatically austere existence in a bizarre expressionist cellar apartment 
without a floor, bed, or hot water. They slept on straw and dedicated themselves religiously to the 
construction of their strange mask dances, wearing gray tights during the day so that they could 
work on the dances as they worked on the masks and costumes. 

The couple became obsessed with recovering an archaic Aryan-Nordic identity free of Jewish- 
Christian contamination. According to H. H. Stuckenschmidt, who was their friend, Schulz craved 
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hardship: "Poverty, hunger, cold, Nordic landscape with snow, ice, and catastrophes: that was her 
world, and with Holdt she found it". 

The marriage, however, experienced intense strain. The couple had great difficulty earning any 
money and longed to find a way to live without it; Holdt apparently possessed a character that was 
not entirely trustworthy, and Schulz was violently jealous, perpetually terrified that Holdt would 
betray her for another woman. 

In 1923 she gave birth to a son, but in this last year of the great inflation she and Holdt suffered from 
continual hunger. In June 1924 police discovered their bodies in the bizarre cellar apartment, with 
the baby between them. Schulz had shot Holdt to death, then killed herself. 




(Images courtesy 
MKG Collection 
Online, via UC Press 
E-Books Collection, 
1982-2004) 

Copyright ©2017 
vintage everyday 


http://www.vintag.es/2017/10/a-german-dancer-couple-created.html 


2/4 





















11/4/2017 


A German Dancer Couple Created Extravagant and Playful Costumes Before They Committed Suicide in 1924 ~ vintage everyday 



http://www.vintag.es/2017/10/a-german-dancer-couple-created.html 


3/4 




































11/4/2017 


A German Dancer Couple Created Extravagant and Playful Costumes Before They Committed Suicide in 1924 ~ vintage everyday 





/* Copyright 2014 Evemote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% !important; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


http://www.vintag.es/2017/10/a-german-dancer-couple-created.html 


4/4 



















9/15/2017 


How Japan's 'Dancing' Cats Predicted a Deadly Environmental Disaster | Mental Floss 


How Japan's 'Dancing' Cats Predicted a Deadly Environmental 
Disaster 

BY Jennifer M Wood September 12, 2017 mentalfl0SS.C0m 


BY Kirstin Fawcett 
September 13, 2017 

In the 1950s, residents of Minamata, Japan, noticed that something was wrong with the city's cats. 
As the SciShow's Hank Green recounts in the video below, the cats would convulse, make strange 
noises and jerking "dancing" motions—and eventually die. Soon, these symptoms spread to the 
local townspeople, and scientists began searching for the cause of the terrifying sickness. 

The culprit was soon revealed to be the Chisso Corporation, a Japanese chemical company with a 
factory in Minamata. About 30 years earlier, the company had begun making an organic chemical 
called acetaldehyde, using mercury as a catalyst to trigger the needed reactions. Afterwards, the 
company dumped the leftover chemicals into Minamata Bay, where the mercury came into contact 
with bacteria that transformed it into the most noxious form of the metal: methyl mercury. This toxic 
substance was absorbed by plants, which were in turn eaten by fish. Eventually, the methylmercury 
made its way up the food chain and poisoned both felines and humans. Birth defects became 
rampant, and more than 900 people died. Thousands of victims have since been identified. The 
neurological syndrome caused by extreme mercury poisoning is now known as Minamata disease. 

©2017 Mental Floss, Inc. All rights reserved. Mental Floss® is a registered trademark owned by 
Felix Dennis, mentalfloss.com is a trademark owned by Felix Dennis. 

Dennis Publishing Limited, licensed by Felden 
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The Beeton Ideal 

Gender, Family and Religious History in the Modern Era 

Although the value of ‘reading for pleasure’ has become part and parcel of contemporary reading 
culture, this highly proselytized past-time, to children and adults alike, was not always considered so 
salient. In fact, in the late 18th and 19th centuries - as the novel proliferated - numerous people and 
groups sought to repress these rising sentiments. 

The first novel has arguably been considered either Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe, or possibly 
Samuel Richardson’s Pamela, each published in the early 18th century. Another possible contender 
was John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, though this was notably different than the latter two, as it 
would have been classified as a ‘religious novel.’ The secular novel, with its emphasis on the 
complexities, desires, and ambiguities of contemporary life, became popular in the 18th century. By 
the early 19th century, religious authors were publishing their own ‘novels’ quite frequently, to 
provide an alternative to secular fiction - a religious counterpart which offered tangible moral 
imperatives interwoven within their text. This included works such as Hannah More’s Coelebes, a 
story about a young man who seeks a devout Christian wife after the death of his father.[1] 

However, the general dislike amongst these pietous authors for ‘novels’ in the secular definition, had 
caused them to avoid applying this term to define their work; they were frequently identified as 
‘moral stories’ instead.[2] 

The investment in alternatives for the rise in secular fiction was grounded in beliefs that this 
particular type of reading was objectionable. Opposition to leisurely entertainments was not unusual; 
indeed, the puritans in the 17th century had condemned theatre-going amongst their congregations, 
due to their beliefs in its invitation to and promotion of immoral behaviour. In the late 18th and 19th 
centuries, novel-reading was also opposed on moral grounds.[3] Additionally, objectors believed that 
novel-reading was part of a faction of entertainments which were frivolous and time- 
wasting. Notably, unlike theatre-going, novel reading had a distinct gender element; it was typically 
women who fell ‘victim’ to its clutches. This is especially noted in the second point, which will be 
elucidated below. 

“[Novel reading was] at best a frivolous and self-indulgent use of God-given time, at 
worst a source of moral and spiritual danger, exposing the reader to false 
representations and extravagant, selfish passions. ”[4] 

1. Novel reading promoted immoral behaviour 

Novels, as noted, were often considered in the same morally nebulous category as the theatre. As 
Silas Hocking noted in the Dundee Evening Telegraph: 

In the days of my youth, fiction was regarded a very dangerous reading, especially for 
young people. The novel and the theatre were placed on the same level. Both were of 
the devil, and consequently both were to be shunned. ”[5] 
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NOVEL-READING DANCER. 

booking on novel* .md novel 
reading, at Bumero**, CtiH(*ltown, 
Usi night, the Rev, \V. C Robson MiJ 
that novel reading should tie rationed. 
I'nrestrained Indulgence In Action, he 
aatil, had serious dong* r. 

It may become a kind of alcoholism 
under Which work Is neglected, and 
there is no menial energy (or anything 
serious. 

The power of discrimination and 
critical judgment may be Unpaired and 
lost by revelling In romantic or sickly 
sentimental stories. 

Sheffield Independent, 03 April 1930 


Novels, it was believed, painted immoral behaviour in an 
attractive light, leading readers astray into paths of 
immorality. Furthermore, novels tended to portray 
unrealistic versions of life, which could, at the very least, 
leave readers feeling discontented with their current lot 
in life. 

The Archbishop of York commented on this probability, 
as noted in an article in a Dundee newspaper in 1864: 

“[Novel reading] cascades people into useless 
outcomes, obsesses them with unnecessary 
passions, while providing a distorted view of 
life.’’[6] 


The Archbishop then concluded that reading of all kinds should have an educational and practical 
purpose - not simply offer distractions which will leave readers discontent. 

An early 20th century newspaper expanded on this fear, when it discussed problematic portrayals of 
masculinity in novels which women were frequently reading (probably romantic fiction). In these 
novels, the males were portrayed as cynical, worldly, and without any spiritual appetite. These 
attractive portrayals ignited yearnings in women for men who behaved in similar fashions, setting 
them after the ‘wrong type of hero.’[7] 


T he truth in that we are afraid 
to gn out and seek life for 
ourselves. We take great pains 
that nothing shall ever happen 
to us . * * we are cowards, All 
that we dare do in our Safety First 
Campaign is to sink ourselves, with 
an abandonment of self-indulgence, 
into the emotions and adventures 
q{ other people. And so we get the 
newest novel from the library, and 
ensconce ourselves securely behind 
our curtain of invisibility, and 
sitting there in our drugged silence, 
we listen „ „ . and listen , „ , and 
listen * , , eavesdropping in the 
Uvea of others. 


Another early 20th century newspaper equated novel reading with 
eavesdropping; arguing that this ‘vice’ is an addition similar to a drug 
habit. It piques the sensationalist interests of readers and allows 
readers to eavesdrop upon the privacy of others - even in a fictional 
world. 

“And so we get the newest novel from the library, and ensconce 
ourselves securely behind our curtain of invisibility, and sitting 
there in our drugged silence, we listen.. .and listen.. .and 
listen., .eavesdropping in the lives of others. ”[8] 

2. Novel reading was frivolous, time-wasting, and promoted 
idleness. 


Jonge, Gustave (1868) Sheffield 

Independent 03 April 1930 Daily The sec0 nd cause for concern over novel reading was the belief that 

Gazette for Middlesbrough. 10 ^ 

February 1916. it was a waste of the time God had allotted to people; time which 

ought to instead be used to read scripture, pray, and ruminate on 
spiritual things. At its best, believed some, novel reading was a distraction from the more important 
things of life. At its worst - it was a cause for domestic despair. 


An article in the Weekly Davenport Democrat noted the ill-effects of novel reading in a story about 
the destruction of a family. Destitution abounded - authorities had traced its inherent cause to the 
wife/mother’s passion for novel reading. This overwhelming passion led to the neglect of her family 
- leading one daughter to throw herself into ‘the haunts of vice.’[9] 


A similar story arose in 1916 in West London. A mother was brought before the police, charged with 
the neglect of her children (and she had already been cautioned five times before on this issue). 
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She apparently did not care what befell her children, as she was 
enraptured by the latest novels. [10] 

At a men’s meeting in the Phoenix Lodge in 1908, men discussed 
potential causes of unhappiness in the home. Unsurprisingly, alcohol 
was mentioned as a chief cause (indeed, alcohol was often considered 
THE chief cause in the later 19th century for disruption and dissolution of 
families). However, men in this meeting debated other the possibility of 
additional causes - beyond alcohol - for severe domestic issues. A few 
other factors were added as possible contributors - including ‘novel 
reading among women.’[11] 

Conclusion 

Novel reading was seen as a tremendous danger amongst religious 
groups in the 19th and early 20th centuries. Many evangelicals did shift their attitudes towards 
‘secular culture’ as the 19th century progressed, including views on novel reading.[12] Some novel¬ 
reading supporters suggested a differentiation between ‘good novels’ and ‘bad novels’ - the former 
allowed readers to increase empathy, as they read stories representing those similar to themselves, 
and the latter (usually romance novels) contained erroneous and nebulous situations which were 
never likely to happen.[13] 

Anthony Trollope, 19th novelist, spoke on numerous occasions in defence of the benefits of novel 
reading. In one of his lectures, he noted that novels benefit their readers by providing characters 
with whom readers can empathise as they reflect on their own lives and experiences. 

“The pieces are men and women with passions to ourselves, with moral attributes, 
performing moral acts, and bringing out moral results; their characters, their springs of 
action, their sins and sorrows, their failures and successes, are laid bare before us, and 
we cannot help being affected by them in the same way, if not to the same extent as we 
are by the real flesh-and-blood people with whom we daily associate. ”[14] 

The popularity of the novel continued to increase through the late 19th and 20th centuries, 
especially as educational reforms took place, and novels became part and parcel of school library 
provision. While some of the more ‘liberal’ evangelicals tried earnestly to convince their conservative 
peers of the advantages and benefits of the novel, suspicions continued until well into the 20th 
century. However, by this time reading for pleasure with novels, despite the misgivings of 
conservative religious groups, had become commonplace. Trollope noted this was already 
happening in the 1870s - 

“From the Queen to the milkmaid, from the peer to the plough boy, the novel has become 
almost as much a necessary luxury as the cup of tea. ” 

[1] Mandal, A. (2015). Evangelical Fiction in Garside, P. and O’Brien, K. English and British Fiction 
1750-1820. Oxford: Oxford University Press, p. 260. 

[2] Pearson, J. (1999). Women’s Reading in Britain, 1750-1835: a dangerous recreation. 

Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, p. 197. 

[3] Vance, N. (2012). Religion and the Novel. In Kucich, J. and Tay, J.B. The Nineteenth Century 
Novel 1820-1990. Oxford: Oxford University Press, p. 476. 
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When thinking of nineteenth century pleasure gardens, most of us instantly conjure up images of 
Vauxhall. But those in the Georgian era weren’t the only ones to enjoy a pleasure garden in London. 
In 1830 Cremorne Gardens was opened in Chelsea. Over the decades that followed, it offered 
concerts, circuses, dancing, and fireworks. It also offered military exhibitions and feats of dangerous 
daring, including high-wire acts and balloon ascents. Though many of these feats were successful, 
earning acclaim for various wire-walkers and aeronauts, still others ended in tragedy. Gruesome 
injuries and even fatalities occurred with some regularity—in full view of the Victorian public. 

The Collapsed Platform 


In 1855, during a military fete at Cremorne Gardens, a platform collapsed under the weight of sixty 
soldiers carrying their muskets and bayonets. According to an 18 August 1855 edition of the 
Huddersfield Chronicle, the soldiers were comprised mostly of Grenadier Guards who were enacting 
“the capture of the Mamelon and rifle pits by the allied troops before Sebastapol.” The performance 
had received the patronage of Queen Victoria and Prince Albert, as well as of “the highest military 
authorities.” Both the Household Troops and Royal Artillery were in attendance. 



Banqueting halls at Cremorne Gardens, mid-19th century. 

To enact the mock siege, stages of various heights had been constructed. As the Huddersfield 
Chronicle reports: 
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“Just as the spectacle was reaching its close, when the defenders of the Mamelon and 
the rifle-pits had been drive to the highest part of the staging by the assaulting columns 
below, the gallery on which they stood gave way, bringing some 60 men, with bayonets 
fixed on their muskets, crashing to the ground through a fall of at least 20 feet. ” 

During the fall, some of the men were bayoneted on their own weapons. Others broke their legs or 
fractured their ribs and limbs. No soldiers died at the scene, but one is reported to have suffered 
serious internal injuries. 

The Broken Wire 


An even more frightful accident occurred at Cremorne Gardens in June of 1863. The public had 
gathered to watch a show put on by the acclaimed acrobat Carlo Valerio. For the past two months, 
the twenty-five year old Valerio had been performing a high-wire act at the Gardens during which he 
walked along a wire cable that measured 600 feet across. The 27 June 1863 edition of The London 
Daily News reports that, on the night in question: 

“He had advanced nearly to the point from which he usually returned backwards, when 
the wire rope suddenly gave way, and he fell heavily to the grassplat, a distance of 
upwards of sixty feet. ” 

Valerio’s injuries were severe. He suffered a fractured skull, a broken collar-bone, and many other 
injuries. According to a graphic first-hand account published in the 30 June 1863 edition of the 
Dundee, Perth, and Cupar Advertiser. 

“When the wire slackened the unfortunate man staggered, and was precipitated violently 
to the ground on the back of his head, the blood pouring profusely from the wound and 
from his ears. Numbers of persons, particularly the females, were dreadfully shocked 
and affected, many of the corps de ballet being afterwards scarcely able to go through 
their performance. He was immediately removed, and the dance and music proceeded. ” 



The Ashburnham Pavilion at Cremorne Gardens, Illustrated London News, 1858. 

The London Daily News states that Valerio was taken to Chelsea Hospital where he “lingered in 
great pain” until three o’clock in the morning, at which point “he expired” from his injuries. His death 
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prompted an outcry against dangerous exhibitions. It was reasoned that, since acrobats would 
continue to test their skills in ever increasing feats and since the public would continue to arrive in 
droves to see such performances, it was up to the proprietors of places like Cremorne Gardens to 
prohibit exhibitions which put performers’ lives at risk. 

In fact, Valerio’s death prompted Mr. E. T. Smith, then the proprietor of Cremorne Gardens, to write 
to the editor of The Era declaring just that. His letter, printed in the 28 June 1863 edition of The Era, 
reads in part: 

“The sad accident that occurred at these Gardens on Thursday evening to the 
unfortunate Carlo Valerio during his performance on the wire rope, and which no person 
can more deeply regret than myself, induces me, with your permission, to seek the 
earliest moment of announcing, through your columns, that no such exhibition will ever 
again be permitted to take place here as long as I remain the Proprietor. ” 

The Flying Man's Shroud 


Unfortunately, Valerio’s death was not the last fatality to occur as a result of an exhibition at 
Cremorne Gardens. In 1874, crowds again gathered to watch a death-defying feat. This time, the 
stunt was performed by M. Vincent de Groof, a thirty-five-year-old performer known as the Flying 
Man. According to the 11 July 1874 edition of the Belfast News-Letter, M. de Groof promised to: 

“Fly a distance of 5,000 feet through the air by means of a pair of wings shaped like a 
bat’s, which were fixed to his shoulders and worked by his arms. ” 



Balloon Ascent at Cremorne Gardens, Walter Greaves, 1872. 


M. de Groof ascended into the air by means of a balloon, from which he was suspended by a rope 
“about twenty feet below the car.” As the balloon rose to a height of approximately 1000 feet, M. de 
Groof flapped his wings, making for a churchyard some fifty years away. When he hit a favourable 
current of wind, he cut the rope, fully expecting to fly free of the balloon by virtue of the wings 
attached to his arms. Instead, as the Belfast News-Letter grimly relates: 

“He came crashing through the air; the wing closed around him like a living shroud, and 
narrowly escaping the outer parapet, he fell with fearful violence on his head and right 
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side in the road, immediately opposite the front entrance of St. Luke’s Church. Hundreds 
of persons immediately rushed to his assistance, and found him bleeding violently from 
the nose and ears, and without any sign of life.” 


In Conclusion 

As the decade progressed, Cremorne Gardens’ reputation as a popular venue for wholesome 
entertainment began to sink. After the sun had set and Victorian families had departed, it 
transformed into what one Baptist minister of the 1870s referred to as “a nursery of vice.” Robberies 
and assaults were regularly reported, as were the goings on of prostitutes and their clients. In the 
end, it was this less gruesome but rather more unsavoury aspect of Cremorne Gardens which led to 
its closure in 1877. An increasingly prudish Victorian public objected to the goings on there, 
especially after dark. 
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Cryssa BazosSeptember 18, 2017 at 4:20 AM 
Some very tragic stories! Great article! 

O 

Mimi MatthewsSeptember 18, 2017 at 6:50 AM 
Thanks, Cryssa :) I'm so glad you enjoyed it! 


2 . 

AnneSeptember 19, 2017 at 8:01 AM 

Excellent article as always. One thing I will say for M. de Groof.he put himself on the line! 


September 19, 2017 at 9:52 PM 

He really believed in himself, that's for sure! Though, it would have been better if he'd 
first tested the wings a little closer to the ground. 
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Virginia Went Hence 
Unto Heaven 1591 
Anye Englishman Shew 
John White Govr Via 


The Dare Stones are a series of forty-eight rocks chiseled with messages purporting 
to be those of the survivors of the famous Lost Colony of Roanoke, gone missing 
between 1587 and 1590. The rocks, discovered over a period from 1937 to 1940, 
tell a dramatic tale. The stones are also a definite hoax. Except... the first stone 
holds the tantalizing potential of being genuine, with as yet no way to prove it true or 
a hoax. 

The first stone was found in the summer of 1937; a California tourist named Louis 
Hammond showed up at Emory University in Atlanta, saying he found the stone off a 
then newly opened stretch of Highway 17 near Edenton, North Carolina while 
hunting for hickory nuts. After much examination by intrigued professors, the text on 
the stone was deciphered as (flour was used to make the writing more visible): 

Text of side 1: 

Ananias Dare & 


Text of side 2: 


Father Soone After You 

Goe for England Wee Cam 

Hither/ On lie Misarie & Warre 

Tow Yeere / Above Halfe Deade ere Tow 

Yeere More From Sickenes Beine Foure & Twentie / 

Salvage with Message of Shipp Unto Us / Smal 

Space of Time they Affrite of Revenge Rann 

Al Awaye / Wee Bleeve it Nott You / Soone After 

Ye Salvages Faine Spirits Angrie / Suddaine 

MurtherAI Save Seaven / Mine Childe / 

Ananais to Slaine wth Much Misarie / 

Burie Al Neere Foure Myles Easte This River 
Uppon Small Hil/ Names Writ Al Ther 
On Rocke / Putt This Ther Aisoe / Salvage 
Shew This Unto You & Hither Wee 
Promise You to Give Greate 
Plentie Presents 
EWD 


T 


he tale on the stone is by "EWD," none other than Eleanor White Dare, daughter of the colony's governor John 
White, and mother of Virginia Dare, the first English child born in America. It describes the colonists moving further 
inland shortly after governor John White departs for England. They suffer misery and war with the local tribes, and 
their numbers are reduced by illness even more until only 24 are left. After a ship is spotted, the Indians turn 
against them and attack, killing all but seven of the remaining 24, including her husband Ananias and her daughter 
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Virginia. The seven buried their dead, carved a tombstone for them, and recorded 
their woe in stone, and asked Governor White to handsomely reward any "salvage" 
(i.e., savage) who brought him the message. 

The Emory professors published an article in the May 1938 issue of the prestigious 
Journal of Southern History. Emory history professor Dr. Haywood J. Pearce, Jr. 
became a firm believer in the stone's authenticity. He persuaded his father, Dr. 
Haywood J. Pearce, Sr., to buy the stone from Hammond. Pearce Senior was the 
sole owner of private school Brenau College in Gainesville, Georgia (now Brenau 
University), where the stones still reside. Pearce Junior led a search for the second 
stone mentioned in the text, but found nothing. Knowing the second stone would 
authenticate the first, solve its mystery, and rewrite history, the Pearces offered a 
$500 reward. 

Enter Bill Eberhardt, a stone cutter from Fulton County, Georgia. In the summer of 
1939, he claimed to have found the second stone, engraved with the names of 17 
deceased English colonists. He claimed to have found it near Pelzer, South Carolina, showing the Pearces the 
site. In fact, he said he had found thirteen stones there, and provided them. It was only the beginning. All in all, Bill 
Eberhardt provided the Pearces with 42 stones, all forgeries, for which he was paid a total of about $2000. A few 
others were provided by Eberhardt's cohorts. These stones indicate the survivors journeyed southwest from the 
Edenton, N.C. area through South Carolina to Georgia. Eleanor and the six survivors found refuge with friendly 
Cherokees in "Hontaoase." Eleanor married an American Indian chief in 1593, gave birth to his daughter Agnes, 
and finally died in a cave on the Chattahoochee River near present-day Atlanta in 1599. 

The Dare Stones had become news. Investigative reporter Boyden Sparkes published a damning expose in the 
April 26, 1941 Saturday Evening Post magazine, claiming the whole thing was a hoax. Problems with the stones 
included anachronistic language, a consistency of spelling atypical of the time, and even hidden acrostics. The 
names of the colonists did not match any other existing records. Investigating Eberhardt, Sparkes found he had 
sold forged Indian relics before. 



When Pearce confronted Eberhardt, Eberhardt tried blackmailing 
Pearce by forging another stone with the inscription "Pearce and 
Dare Historical Hoaxes. We Dare Anything." If Pearce didn't pay him 
$200 for it, he'd turn it over to the Saturday Evening Post and admit 
to faking the stones. To his credit, Pearce went to the newspapers 
and admitted being duped. The story topped the headlines of the 
May 15, 1941 Atlanta Journal. 

Professor Pearce's career suffered. The Dare Stones were kept in 
storage and ignored by Brenau College as an embarrassment, 
popping up occasionally, such as an appearance on a 1979 episode 
of Leonard Nimoy's television series In Search of... 

But the first stone, also known as the Chowan River stone, is 
completely different from the others, in the type of rock, the writing 
style, the usage of words, and the fact that it had nothing to do with 
Bill Eberhardt. If a hoax, it is a superior one requiring a level of scholarly knowledge such that no reputable scholar 
with the ability would risk their career in the attempt. The Chowan River stone has been tarred with the same 
brush of "hoax" as the others and lost in the scandal and hubbub, but it remains as much a mystery as the Lost 
Colony itself. 
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The Incredible Story of ‘Dawn Doe,’ a Real Skeleton Seen in Dawn of the Dead 
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Earlier today I received a very interesting e-mail 
from a filmmaker by the name of William Sanders, 
who is currently working on a movie called Road Trip 
of the Dead. Sanders relayed a totally fascinating 
story to me, which he uncovered during the making 
of the film, and it’s one I immediately knew I had to 
share. 

In a nutshell, Road Trip of the Dead is a found 
footage film about a group of friends who set out to 
make a documentary about Pittsburgh’s horror 
movie filming locations, with them soon realizing that 
the horror they so dearly love is fast becoming a 
reality. 

While doing research for the film, writer/director 
Sanders stumbled across a story about a real-life skeleton that was used in the original Dawn of the Dead (above), 
brought to the set by Tom Savini, who at the time thought it was merely a prop. After borrowing it from a man by 
the name of Larry Wintersteller, Savini dressed the skeleton up and used it as a set decoration, seen in the 
apartment complex early on in the film. 

Yes, that is indeed a real skeleton seen in the movie, and that’s merely the tip of the iceberg when it comes to that 
skeleton’s bizarre story. 



Dawn of the Dead 


After making a cameo appearance in Dawn of the Dead, Sanders told me, the skeleton was then returned to 
Wintersteller, who sold it to Marilyn Wick of the well-known shop Costume World. Mrs. Wick placed the skeleton in 
the window of her shop, having no idea that it was the real skeletal remains of an actual human being, and she 
offered it up to her customers for a $100 rental fee. 


or me lougnesi in a series of new recently launched crackdowns on the gram, which they ran themselves. 


Foul Play? 


Coroner Confiscates Bones 


PITTSBURGH (\P) - Allegheny 
County authorities who confiscated 
an old skeleton once used as a movie 
prop from a suburban costume store 
said Wednesday they don’t know if the 
middle-aged woman died of foul play. 

"If somebody donates his skeleton 
for science, that’s fine," said county 
Coroner Joshua Perper. "But to use it 
for a Halloween party, that's horrible. 

"We’re still examining the 
skeleton," Perper said. "The major 
thrust is to find out about the transfer 
of the skeleton. Chances are it was a 
commercial one. But we can’t ex¬ 
clude the possibilities” of foul play. 

Perper ordered the skeleton re¬ 
moved from the newly-opened Cos¬ 
tume World store in suburban Scott 
Township on Tuesday after a police 
officer shopping for a costume 
spotted it on display in a glass-topped 
coffin. 

"If you had the skill and you 
murdered someone, you could turn it 
into this for revenge." Perper theo¬ 
rized. "The body would never be 
buried — and what a eood hidine 


skeletons. 

Perper said he has determined the 
skeleton is that of a white middle- 
aged woman and is covered with a 
mixture of dark brown latex which 
closely resembles mummified human 
skin. He said there was no evidence of 
injury to the bones. 

It appears to be a teaching 
skeleton because it has a metal rod 
running from the head through the 
spine to the pelvis. Perper said. 

Marilynn Wick, the store’s owner, 
said she thought the skeleton was a 
fake when she bought It last spring 
from another store that was going out 
of business. 

“Just before we opened, we put It 
in the store with a sign that said, 
‘Rent me for $100.’" she said. 

When authorities arrived, she said 
she told them it was a fake. "He said, 
’No. it's not,'” she recalled. 

"I've got to get a hold of a lawyer 
to see If at least I can get the box 
back," she said. "It’s spooky and it's 
so close to Halloween it’s intriguing." 

f.nrrv Wintersteller who snlrl the 

Dawn of the Dead 


to 10 years ago that it was real. 

Wintersteller, who now lives in San 
Diego, said he bought the skeleton 
from a man who said it was part of a 
defunct Odd Fellows Lodge. The 
skeleton was used in initiations, he 
said. 

"It’s the funniest thing 1 ever 
heard of." Wintersteller said. "Why 
didn't they see it while it was sitting in 
my store window when I needed the 
publicity?" 

Tom Savini, who rented the 
skeleton from Wintersteller for the 
movie "Dawn of the Dead." thought 
Pcrper's initial puzzlement was com¬ 
plimentary. The movie makeup man 
said he created the "mummified 
flesh" look with rubber, cotton and 
Rice Krispies cereal, Savini said. 
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In a strange twist of fate, a police officer visited the 
shop one day looking for a costume and spotted the 
skeleton, convinced that it was the real deal. Oddly 
enough, it was the mummified ‘skin’ hanging off of the 
bones that tipped the officer off, though the faux flesh 
was actually applied by Savini on the Dawn set, made 
from a mixture of rubber, cotton and Rice Krispies 
cereal. A testament to Savini’s talents, to say the very 
least! 

Authorities arrived at the shop and confiscated the 
skeleton, which the coroner identified as being the 
remains of a woman in her mid-30s, who had died of 
unknown causes. Apparently, the woman had passed 
away 100 years prior, and nobody is quite sure how her 
body ended up being passed around from person to 


person, thought to be either a prop decoration or a teaching tool. 


In 1982, a Pennsylvania judge ordered the remains to be buried, and the woman was indeed finally laid to rest at 
the Mount Lebanon Cemetery on March 19th of 1983, following a brief funeral service. 


Cut to 31 years later. After stumbling upon the vintage news reports about the woman’s incredible post-death 
journey, William Sanders tracked down the grave, which had been unmarked for the past three decades. 
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Not only did Sanders decide to give the unidentified woman the fitting name of 
Dawn Doe - a reference to her cameo appearance in Romero’s film - but he also 
set out to raise the funds necessary to give her a proper grave marker, reaching 
out to fellow zombie fans in an effort to put together $1,100, to pay for the marker 
and cover various other fees. 

And here’s where the story gets even more amazing. 

It didn’t take long for word of what Sanders was trying to do to reach Marilyn Wick, 
the costume shop owner who had previously been in possession of Dawn Doe’s 
skeleton. Wanting to pitch in, and make things right all these years later, Wick 
took it upon herself to single-handedly donate the remaining funds necessary for 
Sanders to reach the goal amount. 

The money now completely raised, Dawn Doe’s 
grave marker is in the process of being made, set to 
be placed atop her grave in just a few short weeks. 

And so, over 150 years after her untimely death, the 
woman nicknamed Dawn Doe will finally rest in 
peace, her strange journey at long last coming to a 
proper conclusion. 

Pretty crazy, right?! 

Road Trip of the Dead is currently in production, and 
Sanders describes it as “a hybrid of a real 
documentary and a found footage slasher film.” He 
hopes to release the movie in the spring of next year, 
and the plan is to include a real documentary about 
Pittsburgh’s horror movie filming locations on the 



Roadtrip of the Dead 


DVD, as a bonus feature. 


Head over to Kickstarter to learn more about Road Trip of the Dead , where you can also pitch in to help make it 
even better. Sanders notes that the film will be made no matter what, but that the more money the fund raises, the 
better he and his team will be able to make it. 


Job well done, William. And kudos to you for going out of your way to bring about a beautiful end to this tragic 
story. 
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Chilling reality of real-life exorcisms carried out daily by a priest dubbed The Dean of Exorcists' - Mirror Online 


Chilling reality of real-life exorcisms carried out daily by a priest 

By Kara O'Neill 13:17, 6 SEP 2017 News milTOr.CO.uk 


An incredible new documentary has been filmed by the director of the horror classic The Exorcist who says he has 
always believed some people are blessed with the power to rid other of evil spirits 

A chilling new documentary shows a real-life exorcism performed by a priest, known to the world as The Dean of 
Exorcists'. 

The programme has been filmed by the director of of horror cult classic The Exorcist who was invited to watch the 
Italian priest at work. 

When William Friedkin shot The Exorcist in 1973 he had never actually seen an exorcism, though even at the time 
he believed in the power of the rite which is designed to evict demons or other evil spirits from a 'possessed' 
person. 

Decades later, the American director came full circle when he was able to actually film one close up thanks to 
Father Gabriele Amorth, who regularly performed exorcisms for the Vatican's Rome Diocese. 

The result is the unsettling documentary "The Devil and Father Amorth" which recently screened at the Venice 
Film Festival, reports the Daily Record . 

The film features an Italian woman who is seen violently thrashing around, foaming at the mouth and screaming as 
the exorcism is carried out. 

Father Gabriele Amorth (Image: AFP) 

William Friedkin director of the documentary and horror 
cult classic The Exorcist (Image: Getty Images Europe) 

Father Amorth has passed away since the documentary 
was shot and Friedkin has revealed how he finally got the 
chance to see the The Dean of Exorcists in action. 

He said: "I was familiar with his books, four or five of which 
are translated into English. And I knew that he was kindly 
disposed towards The Exorcist movie, even though he had 
said the special effects were over the top. 

"He felt that it helped people to understand his work. 

"I had never tried to meet him, I never thought I could. But 
I was in Lucca in Italy a year or so ago and someone 
casually mentioned that Lucca was about a half-hour drive to Pisa where there was an airport where I could catch 
a one-hour flight to Rome. 

"Something clicked, and through a friend I was able to write Father Amorth. Two days later he wrote me back, and 
said he would meet me. 

"The idea just popped onto my head. I call it providential. I had an inner voice that said to me, "I wonder if I could 
meet Father Amorth? 

Linda Blair in The Exorcist (Image: Publicity Picture) 

Director William Friedkin said he always believed in the power of exorcism (Image: PA) 

"There is no research into exorcisms, the only research is his books. 

"In the United States in the 20th century, there were two reported cases of possession, as far as Mr Blatty [who 
wrote the The Exorcist] and I could tell. 
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"There were only two cases that had any 
substantial writing about them in the United 
States. 


"The church doesn't say a lot about this. They 
don't try to publicise it at all. 


"They are not promoting it. I doubt that they will 
even have a position about my latest film. 


"They never comment about these things. I 
doubt that they would have given me permission 
to do what I did. 


"He gave me permission. He operated quite 
independently from church procedure and was 
openly critical of the Vatican. 


A priest performing an exorcism in the 1970s film (Image: 
Press Association) 

Linda Blair playing possessed child, Regan (Image: Rex 
Features) 


"I was shocked as I had no idea that I would ever be able 
to even meet with him. 


"I knew how busy he was. He was doing exorcisms all day 
every day right up until he went into the hospital and then 
died in September 2016. 


"I think I came along at a time when he wanted people to 

become aware of this 
work because he 
wanted the Vatican to 
train more exorcists. 


"He believed that I had 
enough cachet to take 
his story... that I would 
be able to bring it to the 
public by way of a film. 


"I had to shoot it alone, 
obviously. The 
conditions were that I 
come along with no 
crew and no lights. 


"So I used a Sony still camera that shot high-definition video. I had only that camera running and I was about two 
feet away from them, probably even closer. 


"It was terrifying. I went from being afraid of what could happen to feeling a great deal of empathy with this 
woman's pain and suffering, which is obvious in the film. 


"The one that I filmed was her ninth exorcism, and she was having one a month. 


"I later consulted with neurologists, brain surgeons, some of the best in the United States. 


"The brain surgeons had no idea what her affliction was and none of them would recommend an operation. They 
believe that everything originates in the brain but - and they say this in the film - they have never seen anything 
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quite like these symptoms. 

"Then the psychiatrists... all described how psychiatry now recognises demonic possession. 

"It's called dissociative identity disorder/demonic possession. 

"And if a patient comes in and says they are possessed by a demon or a devil, they don't tell them that they are 
not. 

"They do whatever psychiatric treatment they think is necessary, including medication. And they bring an exorcist 
in." 
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Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 
Death by Carpet October 19, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Medieval, trackback 

Beach has been worrying for a while about the death of the last Abbasid Caliph in February 1258. 
The man in question, al-Musta’sim-Billah Abu-Ahmad Abdullah bin al-Mustansir-Billah had had the 
misfortune, fifteen years into his reign, to be confronted with a massive Mongol invasion under 
Hulegu. Al-Musta’sim-Billah was not a particularly martial sort and surrendered relatively quickly: he 
may have been trying to escape when captured. His surrender, though, was not quick enough for 
the Mongols, and Hulegu ordered an unusual form of death for his royal rival. 

Musta’sim-Billah and some male members of his family were rolled up in Persian rugs, or, according 
to another source, were placed in felt sacks and then trampled and kicked to death by Mongol 
horsemen. There are worse deaths certainly, but there are a couple of score better deaths and it is 
difficult not to sympathize with Al-Musta’sim-Billah as he waited in the dark wondering what these 
Steppe savages had in store for him. By then he had seen the beginning of the sack of Baghdad so 
he cannot have had that many illusions. No cool hands were going to reach into the rolled carpet 
and give the doomed man a foot massage. 

Various modern sources claim that this unusual death was given with respect to Mongol rules of 
pollution: namely the idea that noble blood should not be spilt on the ground. Was this just a curious 
Mongol custom handed-down from time immemorial or was it part of the Yassa: the laws of the 
Steppes? Beach has come, again, to some references to death by carpet being frequently used: but 
he has had little luck in finding examples; the historians in question, like this blog, are largely 
unreferenced. Nayan, a Steppe rebel, was, in 1287 put in a carpet and forced to suffocate there: not 
quite the same thing, but apparently the logic was the same. 
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There have been many deaths that have gone on to launch into the stratosphere of strangeness and unsolved mysteries. These 
are the people who have left corpses behind but few answers to how or why they have met their demise, indeed often leaving 
behind puzzling clues that only seem to deepen the enigma. One such death was that of a highly regarded, eminent figure of 
government in the United States, whose bizarre and sudden death has left in its wake a swirling morass of baffling clues, odd 
evidence, and creepy, inexplicable security footage, none of which have led to any solution to the persistent conundrum. It is an 
unsolved crime that has gone on to be hotly debated and discussed to this day, and with which we are left scratching our heads. 

By all accounts, John Wheeler III was an incredibly well respected member of the U.S. government. A graduate from West Point, 
Harvard, and Yale, Wheeler had an impressive resume to say the least. Throughout his career he variously served as decorated 
Army officer, a Washington consultant in many capacities, a lawyer, a member of the Council of Foreign Relations, a special 
assistant to the Secretary of the Air Force, as well as serving in the office of the Secretary of Defense, as a presidential aide 
throughout the terms of three separate presidential administrations, Ronald Reagan, George H.W. and George W. Bush, as well 
as the outspoken CEO of Mothers Against Drunk Driving, and also holding the title of Special Assistant to the Acting Secretary of 
the Air Force for Installations, Logistics and Environment, and most recently as a military consultant for the defense contractor 
the Mitre Corporation, which deals primarily in cyber defense. Some of his great accomplishments include getting the Vietnam 
Veterans Memorial wall built, as well as penning an in-depth manual on the effects of biological and chemical weapons, which he 
was against and strongly proposed be pursued with the utmost restraint. 



John Wheeler III 


Despite this powerful clout within Washington and the respect and admiration he garnered from his colleagues and peers, 
practically a national hero of sorts, there seems to have been a dark shadow following him about. On December 31 of 2010, 
Wheeler was found dead, his body being dumped from a garbage truck at the Cherry Island Landfill. He was 66 years old at the 
time. It was a shocking discovery that took the media by storm, and it was immediately intensely investigated as to how this 
well-respected figure had ended up sprawled out in a garbage dump. The investigation would go on to paint a very odd, 
ominous, and unsettling picture of the days leading up to the death. 

It was found that Wheeler had displayed some rather uncharacteristically bizarre behavior in the days leading up to the 
discovery of his body. Wheeler’s neighbor claimed that during the week before the death, a television had been turned up to full 
volume at the residence at all hours even when it seemed that no one was home, and that Wheeler himself was practically never 
seen during this time. On December 28, Wheeler was seen getting off an Amtrak train and looking decidedly spaced out and 
unhinged. Then, the following day Wheeler was spotted wandering around the parking garage of the New Castle County 
courthouse, looking disoriented and wearing a black suit with no tie and only one shoe. His face was described as looked 
flushed and his movements seemed to be erratic and purposeless, as if he were drunk or drugged. 

When he approached the parking attendant, Wheeler gave the bizarre excuse that he was warming up before paying his fee and 
leaving the garage, which was odd considering his car wasn’t even parked there, but rather at the train station several blocks 
away, where it would be found abandoned gathering dust even after his death. The derailed Wheeler also claimed that his 
briefcase had been stolen and he was very clear in insisting that he was not drunk, perhaps aware that this was how it seemed. 
On that same day he allegedly wandered into a nearby pharmacy and asked for a ride, only to disappear when the pharmacist 
offered to call him a cab. Wheeler was seen again on the 30th in a similar perturbed and zombie-like state, this time at 10th and 
Orange streets in Wilmington, Delaware, where he aimlessly walked about several office buildings including that of the Mitre 
Corporation. In this case he was again reported as looking confused and dazed, allegedly refusing help from passersby, and this 
would be the last known sighting of him alive. 





John Wheeler at the Vietnam Veteran Memorial he was instrumental in 
building 


CCTV footage from the parking garage before his death that was later uncovered underscored this strikingly bizarre behavior. In 
one piece of footage, Wheeler can be seen stumbling about and apparently talking to the attendant, the whole time acting very 
indecisively, as if he is not sure where he wants to go. He seems quite upset, jumpy, and disheveled, and is wearing only one 
shoe while holding the other, which appears to be ripped up for some reason, in his hand. As he staggers, sways, and stumbles 
about, at one point he even reaches out to steady himself against a wall, and it seems as though he is perhaps under the 
influence of something. At the end of the video he is about to take an exit door, but then suddenly whirls around to come back 
inside, at one point waving his arms up in the air and gesticulating for unknown reasons and then taking an elevator instead. 

This is the last known footage of Wheeler alive, and it is so outlandish that it only makes things more mysterious rather than 
offering any real insights into what happened to him. You can see the strange footage here (https://www.youtube.com/watch? 
v=ue6fNVjlaJA). 

As to the death itself, authorities almost immediately labelled it a murder, saying later that he had died from blunt trauma to the 
back of the head, but the possible scene of the crime could not be located and there was some confusion as to what had 
actually caused the fatal injury. All that could be ascertained for sure was that the truck that had dumped the body at the landfill 
had come from Newark, leading investigators to speculate that whoever had killed him had dumped his body there, after which it 
had made the journey to its final resting place at the Cherry Island Landfill. 

There have been several theories as to what happened to Wheeler. One revolves around a dispute he had been embroiled in 
with one of his neighbors. A lawsuit had been filed by Wheeler against neighbor Frank Marini, seemingly for the purpose of 
blocking his plans to build a building near his property that would obstruct his view, and making this all more ominous was that 
he was suspected of having perhaps even attempting arson against Marini. These neighbors reported that on December 28th 
someone had tossed some smoke bombs into their home which had burned the floor, and although there was no evidence as to 
who had thrown them they strongly suspected that it had been Wheeler. There is also the spooky fact that shortly before his 
death one of the buildings he was seen staggering around was the law firm handling the case. The idea here is that these 
neighbors took things too far in the feud and had had him killed, but there is very little evidence to support this. 



A still from the mysterious CCTV footage of John Wheeler not long 
before his death 


Then there is the theory that Wheeler had gotten in a little too deep in some government conspiracy and been silenced. 
Supporting this is the fact that he had been working for the Mitre Corporation at the time, and had allegedly just before his 
death become absolutely obsessed with cyber-warfare, which he had come to believe the United States was woefully 
unprepared for. That he should come to this alarming conclusion at just around the time of his death has raised red flags and 
suggested that he had perhaps dug a little too far within the corporation and seen something he was not supposed to. He is also 
believed to have been specifically working on detecting cyber intrusions and criminal activity on the nation’s secure networks, 
meaning that he could have discovered something he was not meant to find that could have gone all the way to the upper 
echelons of the government, and thus posed the necessity for him to be taken out of the equation. However, again, as intriguing 
as dark government coverups are there is little solid evidence to back up this avenue of inquiry. 

On top of the mystery of who may have wanted to kill him are conspiracies that point to the true nature of what happened being 
covered up as well. First is the fact that authorities were very uncooperative and non-forthcoming about their investigation, 
dragging their feet with releasing new details and acting very hesitant to release even major things like the cause of death. One 
neighbor of Wheeler’s who was interviewed by the media after the death also claimed that she had been asked not to comment. 












Just what does that mean, “asked?” Asked by who? It is unclear just what was meant by this, but it has certainly been seen as 
rather suspicious. Also suspicious is the claim that although Wheeler’s home was declared to not be a crime scene, law 
enforcement allegedly did put up yellow police tape there and went about prying up floorboards. Just what were they looking 
for? Was it some sort of classified material he had been harboring? No one seems to know, and if they do they aren’t saying. 



Adding to all of this intrigue is just what was going on with Wheeler in those days just before his death. Why was he staggering 
about town as if drunk or high with only one shoe and making strange claims to parking lot attendants, in general acting like a 
weird freak? Just what is the meaning behind his bizarre actions on that last security footage of him? Was he drugged or 
suffering some sort of mental breakdown, and if so what connection does it have with his death if any? No one knows, and we 
probably never will. Criminologist Casey Jordan, of Western Connecticut State University, has said of the odd behavior and lack 
of details on the case in general thus: 


What’s confusing to me is that, usually, you know that (someone was killed) because you have something like a gunshot 
wound, stabbing wounds, bludgeoning — something that clearly could not have been self-induced. But no details like that 
have been released. And the fact of the matter is that, when we see this footage, we see perhaps he was suffering from an 
organic brain problem? Even his neighbors say they’d never seen him like this. Was he poisoned? Did he have a brain tumor? 
Did he suffer from brain cancer and nobody even knew it? Something — there’s a disconnect between him being in the 
dumpster and that behavior we see in the hours before he disappeared. There are possibly 10 dumpsters he came from that 
ended up in that dump truck, so we don’t even have a crime scene. It is entirely possible he crawled into the dumpster himself 
in his demented state. We may never know the truth about what happened to John Wheeler. 


Indeed we may never know what happened here, and the questions spin and whirl about the case without any forthcoming 
answers. What was the meaning behind the odd mannerisms and behavior leading up to his death? Why was his television left 
blaring nonstop? How did he die? Was it murder and if so who wanted him dead and for what reasons? Was this some sort of hit 
and were authorities covering it up in any way? Was it his neighbors? Why were the floorboards of his house searched and who 
told the neighbor not to comment on anything? Why are authorities so tight-lipped about everything? Is there some sort of 
coverup going on? Just what in the world is going on with this case? The answers to such questions seemed to be utterly mired 
in mystery, no closer to being solved than they were with the discovery of Wheeler’s body in that garbage dump. Someone 
surely knows what happened, but whoever that is they are not talking. 
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Brent Swancer is an author and crypto expert living in Japan. Biology, nature, and cryptozoology still remain Brent Swancer’s first intellectual 
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Jay Rastus • 2 days ago 

After reviewing the footage I believe he may have suffered a partial stroke of the left hemisphere. My reasoning being the odd drag to his right leg. It would also 
explain the other symptoms reported. Many of which are typical for stroke victims. Just a theory. 

1 /n . Reply • Share > 



Misbaa-Dodati Ratliff * 4 days ago 

John Wheeler's demise joins the long, tragic list of individuals exhibiting erratic & paranoid behavior before they are discovered deceased or disappear altogether. 
(I would also count Elisa Lam and Brandon Swanson among these.) I can't put my finger on it, but I often wonder if there isn't some effort by dark organizations to 
intentionally make these people appear as if they're having mental breakdowns before they vanish and are later found dead. I don't know what kind of technology 
could cause this, but the ability to make a person appear mentally unwell before they're targeted stops a lot of questions, thus providing a closed case. I've read 
too many stories of people who call their relatives during their last moments to report that they're either being chased or don't know exactly where they are. 

1 /n v . Reply . Share > 



St Kos • 4 days ago 

Brent, thanks for another great article. Almost 7 years now and still very little information is available regarding Wheeler's death. This was big news in my area at 
the time, then suddenly, nothing was heard anymore. It does make one wonder if there was some conspiracy involved. 

1 ^ v . Reply . Share > 



Brent Swancer * St Kos • 4 days ago 

It is strange. It was this big story and then nothing. Very little has been forthcoming and it almost seems like someone is hoping everyone will forget it ever 
happened at all. 

2 ^ v . Reply • Share > 
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// 

All Things Georgian 


Super Sleuths who blog about anything and everything to do with the Georgian Era 


The Death of Princess 
Charlotte 1796-1817 


ON NOVEMBER 6. 2017NOYEMBER 6. 2017 / BY SARAH 
MURDEN / IN BRITISH ROYAL FAMILY. KING GEORGE IV 

Prince George (later King George IV) and Princess Caroline's daughter. 
Princess Charlotte, tragically died shortly after the birth of her still-born 
son on 6 m November 1817. As the original 'people's princess', we 
thought we would take a look at how the media of the day reported this 
sad news. 



Princess Charlotte Memorial Ring, Black enamel 
mourning band 

1 http: / / ww w. r o wanandro wan. com/Publisher / Ar 

ticle.aspx?ID=2714831. dated 1817, 
commemorating the death of Princess Charlotte. 

On Wednesday, 5^ November 1817 Claremont House, at 10pm, issued 
the following bulletin. 

At nine o'clock this evening, her Royal Highness Princess Charlotte was 
delivered of a still-born male child. Her Royal Highness is doing extremely 
well. 


https://georgianera.wordpress.com/2017/11/06/the-death-of-princess-charlotte-1796-1817/ 
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(https://georgianera.files.wordpress.com/2017/09/caroline-princess-of- 

wales-and-princess-charlotte.jpg) 


Caroline, Princess of Wales, and Princess Charlotte by Sir Thomas 
Lawrence, 1801. Royal Collection Trust/© Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth 

II2017. 

The London Gazette gave a more detailed account of the events leading 
up to her death. 
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Her Royal Highness, the Princess Charlotte Augusta, daughter of his Royal 
Highness the Prince Regent and consort of his Serene Highness Prince 
Leopold of Saxe-Cobourg was delivered of a stillborn son at 9 o'clock last 
night, and about half past twelve her Royal Highness was seized with great 
difficulty of breathing, restlessness and exhaustion, which alarming 
symptoms increased till half past 2 o'clock this morning, when her Royal 
Highness expired, to the inexpressible grief of his Royal Highness the 
Prince regent, of her illustrious consort, the Prince Leopold and of all the 
Royal family. 



(https://georgianera.files.wordpress.com/2017/ll/362227- 

1360773898.jpg) 


Princess Charlotte cl816 by Charlotte Jones. Courtesy of the 

Royal Collection 

At 6 o'clock on 6^ November, Claremont House issued this statement. 
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I had hoped to have sent you very, very different tidings; and yesterday, 
when I despatched my last letter to you, I felt confident that my next would 
have announced the commutation of our wishes, in the birth of a future heir 
or heiress. However, I will endeavour to write all I have heard, as well as 
the general grief and consternation will allow me. Monday in the night, or 
about 3 on Tuesday morning, her Royal Highness was taken ill, and 
expresses were sent off to the great Officers of State, the Archbishop of 
Canterbury immediate attendance, Earl Bathurst, Lord Sidmouth, the Lord 
Chancellor, Mr Vansittart, together with the Archbishop and Bishop 
immediately attended. 

Dr Baillie and Dr Croft were the medical attendants. During the whole of 
Monday, the labour advanced slowly, but without the least appearance of 
danger. Princess Charlotte showed uncommon firmness and the utmost 
resignation. Towards evening, as the labour lingered, it was deemed 
advisable to send for Dr Sims, who arrived in the middle of the night. 

Nothing could be going better, though too slowly and the excellent 
constitution of the Princess gave every assurance that she would not be too 
much exhausted by the delay. No language, no panegyric can be too warm 
for the manner in which Prince Leopold conducted himself. He was 
incessant in his attendance and no countenance could more deeply express 
the anxiety he felt. Once or twice he exclaimed to the medical attendant that 
the unrepining patient endurance also a deep affliction at her sufferings 
being so lengthened. 

About six o'clock yesterday, the labour advanced more rapidly, and no 
apprehensions were entertained of any fatal results; and the child was 
ascertained to be still living. At nine o'clock her Royal Highness was 
delivered of a male child, but still-born. Throughout the whole of this long 
and painful labour, her Royal Highness evinced the greatest firmness, and 
received the communication of the child being dead born with much 
resignation and saying that it was the will of God. 

Prince Leopold exclaimed to the medical attendants as soon as the 
intelligence was communicated to him 'Thank God, thank God, the 
Princess is safe'. The child was perfect, and one of the finest infants brought 
into the world. 

The Princess was composed after her delivery, and though of course much 
exhausted, every hope was entertained of her doing well. This pleasing 
intelligence being communicated to the great officers of State who left 
Claremont about 11 o'clock. 

It was reported that although exhausted the Princess took some gruel, but 
expressed difficulty in swallowing it, she also complained of feeling very 
chilly and a pain in her stomach. The nurse, Mrs Griffiths was concerned 
and summoned the doctors to return. 
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A little after 12, a change was observed in her Royal Highness, her quiet 
left her, she became restless and uneasy and the medical attendants were 
alarmed. Expresses were sent off, I believe to the Officers of State stating 
the change that had taken place. From half past 12 restlessness and 
convulsions increased till nature and life were quite exhausted, and her 
Royal Highness expired at half past 2 this morning. Prince Leopold was 
with her Royal Highness at this agonizing moment. 



(https://georgianera.files.wordpress. com/2017/11/36886 

5-1362583893.jpg) 

c.1817, by Joseph Lee. Courtesy of the Royal Collection 


Featured Image 

THE PRINCESS CHARLOTTE & PRINCE LEOPOLD GOING TO 
ESHER CHURCH c.1816. Royal Collection Trust/© Her Majesty Queen 
Elizabeth II 2017 

—R BAILLIE DR CROFT DR SIMS PRINCE LEOPOLD PRINCESS 

CHARLOTTE 
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6 thoughts on “The Death of Princess 
Charlotte 1796-1817” 


1. Teresa Broderick 

What a terribly sad end. To think it's 200 years ago today. 

Thankfully women are luckier now with birth. 

n NOVEMBER 6. 2017 AT 9:40 PM ft REPLY 

2. Sandi 

She was only twenty-one. She was overdue, I believe, and the baby 
was large, resulting in complications afterwards, an she 
hemorrhaged. So sad. 

n NOVEMBER 6. 2017 AT 10:57 PM ft REPLY 

3. EastVallevAuthors 

Such a sad story. Honestly, when my daughter had an emergency C- 
section in August, I was reminded of Princess Charlotte. I'm so 
grateful we were not dealing with the obstetrical practices of 200 
years ago. 

The images in your post are lovely! 

n NOVEMBER 7. 2017 AT 2:11 AM ft REPLY 
Sarah Murden 

Congratulations to your daughter and yes, there have been huge 
advances in medicine making childbirth so much better and safer 
for women. It must have been a dreadful for poor Princess 
Charlotte. 

n NOVEMBER 7. 2017 AT 9:16 AM ft REPLY 

4. artandarchitecturemainly 

I find her entire story rather tragic. King George IV had only one 
legitimate child and that was Princess Charlotte. Imagine having 
parents who didn't want to live together and didn't want to spend 
time with their daughter. No wonder the young princess grew up 
feeling unloved and a bit wild. 

Hopefully at least her marriage provided some happiness, before 
death ended it all. 

n NOVEMBER 8. 2017 AT 9:14 AM ft REPLY 
Sarah Murden 

Thank you so much for your comments and yes, it was a very 
sad story, we can only hope that her marriage gave her some 
brief happiness. 
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Black Ribbon: Death on the Canal 


blogspot.co.uk 


http://upsetvictorians.blogspot.co.uk/2017/09/black-ribbon-death-on-canal.html 

Anthony Rhys 

Saturday, 16 September 2017 



The canal in blue down the side of Charlotte Street and Whitmore Lane. The Custom House bridge 
is middle-left. 

This blogpost is part of a series looking at offshoot themes from my book 'Notorious' that recounts 
the lives people living on Charlotte Street and Whitmore Lane in Cardiff from 1841-1870. It contains 
mature content. The introduction to the notorious streets can be found here. 

The black ribbon, the Glamorganshire Canal, wound it's way down through the Taff valley from 
Merthyr Tydfil to Cardiff docks. 

Charlotte Street and Whitmore Lane were bounded to the west and north by the canal and it had a 
large influence on the society that lived there, employment only being a small part. It is no 
coincidence that the other two main areas of prostitution and vice in South Wales, China in Merthyr 
and Friar's Fields in Newport were also both within close proximity to canals. When historians write 
about canals, such as in the two volume 'Glamorganshire and Aberdare Canal' by Rawson and 
Wright, they neglect to mention the dark influences the canal had on the societies that lived 
alongside it. 

Murder 

The authorities were well aware of one nefarious use the canal had among the prostitutes and 
bullies of Charlotte Street and the Lane. In 1842 a ships captain was found dead in the canal 
missing his money. He'd last been seen the night before leaving the Somerset Arms which had 
entrances on Charlotte Street and Whitmore Lane. Despite an inquest his killers were never found. 
In 1846 the coroner had this to say about how the canal was used to murder: 

John Thomas had come to Cardiff from Treforest to enjoy the Whitsun holiday in 1860 but met his 
wet end in the canal after drinking with the 'bad characters in Whitmore Lane: 

Of course foul play could never be proved. 
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Just as this inquiry terminated, Mr* the coro- 

uer, said — ” I h^ve no tluubt in my own mind, that in 
Severn 1 instances where I have held inquests* masters of 
vessels met with foul play* Circumstances of such great 
suspicion came to light as to induce me to believe, or fancy 
that masters of vessel* upon whose bodies I have held 1 
inquests had been followed by women of bud ch&r&cte 
accompanied by their hollies —hod been robbed, and 
afterwards thrown into the canal, where they perished 
Jn many inquests which I have Held, the juries have r>- 
turned verdict* of * E Found Drowned, 1 ' when, in point of 
fsict, the parties had bten absolutely murdered, but there 
was no evidence to prove it. I refer principally to the 
Old Canal, Women of loose character freqa^nt the banks 
of the New Docks as well as the Uhl Canal during night 
time —meet and accost mostcra of vessels, whom they hy 
to inveigle* and when unprepare ?, expecting no atiae-i, 
the poor fellows are suddenly seized by tlie women, while 
their bullies, always near at hand, jump ou — strike them 
down, and then rob them. If they appear to recogniv 
their assailants, they are, no doubt, thrown into the Canal 
for their pains* I do nut doubt at all that eases such as l 


The Black Ribbon had two other social uses that its 
makers never intended, suicide and the dumping of 
babies and foetuses. 

Suicide 

It was the sheer proximity of the canal that lent itself as a 
suicide spot. This close to the sea it was deep and very 
few people could swim. In April 1850 John Gleeson, who 
ran a lodging house on Whitmore Lane, lost it shortly 
after the birth of his only son: 


; A Sad Termination to a Whitsuntide Holiday. 
—On Whit-Monday a young man, named John 
Thomas, of Treforest, came to Cardiff for the holi¬ 
days, and whilst here got into company with the 
bad characters in Whifcmore-lane, and drank heavily. 
He left liis boon companions at night and was not 
seen, alive afterwards* On Tuesday last his hotly 
was found floating in the old canal, where, no doubt, 
he had fallen in whilst drunk* At the inquest which 
was held on Tuesday evening, at the Town-hall, his 
father identified the body, A verdict of “Found 
in the water’ 5 was returned. 


Suicide was of course a crime 
at this time- hence the five 
shilling and costs fine (about 
a weeks rent). 

In June 1854 the prostitute 
Ann Moore alias 'Carrots' 

(who was working with Jenny 
Piano in 

1861) attempted a suicidal 
escape attempt, after being 
arrested for fighting with 

another 


Attempted Suicide. —John Gleeson, an Irish lodging* 
house keeper, Whitmore Lane, was charged with having 
attempted to drown himself in the canal. He quarrelled 
with his wife; and being determined to stand no nonsense 
he rushed out of his house and infu the canal. When his 
ardour had been somewhat cooled he was got out by the 
police, who were obliged to procure the services of a person 
to watch him. He admitted that he was drunk.—Fined ds* 
and cost*. 


Whitmore Lane prostitute: 

In 1855 Naomi Oram, a prostitute working out of Mary Prothero's brothel on Whitmore Lane also lost 
it one Sunday morning in July. She had very probably been up all Saturday night drinking and had 
not yet gone to bed when she was rescued by an umbrella: 

She was taken back to Prothero's brothel and continued to work the streets for another five years. 

In June 1857 Ellen Griffiths, another prostitute from Whitmore Lane, threw herself into the canal and 
is saved, rather poetically by one of the town missionaries: 


Hannah Phillips, who was brought up since she was an infant on Charlotte Street and lived at her 
parents lodging house at number 39 (the canal end of Charlotte Street), decided the same thing in 
the summer of 1861: 
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DHU3K AND DISORDERLY. 

Elizabeth Jones, an old offender, was charged with 
b dug drunk, ami fighting in Whitmore-lane on Monday 
tnvnini? last, and making u&c of disgusting language 
whiie hiring conveyed to the station*—One month'* im- 
prUouuifMit w itli hard labour. 

Aim Moore, another unfortunate, whs charged with 
fighting with the former prisoner, cud with throwing her¬ 
self into the caual, after being taken into cu&lody by the 
constable.—One month hard labour. 


m&TfwuTTZD Sr [cti>s.— About htlf-put eight o'clock am 
Sunday morning lut, a woman of light diameter, naift 
Nflimu Oram, jumpal into tin canal, tmt tbe Wharf Bridg*, 
in tlu* town, when under the influence of drink. Soma man 
fortunately obgred the occgrrewg, and haatimd to far rmonaj 
Tiny hamnly suoe«edc4 in preventing bar from * ink Log by 
holding her firm with the emok of an umbrella. The poor 
Bmiturf, who wti probably weary of the diaaointa life aha waa 
leading, waa placed under the care of the woman la iu# i 
haute ue lived* 


uivav wu «i v*t^v v«*w ► ** ^ 

Attempt to Commit SriciDB.—On Saturday night a girl 
named Ellen Griffiths, living in a house of an infamous descrip¬ 
tion in Whitmore-lane, attempted to put an end to her wretched 
existence by throwing herself into the old canal. One of the 
town missionaries, who was passing at the time, rescued her. 


- -|—xn W> v* »»»* - 

A Di3TBS88nfG Cirt.—Ann Phillips, a young girl, appar¬ 
ently about 18 ye»ra of age, gaily dressed in a hat and ribbons, 
was brought tip charged with attempting to commit suicide. 
From the evidence of P.C. Griffiths it appeared that she had 
made a moat determined attempt Last Wednesday afternoon 
she w*s seat by him struggling violently with another girl 
near the Old Sea Lock; at last she succeeded in breaking 
loose from the girl, and ran and jumped into the lock, in which 
was probably 20 feet of water; the other girl, in the hope of 
saving her, very incautiously jumped in after her; with the 
aid of Constable Dix, be succeeded in getting them both out, 
but not until the prisoner was nearly dead; she could not 
breathe, and appeared completely gone. She had expressed 
her determination to drown herself, and the other girl was try¬ 
ing to hold her in order to prevent her carrying out so rash a 
purpose. The prisoner said her father was dead, but she bad 
a mother alive, and she was anxious to leave her wretched 
course of life. She was remanded until Wednesday to see 
what can be done with her. 


magistrate, ever tuned to the difficulties of being 
poor, blames her life on her 'love of dress': 
Hannah Phillip's case is interesting as she is 
evidence of a 'fallen women' who was literally 
brought up in the environs of brothels and 
prostitution for most of her life. 

In 1862 Elizabeth Williams, who'd been working 
Charlotte Street and Whitmore Lane for the last 
five years, also felt distressed enough to jump 
into the canal: 

Jump forward to 1868 and Margaret Mahoney, 
a Whitmore Lane prostitute also wanted to end 
her life: 


Old age had a depressing effect on some, like William Griffiths, a usually friendly and sociable razor 
grinder from Charlotte Street who walked up to the nearest bridge and jumped off in the summer of 


1869: 


In 1871 Catherine Martin, a 24 year old Irish prostitute living at 17 Charlotte Street who had been 
working there for over ten years, attempted suicide while drunk: 
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Hannah Phillips, on a remanded charge of attempting th e S th 7rd S 
suicide, was handed over to her mother. Mr. Jones said time she 
the love of dress which seemed to prevail amongst young had 
girls, appeared to him to be the cause of leading them 
astray in many cases. 


Thb Dbink. Again. —On Friday a poor misguided 
girl, aged 24, named Elizabeth Williams, who has been 
for some time leading a miserable life in one of the 
wretched dens of Whitnmre-lane, in a fit of drunken 
despair, jumped into the ship canal, near the Custom¬ 
house, and would have been drowned had it not been for 
the timely aid of a man who was passing, and who, at 
the risk of his own life, jumped into the water up to his 
neck and rescued her. A policeman was called, and she 
was taken first to her miserable lodgings and dressed in 
dry clothes, and then to the station-house, where she 
was kept several days by order of the magistrates. By 
the incarceration she was restored to her sober senses, 
and has since been released, but we fear only to return 
to her former abandoned course of life. 


attempted suicide by jumping into the 
canal. 

Infanticide & Concealment of Birth 

I have found only one reference, in 
1842, to a baby's body being discovered 
in the privies (outside toilets) of 
Whitmore Lane. Considering the huge 
number of brothels and prostitutes on 
Charlotte Street and Whitmore Lane 
there must have been a high rate of 
unwanted pregnancies, still born and 
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Attempted Suicide.—A well-known razor grinder 
named William Griffiths attempted to commit suicide 
on Tuesday. Griffiths, who is a very old man, was 
seen standing on the Custom House Bridge, whither he 
had gone from his residence in Charlotte-street, and in. 
a few minutes he threw himself into the Canal. He 
was observed by a mau, who ran to him, and. after some 
difficulty drew him out of the water. For many years 
Griffiths has perambulated the streets of Cardiff with 
his machine for razor grinding, and every Saturday 
throughout the year he might be seen outside the 
Market-house plying his vocation surrounded by boys, 
with whom he was on the most familiar terms. No 


aborted babies. 

Many of the working 
women worked right up 
to the birth of their 
children, for example 
Sarah Nips was with a 
client the day before 
she gave birth in 1852 
and Ann Arnott was 
working 

in Mrs George's Dinas 
Arms brothel until two 
weeks before she gave 
birth in 1868. We have recorded the still¬ 
born birth of a child of Jane Allen, a 
Whitmore Lane prostitute, who gave 
birth in Mrs Donovan's brothel at 24 
Whitmore Lane in 1856. The baby was 
put into a box and placed under the bed 
while the midwife attended to the 
mother. If the police had not turned up 
after hearing the rumours I wonder 
where that box would have ended up, 


cauBe can be assigned for Vie rash act,, except that he perhaps the midwife would have buried 


had been drinking for some days previous. 


it, what is certain is that many unwanted 
babies, still born or not ended up in the 


Glamorganshire Canal. 

This report from 1855 shows how grisly the practice could be: 
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Attempted Suicide.—J ust immediately after midnight 
on Sunday* nn abandoned woman named JCito Mirim 
rending at 17 »Chii Hottest reel, attempted to commit sui 
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Oo tk* body of i oewljr*botn female iafeot child, which 
had Iffn found lu ibt emit cot Into jdrett. 

Job Grtof, of IS, Franeli-Urecf, Uhoorer. depoted— 
On 8*turd%y morning, About ftii o’clock* 1 fooon t!»o 
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going to my work, and i»* an i«fewl*« hand which had 
been cut otT the body, fioftiftg on the w»Ur ; the hem 
waa eboui eighteen inebte Uom the Aide ; I retched 
It with my shoftl \ About a foot diiUBt from the heM 
I obaerred the body; it w»e t»tl«dj both the h»«»d» 
end ieg* were cut ffo«A the trunk ; they weft all 8oiliag 
on the water acpaf Atfly ; l got into A hoet # and picked op 
one hand, one kg. the body, tod the hetd* which 
cut oH ; 1 found them at a dUtanee of about thirty yarda ; 
thoae portion* of the body I picked up I put into A b**- 
ket, and brought to the atatiun h«»o»c ; 1 ih**n went and 
irarclH>d for the miettng portion* of the bod), but did 
i»ut fmd them; the body appeared to n»c to be newly 
born —it waa floating on It* back. 


In 

January 
1857 
another 
baby 
was 

found. It 
had lived 

and it's umbilical cord has been torn rather than cut, 
showing the desperation of the birth: 

In February of the next 
year two boys found the 
body of a baby girl: 

In January 1868 another 
murdered child was 
found in the canal by 
Whitmore Lane: 


A CHILD FOUND IN T1IK CANAL. 

On Tuesday evening another inquest was held before the 
same Coroner, and iu the same Court. This was oil the body 
of a male infant which luid been found in the Ulatnorgaushiro 

U John Muddoley, of 15, North Church-street, deposed that on 
Monday morning he was standing near Mr. Hodge’s dry dock, 
when li is attention was called to something tljating in the 
canal; on obtaining a boat-hook and turning it over, he saw 
it was the naked body of a ehild, and he immediately took it 
out of the water; it proved to be a male infant, and he delivered 
it to a policcmau. 

11. J. Paine, Esq., surgeon, deposed that lie had examined 
the body ; it appeared to be that of a full grown newly-born 
infant; the naval string appeared to have been turn from its 
attachment and not cut; the lungs partly tilled the chest and 
tloated when placed in water; the head was not swollen from 
lingering birth. After further describing a post mortem 
examination lie had made, Mr. Paine said—from the condition 
of the lungs and general character of the viscera, and the ab- 
ioneo of evidence of lingering birth, I ani induced to believe 
that the child was alive during birih, and that respiration had 
been established; thore were no marks cf violence nor any¬ 
thing to account for death. I am not prepared to state that 
the child was alive when thrown into the water; the child 
I measured about 18 inches in length ; 1 thiuk the child vvas 
lioru alive, but cauuot give an opinion as to the cause of death. 
I 1 think that it is more than probable death was not the result 
[ of foul play but may have 1 k*oii caused by neglect. I think it 
was dead before placed in tho water. 

I Verdict — 1 Found Dead.” 


Another dead baby was 
found five months later in 
June wrapped in calico 
hidden between the 
canal 

Discovery of a Nbwly-borx Female CrriLD. — On 
Wednesday last, the body of a ^newly-born female child was 
brought to the police station by two boys, named James 
Morris and Win. Roberts. It appeared that the boys found a 
box floating on the surface of the Glamorganshire Canal, and 
on getting it out, the body of the child was found inside- 


bridge 
wall and 
the 

fence of 
a timber 


Bfsrftcrsi) Mi hihh or a riimi.*--An %dpnmrt| i*. 
<|HMt ttfKM tbo body «*f A child waa held no \V«*liu»«Uy 
•VHlikf, M tltt Towo-HaII. At the prrhmm \ry inquiry urn 
tUrunlay it waa proved th.%1 on th»f MH»ming ihc 

Mjf of I nwly burn mslo child waa f mnd itt th« ran «l, 
Hkf Mfun Wmau'ii timl-rr T4r«l. The U»dv waa r|tftt« 
•Hfthal, And there waa a piw of tap#* tod rmiwJ »b«* «nk 
The ItHpHBt wm ndpmmcil for lb* purple «*f making a p* «t 
macf»ai «uui»i<iAltoo. Dr. I’ninr lUiel thet < tAinin<r.jr 
the body he found It eu that of ft newly-born child. It had 
bni bora it He full time Th«* n»v, l Airing waa durtdy 
Ut w AM not tied. A tape waa t i#hJ roumJ tho nrrfc, but 
\ tightly ee to prevent r*epiiAti«»tt The UmIjt Append 
t% been aquee«ed Aercrely—but tin* bed uk«*n pUr« 
offer <k*lh. Tee erudition of the Iudjta *h»*wtd that the 
ehild had breathed freely for fttHeot tiiinutcA. Th* 

A of hit et»mi#Bi»on led him to believe th*t deuth bid 
I plaet (htn a tudden AtomwMr* of reAptrutbin—cither 
from diOWBiAfi nr tuAnnUkifi. There Were n*« mftrki of vh> 
l^gi MibtT then whet he had de*rrlb> d The jury r« f urn* d 
l of M Wilful murder A|fAiii*t tome pern* or. 


tn hum I 


It li milih lifni 




merchant at the end of Whitmore Lane: 

Bout or A Ct/itu Found— tin Tbureduy ° cvmlnc Mr. 
K. B. llccce, deputy-ouruncr. held nu taqtir** ut tho iowa- 
hull, upon the Dudy of u newly burn xuulo child which had 
bc« found on tho prorlouu day. Henry Ropere, a r,ibumn. 
living in PcvDutrrct, etutod that bo waa lenning on tho §ido 
of tM eanal bridgo near .Means Wateijn'e timber yard when 
he noticed a purer! between the brkhro wall and the woodra 
railing* of tbc yanl. Tho • pace u^ta about 18 inchce wide and 
tvdoren feci dirp. Witneaa got a buut-houk and pulled up 
the parcel, which he found to contain tho body *»f a ncwlv- 
born cblia, rnch erd In two calico wrapper* Ha took tbo 
body to the itation and garc it to P.C. Klliott. Dr. Paine 
atated that from a wut a examination he found that 
the child bad brralncd and received food. Tbcro weic no 
marks of violence. From tbc condition of the lungs be waa 
of opinion that death had taken place from interrupted nu- 
|dration—whether by autfocatlun or drowning he could not 
nay. The jury after about ten tmnutew consultation re¬ 
turned gh open verdict of M Found dead/’ tut considered the 
aac uf li Buspicioui character. 

«• ___.. n — r»_ n _ 


This 


report, also from 1868 and around the corner in Bute Street, shows how so many mothers and 
children came to be in this desperate situation: 

This servant called in the police, but often these babies were born in dark, secret places to poor and 
desperate women. Who knows how many ended up in the canal. I'm not saying that they all came 
from the women and brothels of Charlotte Street and the Lane, we'll never know their stories, but it 
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bouiMi it* Buttfffegit fur gwita-( mIi wa * 

**u l t rliinrij Wh-pfg j^ N fuu.lipf 

«h# li*d tarn ifrliwrd of pfi 

I htr*tolf in ih# utid urn MU 

-fTr^;:_ "3—| 

Accident 


is likely 
that 
many 
did. 


Falling into the canal was not always intentional, it was in fact a frequent occurrence. This obscene 
'tit-bit' masquerading as humour appeared in the editorial section on Glamorganshire in the 
Monmouthshire Merlin in 1850: 


Sum FT! i ino use a Bull. —Two old gentlemen were faking 
a walk the other day on the canal bank, near the custom-house, 
one of whom, seeing a number of young children playing care¬ 
lessly near the water's edge, *aid to ins friend, with the utmost 
surprise, ‘'Dear me! I wonder some uf those children don't fall 
in sometimes.” Mr* 8. replied, with much coolness, "Oh, so 
they do; but they are seldom missed V* 


You 
don't 
have to 
be a 
historian 
to 


understand that these children were missed, no matter how poor or inconsequential their parents 
were. I'm sure Bridget Kirby's widowed father, who was a labourer lodging at Whitmore Lane, 
missed his five year old daughter after she went to play on the Thursday and was found lifeless in 
the canal on a Saturday morning in 1855. 
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Elizabeth George, the landlady of the Dinas Arms on Charlotte Street, almost lost her son George to 
the canal shortly after moving to Cardiff in May 1858. The brothel keeper and prostitute Susan 
Stanton wasn't so lucky. Her four year old son, a grandson of Mary the Cripple, fell from a 
narrowboat into the canal on an April afternoon in 1859 and was only found when his dead body 
resurfaced many hours later. 

This boy from Charlotte Street had a lucky escape from death in 1868: 


I've always been interested in the Glamorganshire Canal, having lived alongside it's path at one 
point, and have been dismayed at the destruction of it over the years. Very little remains of it today, 
most disappearing under the A470. I never realised how much blood and pain had soaked into it's 
clay lined channel over the years. 
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llOY Jtr*cv£j) most DugVmixii —On Wdo«tif iflef- 
tMH * little boy, tinmed Jobs nattily fur uJd 4 

Wftl men by P*C* I'enrce fl-witintf in tho GUmgfgim C*zutJ, 
tmt the lUywbridp. Tho buy wu» rtsco^l frum !m dia- 
gfltfo iw predicament ly a Wilrmm, m4 luktn in » ncn*el'*a 
frindUion to the 11 ah »ity iun Iff wai Attended *bv Dr* 
WaJUve, And fa th« wurw of i *!t t e timt he recovcuJ con - 
AcleUAtii**, when be w*s tak. n hojjr 10 Ch u-Mht 

Vllltt *V flUltlliVlit.tA V_\( lifm liVljl/'W ilh Kmh. 

References: 

Murder 

Captain death inquest: 1842 October 8th Cardiff Merthyr Guardian p.3. 

Coroner's report: 1846 January 3rd CMG p.2. 

Merthyr Man's death: 1864 May 20th Cardiff News p.2. 

Suicide 

John Gleeson suicide: 1850 April 20th CMG p.4. & Monmouthshire Merlin p.2. 

Ann Moore: 1854 June 9th CMG p.3. 

Naomi Oram suicide: 1855 July 7th CMG p.5. 

Ellen Griffiths: 1857 June 27th CMG p.5. 

Hannah Phillips: 1861 July 19th Cardiff Times p.8. 1861 July 20th CMG p.6. 

Hannah Phillips Census 1861 St Marys Cardiff RG9/4033 F85 p55. 

Hannah Phillips: See also 1859 July 9th CT p.3. 

Elizabeth Williams: 1862 Sept 13th MM p.6. Earlier see 1857 July 4th CMG p.6. 

Margaret Mahoney: 1868 February 1st Cardiff Times p.5. 

William Griffiths: 1869 July 10th CMG p.5. 

Kate Martin: 1871 October 25th Western Mail p.3. 3rd time Oct 28 CMG p.5. 

Kate Martin: There's a long list of previous convictions e.g. 1862 July 25th CT p.6. 

Mary Driscoll: 1855 November 10th CMG p.3. 

Infanticide: 

1855 July 28th CMG p.8. 

1857 Jan 17th CMG p.8. 

1858 Feb 27th CMG p.5. 

1868 January 25th Cardiff Times p.3. 

1868 June 27th Cardiff Times p.5. 

Accidents: 

Something like a Bull: 1850 August 17th MM p.3. 

Margaret Griffiths: 1858 July 31st CMG p.6. Taken in for 'obstructing the pavement' 1854 June 23rd 
CMG p.3. 

George George: 1858 May 15th p.5. 

Bridget Kirby: 1855 July 14th CMG p.8. 1855 burial in St Mary's burial records p.279 
John Thomas: 1860 June 9th Cardiff Times p.5. 

John Jones: 1868 April 25 Cardiff Times p.5. 
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Map is from the Glamorgan Archives, the newspaper reports are either from the excellent Welsh 
Newspapers Online site from the National Library of Wales or from microfiche at the Cathays Library 
in Cardiff. 


The book 'Notorious' is almost completed, I'm just adding some final evidence from birth, marriage 
and death certificates that I need to order, and painting the portraits of the characters within it. 

This post in its current form is copyright Anthony Rhys 2017. 

f Posted by Anthony Rhys at 14:03 

/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. V .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% Umportant; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 
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Jean-Marie Roland de la Platiere and his wife, Madame Roland, were supporters of the French Revolution. In addition, Jean-Marie was 
also an influential member of a loose political faction called the Girondins. When the Girondins fell in 1793 during the Reign of Terror, 
Jean-Marie went into hiding in Rouen with two spinster sisters, the mademoiselles Malortie. The spinsters were sisters to his previous 
fiancee, who died unexpectedly. 

While Jean-Marie was in hiding, Madame Roland was arrested, as were other Girondins and Girondin supporters. She was imprisoned at 
the Abbey of Saint Germain des Pres that had inscribed over its door, “All hope abandon, ye who enter here!”[1] This was also the spot 
where a wave of killings, called the September Massacres, had taken place between the 2 nd and 7 th of September in 1792. 

During her imprisonment, Madame Roland continued to insist that she had been wrongly imprisoned. It 
seemed as if her protestations worked because suddenly on the 24th of June she was released. She 
gathered her things, ordered a carriage, and went home. Unfortunately, she had not mounted more than 
few steps when she was rearrested by the Paris Commune. 

This time Madame Roland was locked up at the prostitute’s gaol known as Sainte Pelagie. While there 
she learned that all the imprisoned Girondins were to be tried. Madame Roland realized the seriousness 
(https://i2.wp.com/www.geriwaltoRfd^fi^ 13 ^ 011 and came to the conclusion that the end of her life was fast approaching. She then wrote: 
content/up l oads/2017/11/Jear T 



MarieRoland.jpg?ssl=1) 

Jean-Marie Roland de la Platiere. 
Courtesy of Wikipedia. 


“If I must die ... I know of life the best it contains, while its continuance would probably only exact fresh 
sacrifices. ... The moment in which I gloried most in my existence, when I felt most vividly that exaltation 
of soul which dares all dangers and rejoices in facing them, was the one which I entered this Bastille to 
which the executioners have sent me. ... It seemed to give me an occasion of serving Roland by the 
firmness with which I could bear witness; and it seemed sweet to be of some use to him ... I should like 
to sacrifice my life to him.”[2] 



MAI>aME aOLAXTB. 




On a wintry Friday on 8 November 1793, Madame Roland’s execution occurred. A great crowd was assembled to watch as she and 
others rode in death carts, called tumbrils, to the guillotine. It was a cold, rainy afternoon when the five tumbrils arrived at the spot where 
she would be executed. As she stood there, she “heard the threefold sounds of execution: first the dropping of the plank to which the 
prisoner was bound, then the fall of the lunette on the neck and then the rattle of the blade.”[3] 


(http://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/btv 
rk=21459;2) 

Madame Roland. Courtesy of 
Bibliotheque nationale de France. 


Madame Roland’s turn came soon enough. At the Place de la Revolution she was bound tightly to the plank and her arms securely 

pinned. As she laid there bare-headed, in the distance her eyes rested on the colossal painted clay statue of Liberty. It was standing on 

the same pedestal that had once held the statue of Louis XV. Thinking about liberty, Madame Roland supposedly uttered these memorable words: 

“O Liberte! O Liberte! que de crimes on comment en ton nom! (O Liberty! O Liberty! what crimes are committed in thy name!)”[4] 

While Madame Roland may have been thinking of liberty, on the platform that held the guillotine, to the executioner it was business as usual. 
He let the guillotine blade drop, and as her head fell, an official checked her name off his list. Sometimes the severed head left with the 
person’s body and went directly to the cemetery. Other times, if the person was well-known, the head was given to Madame Tussaud and 
taken to the studio where “the tortured features of the dead were recomposed, the lips were closed, the eyes shut, the horror-struck expression 
common to all decapitated head was smoothed away.”[5] 

Madame Tussaud did not get Madame Roland’s head as it escaped the executioner’s notice. Instead, Madame Roland’s head was buried with 
her body. The burial spot was the cemetery pit at a convent of Benedictines situated in the rue de la Madeleine called Ville I’Eveque. 

When word came that Madame Roand had been executed, Jean-Marie was still hiding in Rouen. He was undone by the news, and, on 15 

November, he bid the spinster sisters farewell and left Rouen. The following morning, he was found leaning comfortably against a tree. His 

„ , .discoverer at first thought he was asleep, but then he noticed the following words pinned to Jean-Marie’s chest: 

(https://iO.wp.com/www.geriwalfon.com/wp- 



content/uploads/2017/11/MaWitev^$heucfe|lRh9t(fip^^j^ftdyit^(tlii^jn©spadt)it^detoaFiiaJWeycaji®$h6^)28§Q8qpgA?ho devoted his life to being useful, and who 
ssl=1) has died as he lived, virtuous and honest... Not fear, but indignation, made me quit my retreat on learning that my wife had been 

Madame Tussaud. Drawing murdered. I did not choose to remain longer in a land polluted with crimes.”[6] 


attributed to Francis 
Tussaud. Courtesy of 
Wikipedia. 


[5] U. Pope-Hennessy, p. 532. 

[6] M. Blind, p, 311-12. 
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36 PUBLIC DOMAIN REVIEW 

Although Jacques Collin de Plancy’s Dictionnaire infernal, a monumental compendium of all 
things diabolical, was first published in 1818 to much success, it is the fabulously illustrated 
final edition of 1863 which secured the book as a landmark in the study and representation of 
demons. Ed Simon explores the work and how at its heart lies an unlikely but pertinent 
synthesis of the Enlightenment and the occult. 

There, between the entry for a seventeenth-century Anglican 
theologian named Assheton and one for the Levantine goddess 
Astarte, is the demon Astaroth. As depicted by the French artist 
Louis le Breton for his fellow countryman Jacques-Albin-Simon 
Collin de Plancy’s Dictionnaire infernal, Astaroth is a skinny man 
with reptilian claws punctuating long hands and feet, hobbled over 
on the back of a lupine demon sporting a massive pair of bat wings 
and a serpentine tail. His face — described by Collin de Plancy as 
that of a “very ugly angel” — is rendered by le Breton as thin and 
effete, almost equine, with eyes dismissive and uncaring, a slight 
sneer of cold command. Ignoring Astaroth’s claws and demon 
mount, his look of calculated intelligence could easily be that of one 
of the armchair intellectuals who dined with the philosophes of the 
Enlightenment Paris of Collin de Plancy’s youth. 

Not an entirely inappropriate connection, for the Dominican inquisitor Sebastian Michaelis, who 
classified the demons he encountered as an exorcist at the infamous monastery of Loudun in the 
seventeenth century, associated Astaroth with the new rationalist philosophies that were just being 
born in France. Michaelis’ Astaroth was a kind of hellish Rene Descartes, who drew the nuns and 
priests of Loudun astray with the pernicious promises of Epicureanism and invitations to “Do what 
thou wilt”. Perhaps for Collin de Plancy, born almost two centuries later amidst the convulsions of 
revolution, the thin, reptilian demon with the aristocratic bearing still represented some of the 
dangers of the new learning, for Astaroth “willingly answers the questions he is asked about the 
most secret things, and ... it is easy to have him talk about creation”. 

Astaroth is a convenient symbol for the oddity of Collin de Plancy’s Dictionnaire, for the demon 
represents a muddle of cultural forces: rationalism and superstition, systematization and the occult, 
the Enlightenment and the Romantic movement. When the Dictionnaire was first published in 1818, 
Collin de Plancy was a dutiful student of the new rationalism who set out to catalogue what he called 
“aberrations and germs or causes of errors”. As he labored at subsequent editions, however, the 
secular folklorist found himself more and more pulled in by the lure of demonology, a passion which 
would eventually lead him, by the 1830s, to enthusiastically embrace Catholicism. By the 
Dictionnaire ’s final edition of 1863, the publishers could assure the reader that the “errors” 
previously highlighted had now been eliminated, the catalogue now fully congruent with Catholic 
theology. The preface authoritatively claimed that Collin de Plancy had “reconfigured his labors, 
recognizing that superstitious, foolish beliefs, occult sects and practices . . . have come only from 
deserters of the faith.” 
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All together, across nearly six hundred pages, Collin de Plancy provided entries for sixty-five 
different demons, including favorites from the pages of Dante, Milton, and others, such as 
Asmodeus, Azazel, Bael, Behemoth, Belphegor, Belzebuth, Mammon, and Moloch. The most 
interesting edition of the text is the final one of 1863, illustrated with creepy exactitude by le Breton, 
whose brilliant Dore-esque engravings elevate the work beyond the relative staidness of previous 
editions. 



It’s both edifying and frightening to consider the magnificence of 
some of these illustrations. For example, among the more minor 
demons there is “Adramelech, great chancellor of the underworld, 
steward of the wardrobe of the sovereign of the demons, president 
of the high council of the devils”, who “showed himself in the form of 
a mule, and sometimes even that of a peacock”. Le Breton’s 
illustration portrays him in full pompous glory as an ass-headed 
version of the Yazidi’s “Peacock Angel”. Or there is Amduscias, in 
“the form of a unicorn”, to whose voice “the trees bow”, and who 
“commands twenty-nine legions.” 

A few pages later there is Amon, a 
horrific hell beast with globular 
pitch-black eyes, a “great and 
powerful marquis of the infernal 
empire” who appears as a “wolf, 
with a serpent’s tail . . . [whose] 
head resembles that of an owl, and 
its beak shows very sharp canine 
teeth.” As if le Breton’s rendition of 
the beast wasn’t terrifying enough, 
Collin de Plancy reminds us that 
this nightmare creature “knows the 
past and the future”. 



And then there is Ephialtes — a pug-faced, bird-winged, wild-eyed 
little gremlin perched atop the chest of a man, like Fuseli’s 
Nightmare — who Collin de Plancy describes in just a single 
sentence, explaining that he derives from the “Greek name for the 
nightmare ... a kind of incubus that stifles sleep.” 

There is Eurynome, who has “long teeth, a frightful body full of 
wounds, and a fox skin for clothing.” Le Breton depicts Eurynome as 
a caprine, saw-toothed creature on bended knee, grimacing at some 
unseen victim, “showing his great teeth like a starving wolf. 

And then there is my favorite, Belphegor, who is associated with the 
deadly sin of sloth and is shown sat hunched with pinched brow, 
straining atop a toilet, holding his tail from harm’s way, trying to take a shit. 



Of course, Collin de Plancy’s concern in the Dictionnaire infernal wasn’t just the defecation of minor 
demons. He also aimed to provide instruction on both the history and the practical utility of the more 
exalted among Satan’s minions. There is Asmodeus, who the Talmud claimed was born of a 
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demon as a 
eyes, and a 


succubus who slept with 
King David, but who 
Collin de Plancy argued 
was “the ancient serpent 
who seduced Eve.” 
Associated with lust, 
Asmodeus is presented 
as a fearsome three¬ 
headed monstrosity, 
though not one above 
doing the bidding of King 
Solomon (regarded by 
the occult tradition as 

having had a special ability to control demons), who “loaded him 
with irons and forced him to help build the temple of Jerusalem.” 


Or reflect upon that “heavy and 
stupid demon” Behemoth. Calling 
to mind his appearance in the 
Book of Job, Collin de Plancy 
wrote that some “commentators 
pretend that it is the whale, and 
others that it is the elephant”. Le 
Breton chose to depict Behemoth 
as a bipedal version of the latter, 
clutching his hairy, engorged belly 
like some sort of malevolent 
Ganesh. 


Then there is Bael, “the first king of hell” who has “three heads, one 
of which has the shape of a toad, the other that of a man, and the 
third of a cat”, to which le Breton made the fine addition of a number 
of fur-covered arachnid legs. 

The Phoenician god Ba’al, from 
whom Collin de Plancy’s Bael 
derives his name, was associated 
with all manner of idolatries and 
blasphemies, and is also the 
inspiration for that other lieutenant 
of hell, Belzebuth (or Beelzebub), 
the trusted advisor of Lucifer 
whose name appears in the 
records of exorcists from Loudun 
to Salem. As Belzebuth literally 
means “Lord of the Flies”, le 
Breton decided to depict this 
startlingly biologically accurate insect, with long pinching mandibles, weirdly human 
skull and crossbones upon his paper-thin wings. If anything, the strange verisimilitude of 
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the insect-like creature makes le Breton’s image all the more terrifying. His segmented thorax and 
spindly arms recall the flea magnified by Robert Hooke two centuries earlier, the English polymath’s 
Enlightenment monstrosity demonstrating that the nightmares of reason and superstition are not 
always as divergent as we might think. 

This connection between the ideals of the Enlightenment and the 
old world of magic and superstition from which these demons 
sprung was, in many ways, made literal by the figure of Collin de 
Plancy himself. He was born in 1793, only four years after the 
crowning (or most condemnatory) event of the Enlightenment: the 
French Revolution. Perhaps in reaction to that affair, he added the 
aristocratic “de Plancy” to his otherwise plebeian name. Indeed it 
was not just a plebeian name, but one with positively republican 
associations, for Collin de Plancy’s maternal uncle was none other 
than George Danton, the radical president of the Committee on 
Public Safety who, like so many of his fellow Jacobins, ultimately 
found his severed head looking up at the guillotine blade one 
morning in the month of Germaine. 

Like his uncle, Collin de Plancy was originally a partisan of liberty, equality, and fraternity, an 
enthused reader of Voltaire and a zealous rationalist and skeptic; also like his uncle, he would 
ultimately see himself reconciled to that Church he had rejected, though with a detour through the 
darker corners of demonology. As with the many demonic chimeras that populate his dictionary, 
Collin de Plancy was a melange of disparate parts. He combined the rectilinear logic of men like 
Voltaire and Diderot with the chthonic visions of the symbolist and decadent poets of a generation 
later— Rimbaud, Baudelaire, and Verlaine, who drunkenly stomped through the rainy streets of 
Paris clutching their fleurs du mal. Collin de Plancy did not just convince himself that demons were 
real, but indeed he developed a wish to control them through language, a desire as fervent as that 
of his Enlightenment forebears to categorize and define words and ideas in dictionaries and 
encyclopedias. The demonologist was a man stuck between logic and faith, the salon and the 
Hellfire club, who heard the screams of horrific monsters while writing with the sober pen of a 
naturalist. 



Like its creator, the Dictionnaire spanned the interests of two eras. It recalls 
such grimoires (practical manuals of magic) as Johann Weyer’s sixteenth- 
century Pseudomonarchia Daemonum, or the seventeenth-century Lesser 
Key of Solomon, as much as it does the Enlightenment’s systematized 
compendiums of knowledge, such as Denis Diderot’s Encyclopedie. There is 
ambiguity in the book’s project itself, for what could be more modern than the 
dictionary, and yet what could be more antique than the knowledge collected 
in this particular dictionary? 

Despite ancient and medieval precedents across several different cultures 
(one can think of Aristophanes of Byzantium, who compiled a type of 
dictionary called the Lexeis two centuries before Christ), the dictionary and 
especially the encyclopedia were products of the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries. For Dr Johnson and his Dictionary of the English Language, or James Murray, who, in the 
Bodleian’s scriptorium, assembled the testament to humanity that is the Oxford English Dictionary, 
positivist knowledge could be found in the process of collection and measurement. The dictionary 
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was sober, rational, and practical. Etymology was like dissection, another Enlightenment innovation, 
and the dictionary a sort of dissection theater. For Johnson, the dictionary was a reaction to “speech 
copious without order, and energetick without rules”, it served to tame vocabulary, for its approach to 
language was one “reduced to method”. 

But what then of Collin de Plancy’s infernal version? Is it a dictionary by name only, or could the 
affinities touch a deeper vein? In his Grimoires: A History of Magic Books, the historian Owen 
Davies writes of how grimoires are marked by a “desire for knowledge and the enduring impulse to 
restrict and control it”, a description that could certainly be applied to the projects of Johnson and 
Murray. “Grimoires exist”, he goes on, “because of the desire to create a physical record of magical 
knowledge, reflecting concerns regarding the uncontrollable and corruptible nature of. . . sacred 
information.” While it’s true that the grand experiment of the Enlightenment was supposedly to shine 
the light of rationality upon the shadows of superstition, the desire to assemble all possible 
information is one which the grimoire and the dictionary share. And this yearning towards 
completion and the all-encompassing is not just a superficial similarity, for in their obsessions with 
words and language, the grimoire and the dictionary share a common faith — that mere verbal 
pronouncements have the ability to rewrite reality itself. Both kinds of book are partisans of a 
Platonist philosophy that sees a type of word magic as being able to enact transformations in real 
life. For the rationalist lexicographer this means that mastery of rhetoric and syntax can affect our 
lives through the ability to explicate and convince; for the wizard this means that the magic of words 
can conjure alteration. In both cases, words have the power, if they’re properly organized, to change 
the world for better or for worse. 

At the heart of this shared mission is the fact that both magic and 
reason have a motivating belief in the inherent explicability of 
reality: that there is a given order to the world and that human 
minds can comprehend and control this order. Whether that order 
is supernatural or natural is somewhat incidental; that there is 
structure to the system is what is important. Collin de Plancy’s 
dictionary may be a grimoire, or his grimoire may be a dictionary, 
but fundamentally the distinction between them is less stark than 
might be supposed. 

Han Stavans writes that “dictionaries are like mirrors: they are a 
reflection of the people who produced and consumed them.” If this 
is true, then the Dictiormaire infernal is not just a reflection of Collin 
de Plancy, a man who dwelled among shadows yet desired to illuminate, but also a reflection of our 
own modern world. With their words listed like demons, their concern with proper order and 
grammar (lest our spells don’t work), dictionaries can be seen as modern, secular grimoires. The 
Dictionnaire infernal, far from being an archaic remnant, reminds us that sharp distinctions between 
antiquity and modernity ultimately mean little. Ours has always been, and always shall be, a demon- 
haunted world. But, with apologies to C. S. Lewis, what grimoires prove is not that demons exist, but 
that they can be tamed. If there is any consolation to be found, it’s that controlling our demons is 
possible if we’re able to name them, whether they are of the supernatural or of the rationalist variety 
— and in either case, a dictionary is what we shall need. 



Ed Simon is the associate editor of The Marginalia Review of Books, a channel of The Los Angeles 
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Review of Books. He holds a PhD in English from Lehigh University and regularly contributes to 
several different sites. He can be followed at his website or on Twitter @WithEdSimon. 


Public Domain Works 

• Dictionnaire infernal (1863 edition), by Jacques-Albin-Simon Collin de Plancy, and 
illustrations by Louis Le Breton. 

o Internet Archive 

• Le diable peint par lui-meme : ou, Galerie de petits romans, de contes bizarres, 
d’anecdotes prodigieuses (1819), by Jacques-Albin-Simon Collin de Plancy. 

o Internet Archive 

Further Reading 

Infernal Dictionary Deluxe Edition (Abracax House, 2015) 
by J. Collin de Plancy 

The first full English translation of “Dictionnaire Infernal” by Jacques Auguste Simon Collin de 
Plancy (1793-1887). Includes all of le Breton’s illustratiosn as well as additional new images. 

The majority of the digital copies featured are in the public domain or under an open license all 
over the world, however, some works may not be so in all jurisdictions. On each Collections post 
we've done our best to indicate which rights we think apply, so please do check and look into more 
detail where necessary, before reusing. All articles published under a Creative Commons 
Attribution-ShareAlike 3.0 license. If you wish to reuse our material please refer to our attribution 
policy. Strong Freedom in the Zone. 
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Death in the garden: prisoner graffiti from a forgotten war. blogspot.com.au 


http://medieval-graffiti.blogspot.com.au/2017/10/death-in-garden-prisoner-graffiti-from.html?m=1 

The Project Director's blog for the Norfolk Medieval Graffiti Survey. 

Saturday, 28 October 2017 

In the 1980s a strange and unnerving painting came to light in Ontario, Canada. The painting was 
executed in a naive eighteenth century style and appeared to show a birds-eye view of a large red¬ 
brick Elizabethan style mansion. In itself the image of the building had a certain charm. However, a 
closer examination of the details shown in the painting soon raise a certain uneasiness in the 
viewer. The building, it soon becomes apparent, is actually being used as a prison, with red-coated 
guards stationed all around the perimeter. Inside the many courtyards and barren gardens can be 
seen the prisoners themselves - stick-thin figures in shabby dress. More unnerving still are the 
events shown as taking place in the top left hand corner of the painting. Here a redcoat has his 
musket levelled, in the act of firing. A figure inside the compound lies prone upon the ground, whilst 
another, clearly injured, is being helped up by his comrades. To the right a tiny figure flees, whilst 
another red-coated guard is shown attacking a prisoner with a bayonet. 

The picture, it appears, is telling a story - a tragedy. However, when it was first discovered nobody 
was able to identify where the painting was meant to depict, or what were the events to which it 
referred. It wasn't until 2008 that the then owner of the painting began circulating copies of the 
image amongst academic and scholars - leading to the discovery by architectural historian Nicholas 
Cooper that the place shown in the painting was none other than Sissinghurst Castle in Kent. 



Sissinghurst the prison (Bonhams) 


The great Elizabethan house that appears in the painting is now long gone, which is probably why it 
took so many years to identify the subject matter. The house in the picture was built by the Baker 
family in the 1570s but, following their support for the Royalist cause in the English Civil War, the 
family's finances fell into almost terminal decline. The house and estate were heavily mortgaged, 
and passed through numerous hands, until eventually being almost completely demolished in the 
late eighteenth and early nineteenth century. The once palatial residence, which even played host to 
queen Elizabeth the first and her court during her progress in August 1573, became nothing more 
than a damp wreck. When Horace Walpole visited the site in 1741 he described it as a 'park in ruins 
and a house in ten times greater ruins'. A century later even the ruins had all but gone, only a few 
buildings remained, the rest dug out even to the level of their foundations. 
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What remained of the house was eventually bought by the author and member of the famed 
Bloomsbury set Vita Sackville-West and her husband Harold Nicolson in the 1930s. Little remained 
of the once great Elizabethan house shown in the painting, and the 'castle' consisted of nothing 
more than the original entrance range, the red brick tower, and a scattering of outbuildings and 
cottages, all overgrown with wild and tangled scrub and greenery. Vita and Harold set about 
restoring the property, a task that took almost a decade to compete, turning it into a family home 
where they would spend the rest of their lives. Vita made her study in the Elizabethan tower, where 
she eventually penned many of her acclaimed poems and novels, and from where she could 
oversee the laying out the now famous gardens. Today Sissinghurst Castle is owned by the National 
Trust and is known worldwide for the stunning gardens created by Vita and Harold. It has become a 
place of horticultural pilgrimage, where thousands now walk the yew lined paths each year to admire 
the plants and design. It has also become a shrine to the memory of Vita, with her study preserved 


It is as though the clock of history has stopped for 
Sissinghurst, where it is always, and will always be, a 
Summer's day in the late 1930s. Where the smell of 
National Trust coffee and rosemary drift across the lawns 
and roses that are forever tied to the memory of Vita. 
Where thousands flock to worship the gardens, and peer 
through a locked door at an old and battered typewriter. 
Each hushed footstep on the crushed gravel paths 
reinforcing a mellow red-bricked mirage. And yet, there in 
the long library that Vita and Harold built, now sits the 
painting. A fingerpost to a different Sissinghurst. An accusing testament to an overlooked and far 
darker past. A Sissinghurst of pain, humiliation, bloodshed and despair - with a barren garden 
grubbed up by the roots, and the blood of a murdered man soaking into the dark soil. 


In 1756 the British once again found themselves at war with France. Known today as the 'Seven 
Years War', the conflict spread around the globe, taken to the furthest corners of the globe by 
massed fleets of the European powers. Unfortunately for the French the British navy was on the 
brink of becoming the single dominant superpower of the world's oceans. Despite being a 
generation before the great victories of Admiral Nelson, the early years of the conflict saw a string of 
decisive British victories against the French fleet. Following the French navy's disastrous actions at 
the Battle of Cartagena in 1758, and Battle of Lagos and Battle of Quiberon Bay in 1759, the Royal 
Navy dominated European waters, confining most larger French vessels to their home ports by 
means of a constant blockade. The subsequent sea conflict became one largely of commerce 
raiding, with the French commissioning numerous privateers to disrupt English merchant shipping, 
whilst the Royal Navy blockade ships harassed and captured French coastal cargo vessels and 
fishing craft. 

However, the victories weren't without their problems for the British Admiralty. Whilst the British may 
have welcomed the number of captured French ships that fell into their hands, they were less 
pleased with the number of prisoners they now found themselves having to deal with. At the Battle 
of Lagos alone the Royal Navy took over two thousand French sailors captive, and the subsequent 
years of commerce raiding soon added dozens of other enemy crews to swell their numbers even 
further. Prisoners of War were traditionally housed in ancient converted warships, known as 'prison 
hulks', but the numbers of enemy sailors that had been taken soon made this impractical, and a new 
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solution was sought. The most obvious answer appeared to be the creation of specialist prison 
camps on land, and a number of ancient walled sites such as Porchester castle were soon 
converted for use. With an eye to improving their own fortunes, and making the most of the few 
assets they still had available to them, the descendents of the Baker family arranged to lease 
Sissinghurst to the Admiralty for use as a prison. 

Exactly how many prisoners were held at Sissinghurst at any one time is a matter of some debate, 
with figures varying between 1700 and 3000 men. Whatever the true figure the conditions inside the 
prison were extremely overcrowded even by eighteenth century standards. All the main rooms were 
turned in to barracks, with as many as sixty men crammed into tiny attic spaces. A room that still 
exists to this day, the size only of a modern double bedroom, was allocated to be occupied by no 
less than eighteen men. In a bid to keep warm he prisoners despoiled what remained of the Tudor 
furnishings, stripping panelling from the walls, and even grubbing up the roots of the plants in the 
garden. Sissinghurst was never to be the same again. 

The prisoners were almost all of the lower ranks, with the naval 
officers who agreed to offer their parole, allowed to live in more 
comfortable accommodation in places nearby such as Cranbroke 
or Sevenoaks. The only officers present at Sissinghurst were those 
who had been sent there for punishment for crimes, real or 
imagined, or breaking the terms of their parole. One unfortunate 
who had been living a life of comfortable exile in Sevenoaks was 
committed to Sissinghurst at the insistence of the local 
commander, having been found to have been 'intimate' with no less 
than two local ladies. The French came to call Sissinghurst the 
'chateau', giving rise to it still being referred to today as 
Sissinghurst Castle, and its reputation was fearsome. Conditions 
were so dreadful, and the treatment of prisoners so harsh, that it became seen as a punishment 
camp, and the threat of 'being sent to the castle' was not one to be taken lightly. 

The poor rations, overcrowding, and insanitary conditions were quick to take their toll on the prison 
population. Outbreaks of contagious diseases led to the conversion of the great barn into a 
rudimentary prison hospital, but such measures did little to limit the death toll. Although many 
records survive that detail the dreadful plight of the men held at Sissinghurst, just how many died in 
captivity is unknown. The number was most certainly in the hundreds, and it has been suggested 
that the actual figure was far, far higher. 

As if the prison conditions were not enough to contend with the poor sailors also had to put up with 
the appalling treatment meted out by the British guards. At any one time Sissinghurst was 
garrisoned by over two hundred soldiers tasked with keeping the prisoners under control. The 
garrison wasn't drawn from regular army units, but from the far poorer quality county militia units. 
Men who were often drawn from the very lowest ranks of society. At the very best of times they were 
considered corrupt and trigger-happy, but some units were notoriously worse than others. The Kent 
militia were renowned for their cruelty, whilst the Leicestershire militia were generally agreed to be 
barely under the control of their officers. Accidents, and fatal and tragic events that were certainly 
less than accidental, were inevitable. 

The painting discovered in Ontario and now housed in the library at Sissinghurst records just one 
such event. On the 9th of July 1761 three escapees were being returned to the prison after failing in 
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their bid for freedom. Hearing of their recapture a crowd of inmates rushed towards the wooden 
pallisade that surrounded the former garden where they were exercising, something they were 
officially forbidden to do. A soldier of the Kent militia, John Bramston, was stationed on the other 
side of the moat and warned the prisoners away from the fence, threatening to fire upon them. 
Whether the prisoners simply didn't hear him, or whether they were deliberately ignoring his threat, 
isn't known. The result was the same. Bramston levelled his musket, took aim, and fired at the 
crowd of raggedly dressed men behind the pallisade. It was later discovered that Bramston had 
previously loaded his musket with no less than three balls. The first harmlessly flattened itself 
against a wall. However, the other two found their targets. Sebastien Billet was struck down and 
died where he lay, his blood soaking into the ground around him as his comrades looked on. Nearby 
Baslier Baillie was also badly hit, and later agonisingly died of his wound in the prison hospital. In 
the panic that followed a further prisoner, Claude Hallet, was wounded by being stabbed with a 
bayonet by another one of the guards. 

The subsequent enquiry later discovered that Bramston had a reputation for unstable behaviour with 
regards to the prisoners, and certainly showed no remorse for his actions. He was reported as 
having boasted later that same day that 'if he had killed more it would not have given him any 
uneasiness'. However, as was the case with so many 'accidents' that led to the sudden and untimely 
deaths of many a French prisoner, no serious action was taken against Bramston. Indeed, the whole 
event might well have been totally forgotten - a single record of a nondescript military enquiry buried 
deep within the National Archives - had someone not made a permanent visual record of the events. 
Someone who undoubtedly saw what went on that day, and wanted to record the horror that was 
Sissinghurst for all to see. Forever. For everyone. 

\ 

So where now is the story of the poor half-starved sailors of 
Sissinghurst? Where amongst the tales of Vita Sackville- 
West and her astonishing garden is the memorial to the 
men that shed their blood into that very same soil? Well, if 
you look closely it can still just be seen - small fragments of 
a forgotten history - etched deep into the very walls of the 
place. Although the men have gone, they left behind them 
their own marks; graffiti of ships and sailors names etched 
deep into the bricks, stone and plaster of the tower. Dreams 
of the open sea carved into the walls of the prison that 
confined them. And spare a thought too for those that never left this place. Those like Sebastien 
Billet and Baslier Baillie. Those men who never returned to their homeland and the arms of their 
loved ones. Spare a thought for them as you picnic in the meadow, gazing around at the splendours 
of Vita's creation, your picnic rug spread only a few feet above where their sad mortal remains lie 
lost and forgotten. 



matt champion at 18:00 
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Did UFOs invade Stoke-on-Trent 50 years ago? 

By Richard Ault 10:00, 16 SEP 2017 News Stokesentinel.CO.uk 


In 1967 there was a sudden spate of UFO sightings over North Staffordshire. 

High above the bottle kilns which littered the 
Potteries skyline and the crimson glow from 
the furnaces at Shelton Bar - dozens of 
strange objects were spotted hovering over 
North Staffordshire. 

Summer was coming to an end in 1967 and 
the truth was certainly out there. But as to 
what that truth was has still not been 
explained some 50 years later. 

That was the time when dozens of people 
reported seeing ‘flying saucers’ in the North 
Staffordshire skies. The first sighting was 
reported in The Evening Sentinel on August 
28, 1967, but the UFO epidemic continued well into September. 

It was seen by an 18-year-old man who told the newspaper in a letter: “I was crossing the canal 
bridge at Howard Place, Shelton, on the right hand side of the road, when I happened to glance up 
to my right along the direction of the canal, and to my astonishment I saw two bright orange lights 
hanging motionless in the sky. 

“The two lights were the same size and elliptical (oval) in shape, and were somewhat separated by 
a distance somewhat less than the length of one of them. There was no noise. 

“Living in Shelton, no-one can have failed to see the sky lit by the furnaces at Shelton Bar, but the 
lights I saw were unlike anything I have ever seen in my life.” 



Did aliens visit Stoke-on-Trent? This mocked up photograph shows a 
UFO hovering over the city. 



That was the first of many UFO 
sightings over the next few days and 
weeks. In fact the investigators 
Roger Stanway and Anthony Pace 
later logged more than 70 separate 
incidents of UFO activity over Stoke- 
on-Trent in their report, UFOs: 
Unidentified, Undeniable. 


The day after the first letter 
appeared in The Sentinel, two more 
UFOs were witnessed over 
Newcastle, by a 17-year-old girl and 
three of her friends. She told The Sentinel: “We were motoring from Newcastle towards Nantwich 
and we had got outside Newcastle when we suddenly spotted two red lights which appeared to be 
travelling at a great speed across the country. 
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“We tried to follow them in the car but they gradually got smaller and smaller and then disappeared. 

I was quite frightened at first.” 

She added that one of the lights appeared to be longer in shape than the other and both were very 
bright. 

“At first we thought they might have been car lights, but when they disappeared suddenly, we 
realised they were not. We were going to report the matter to the police but thought better of it. They 
would probably have thought we had been drinking,” she said. 

On August 31, under the headline, “saucers galore”, The Sentinel reported on a number of other 
sightings. A Smallthorne woman saw a “bright orange light” hovering over some nearby houses. 

“I am positive it was a flying saucer,” she said, “the light seemed to be revolving and there was 
absolutely no noise. After a few minutes the light moved off in the direction of Norton, but it stayed 
as bright as ever.” 

A girl from Bentilee saw a UFO coming towards Hanley High School from Shelton. When her 
parents, and brother came out to look, they saw two more. Eventually, all three flying saucers 
disappeared in the direction of Longton. 

More sightings were made each day, of flying saucers, domes shining red and orange, luminous 
cigar shapes and other UFOs. Experts at Jodrell Bank, however, were sceptical, suggesting that 
what had really been seen could have been a weather balloon, a satellite low on the horizon, the 
glance of the sun on a delta-winged bomber, or a, “more local reflection”. 

But still more reports of flying saucers arrived at The Sentinel’s offices in Foundry Street, Hanley. 

The tale took a new twist on September 1, 1967, when a housewife reported three more saucers - 
which had landed in a field near Hanley High School. She told The Sentinel: “I saw the same objects 
in the same place the night before, but I waited until I could check again. 

“Last night I saw one large, bright orange light and two smaller ones further away. The bright one 
was flashing and throwing out vertically a shower of green sparks. The objects rose slowly and 
disappeared.” 

RAF Ternhill attempted to end the mystery by explaining that some of the sightings could have been 
helicopters or flares dropped by aircraft. 

“On Monday and Tuesday (September 4 and 5) we were dropping flares by parachute to assist the 
pilots landing at night. These are bright red in colour and on a clear night they can be seen from 
miles around. We occasionally get calls from people saying they have spotted unidentified flying 
objects and it usually turns out to be the flares,” said a spokesman for the Air Traffic Control Centre. 

He added that another explanation could be helicopters: “Group Captain E.W. Deacon has been 
flying over the Newcastle area this week and people might have seen his helicopter which has 
flashing red navigation lights.” 

So that explains the mystery of the flying saucers. 
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Except that the RAF had no idea what it was that people had seen a week earlier, when the bulk of 
the reports had been made. 

“We had no night flights at all last week,” added the spokesman, “many of the UFO sightings are 
probably genuine.” 

• © Local World 
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Edgar Allan Poe Was a Broke-Ass Freelancer - The Millions themillions.com 

By Catherine Baab-Muguira posted at 6:00 am on September 12, 2017 

1 . 

A lot of fans know Edgar Allan Poe earned just $9 for “The Raven,” 
now one of the most popular poems of all time, read out loud by 
schoolteachers the world over. What most people don’t know is that, for 
his entire oeuvre—all his fiction, poetry, criticism, lectures—Poe earned 
only about $6,200 in his lifetime, or approximately $191,087 adjusted 
for inflation. 

Maybe $191,087 seems like a lot of money. And sure, as book 
advances go, that’d be a generous one, the kind that fellow writers 
would whisper about. But what if $191,087 was all you got for 20 years 
of work and the stuff you wrote happened to be among the most 
enduring literature ever produced by anyone anywhere? 

In one sense, there could not be a more searing indictment of the supposed rewards of the writing 
life: how, whether we’re geniuses like Poe or not, we suffer and rewrite and yet never realize 
anything even kind of approaching a commensurate value. 

In another sense, there’s hope for us all. 

Last October, in the depths of a depression so profound and overwhelming that I had to take mental- 
health leave from work, I started rereading Poe for the first time since I was a kid. And something 
happened: I encountered a writer completely different from the one I thought I knew. 

It turned out Poe was not a mysterious, mad genius. He was actually a lot like my writer-friends, with 
whom I constantly exchange emails bitching about the perversities of our trade—the struggle to 
break in, the late and sometimes nonexistent payments, the occasional stolen pitch. In short, I 
realized that Poe was, for a good portion of his career, a broke-ass freelancer. Also, that our much- 
vaunted gig economy isn’t the new development it’s so often taken to be. 

Poe’s short stories weren’t the adventure-horror tales I remembered, either. They turned out to be 
exquisitely wrought metaphors for despair. In “MS. Found in a Bottle,” the narrator, finding himself 
just about to be sucked into a whirlpool, says, “It is evident that we are hurrying onwards to some 
exciting knowledge—some never-to-be-imparted secret, whose attainment is destruction.” I read the 
line and laughed in recognition. That was 2016 for me, in a sentence. Call it a most immemorial 
year. 

I didn’t know it then, but reevaluating Poe is, in fact, a time-honored tradition. Every generation 
discovers its own Poe; in the 168 years since his death, the hot takes have just kept coming. R.W.B. 
Lewis described the phenomenon this way in 1980: “One of the important recurring games of 
American literary history has been that of revising the received human image of Edgar Allan Poe.” 

There are obvious and less obvious reasons for this continual reevaluation. For starters, Poe’s 
earliest biographies—some of them based on inaccurate information Poe himself provided—needed 
correcting in a literal sense. Poe’s literary executor Rufus W. Griswold, for whatever reason, forged 
letters and deliberately torpedoed Poe’s reputation. The inaccuracies and falsehoods weren’t 
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cleared up until almost 100 years after Poe’s death, with Arthur Hobson Quinn’s 
1941 biography. 

Another reason is, well, I’m not the only person to read Poe as a child and again as 
an adult and to be struck by the differences. In his magnificent Poe Poe Poe Poe 
Poe Poe Poe, published in 1971, Daniel Hoffman writes, “I really began to read 
Poe when just emerging from childhood. Then one was entranced by such ideas as 
secret codes, hypnotism, closed systems of self-consistent thought.” Later, Hoffman 
says, “Returning to the loci of these pubescent shocks and thrills...I found that there 
was often a complexity of implication, a plumbing of the abyss of human nature.” 

You never enter the same Poe whirlpool twice. Much of his work has a purposeful, built-in double 
nature; he intended we discover “secret codes” of meaning. While Poe despised facile parables, in a 
review of Nathaniel Hawthorne in 1842, he allowed, “Where the suggested meaning runs through 
the obvious meaning in a very profound under-current, so as to never interfere with the upper one 
without our own volition,” such schemes are permissible. 

This points to the other important, less acknowledged, double nature of Poe’s work. It’s both art and 
commercial entertainment. Few other American writers so obviously and continually straddle the 
gap between high and low culture, between art for art’s sake and commercial enterprise. 

Which is why the Poe reevaluation game isn’t just played by academics and highbrows—including 

Fyodor Dostoevsky, Charles Baudelaire, T.S. Eliot, Richard Wilbur, Allen Tate, Jacques 
Barzun, and Vladimir Nabokov. Poe is pop, too. The Simpsons, Britney Spears, Roger Corman, 
an NFL team and romance novelists have all joined in the game. The Beatles put Poe in the top 
row, eighth from the left, on the cover of Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band, just slightly 
removed from W.C. Fields and Marilyn Monroe. 

I think if Poe hadn’t had to write for money, he’d probably have faded away long ago. 

2 . 

Picture this: A tech breakthrough has made mass publishing cheaper than ever before. With the 
cost of entry down, new publications launch with much high-flown talk about how they’ll revolutionize 
journalism, only to shut their doors a few years or even months later. Because the industry is so 
unstable, editors and writers are caught in a revolving door of hirings, firings, and layoffs. A handful 
of the players become rich and famous, but few of them are freelance writers, for whom rates 
remain scandalously low. Though some publications pay contributors on a sliding scale according to 
the popularity of their work, it’s mostly the case that writers don’t earn a penny more than their 
original fee even when their work goes viral. 

I’m speaking of Poe’s time, not our own. Still, I expect some of this will sound familiar. Pretty much 
the only piece missing is a pivot to video. 

Here’s something else that might sound familiar. Poe grew up writing moony, ponderous poetry and 
dreaming of literary stardom. Surely, he figured, the world would recognize his genius—the critics 
would rave, the angels would sing! 

The problem was he had no trust fund, no private means. Poe had been more or less disowned by 
his wealthy adoptive father John Allan, who would eventually leave Poe out of his will altogether. All 



cover 


Ditto. 
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of this meant, then as now, that Poe had to compromise his cherished ideals and buckle down to the 
realities of the marketplace. 

He would hold a series of short-lived and ill-paid editorial jobs, beginning with the Southern Literary 
Messenger, Burton’s Gentleman’s Magazine, Graham’s Magazine, and, finally, the New York 
Evening Mirror and the Broadway Journal. In between and after these jobs, he’d be what John 
Ward Ostrom called a “literary entrepreneur,” i.e., a broke-ass freelancer. 

As Michael Allen laid out in 1969’s Poe and the British Magazine Tradition, the story of Poe’s 
career is in large part the story of a writer struggling to adapt to the demands of a mass audience. 
His earliest literary friends and mentors had “turned him to drudging upon whatever may make 
money” (John Pendleton Kennedy) and advised him to “lower himself a little to the ordinary 
comprehension of the generality of readers” ( James Kirke Paulding). 

Meanwhile the stakes were as high as stakes go. It’s not much of an exaggeration to say that if Poe 
didn’t write pieces he could sell, he and his family didn’t eat. Poe’s one-time boss George Graham 
described him wandering “from publisher to publisher, with his print-like manuscript, scrupulously 
clean and neatly rolled” yet finding “no market for his brain” and “with despair at heart, misery ahead 
for himself and his loved ones, and gaunt famine dogging at his heel.” 

At one point, when Poe was ill, his mother-in-law and aunt Maria Clemm was forced to do all this on 
Poe’s behalf: “Going about from place to place, in the bitter weather, half-starved and thinly clad, 
with a poem or some other literary article she was striving to sell...begging for him and his poor 
partner, both being in want of the commonest necessities of life.” I’ve heard some freelance horror 
stories in my time, but this one takes the Palme d’Or. 

Even when Poe did manage to sell his literary wares, he didn’t earn very much, as this chart I 
assembled shows. Over time, he did his fitful best to make his art commercial; he simplified his 
language and tried his hand at popular forms. Some of these experiments worked and some didn’t. 
Poe still wrote “in a style too much above the popular level to be well paid,” as his editor-friend N.P. 
Willis put it. 

Why? The usual reasons, as I see it. A writer’s heart wants what it wants. It’s not at all a simple 
matter to ditch the obsessions that drive you to write to begin with, and it’s hard to change your 
natural register, no matter that commonplace comment in MFA programs, Maybe I’ll just write a 
romance novel for money. If it really were so easy to write popular stuff, wouldn’t we all be churning 
out viral articles and paying the rent with royalties from our bestselling YA werewolf romances? In 
between writing prose that makes the Nobel people tremble, I mean. 


Piece 

Year 

Published 

“Ligeia” 

1838 

“The Haunted Palace” 

“The Fall of the House of 
Usher” 

1839 

1839 

“The Man of the Crowd” 

1840 

“The Masque of the Red Death” 1842 

“The Pit and the “Pendulum” 

1842 

“The Tell-Tale Heart” 

1843 

“The Black Cat” 

1843 


Original 

Approx. Amount in 2017 

Payment 

Dollars 

$10 

$253 

$5 

$127 

$24 

$609 

$16 

$431 

$12 

$345 

$38 

$1,093 

$10 

$315 

$20 

$631 
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“The Raven” 

1845 

$9 

$277 

“The Cask of Amontillado” 

1846 

$15 

$426 

“Ulalume” 

1847 

$20 

$562 

“Annabel Lee” 

1849 

$10 

$308 


Sources: “Edgar A. Poe: His Income as a Literary Entrepreneur” and In2013dollars.com 

3. 

So, where exactly does the hope come in? 

It’s true Poe’s unending financial problems did not make his life happier or longer and likely 
constrained some of his writerly impulses. Catering to the market was hardly his first choice, and he 
remained ambivalent about writing for an audience and magazines he sometimes saw as beneath 
him. “The poem which I enclose,” Poe wrote to his friend Willis in 1849, “has just been published in 
a paper for which sheer necessity compels me to write, now and then. It pays well as times go—but 
unquestionably it ought to pay ten prices; for whatever I send it feel I am consigning to the tomb of 
the Capulets.” 

Then, of course, there were other people’s feelings. Poe’s attempt to adapt to the market did not go 
unpunished in his own day. “Hints to Authors,” a semi-veiled takedown, was first published 
anonymously in a Philadelphia paper in 1844: “Popular taste is sometimes monstrous in character... 
judging by the works and mind of its chief and almost only follower on this side of the Atlantic, it is a 
pure art, almost mechanical—requiring neither genius, taste, wit nor judgement—and accessible to 
every contemptible mountebank.” 

And the commercial stink has never quite worn off. It seems to be among the reasons Henry James 
and Aldous Huxley —who likened Poe’s poetic meter to a bad perm—criticized him so harshly. 
Marilynne Robinson has noted how “virtually everything” Poe wrote was for money: “This is not 
exceptional among writers anywhere, though in the case of Poe it is often treated as if his having 
done so were disreputable.” 

Yet commercial pressure arguably pushed Poe in the direction that saw him write some of the most 
lasting work in American history—even world history. I can only speculate, of course, but I think that 
if Poe had had his druthers, he’d have gone on with the pretentious poetry and abstruse dramas he 
initially favored. I seriously doubt we’d still be reading him now. Just try pushing through “Al Araraaf.” 
It’s like sitting down to a lengthy phone call with an elderly relative. You love this person, but it’s a 
chore. 

We tend to view popular success with a skeptical eye, just as many did in Poe’s day. We tend to 
think of commercial pressure as corrupting. What if it can be also a positive, transformative force? 
Certainly, the ability to speak to millions of people across 17 decades is not a bad thing. It’s a real- 
life superpower. We should all be so lucky. 

On that point, consider how conditions for freelancers and other writers have improved since Poe’s 
time. As Tyler Cowen relates in In Praise of Commercial Culture, today more people than ever 
receive basic education. Vastly more people receive higher education. The cost of art materials has 
fallen tremendously (think of the price of video equipment just 30 years ago compared to today). 

And you no longer have to go to a particular concert hall or museum to access art; you can just 
Google. By comparison, Poe’s couple of decades as working writer really sucked. 
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So yeah, hope. When I first cracked back into Poe last October, my therapist 
begged, “Please stop reading him. He’s too depressing.” But my experience of 
reading Poe and other writers on Poe the last 11 months has been the opposite of 
depressing. It helped me climb out of a very deep hole. 

In the end, Poe only pocketed $191,087, but he did get the immortal fame he grew 
up dreaming of. And I got taken, blessedly, outside myself. If the past is anything to 
go by, what lies ahead is not destruction. It just might be the stuff of our wildest 
dreams. 

Image Credit: Wikimedia Commons. 

The Millions' future depends on your support. Become a member today! 

Catherine Baab-Muguira is an advertising copywriter and freelance writer who’s contributed to 
Salon, Playboy.com, and The Cut, among others. In April, her Quartz essay, “Millennials are 
obsessed with side hustles because they’re all we’ve got,” was featured on NPR’s On Point. 

5 Responses to “Edgar Allan Poe Was a Broke-Ass Freelancer” 

1. Edward Mycue 

at 11:22 am on September 13, 2017 

When were worked as firefighters and lived in the campus fire house in the 1950’s both Nick 
Smith (later to head to Purdue and Physics I think) and I would recite poems to each other esp 
I recall the sounding ones and Poe was the main guy who rang our bells then. What I recall 
was the shape of each syllable and it was coral. 

2. Yandoodan 

at 9:18 pm on September 13, 2017 

Great article, and right on point. Having an editor light into you shouldn’t be taken as an insult. 
Instead, it’s an opportunity to refine your for people who’ll care about it if you do it right, given 
to you by a person who already cares enough about it to spend time and money on it. 

3. Elliott 

at 11:23 am on September 14, 2017 

Awesome article! It’s sad to look back and see how much/little authors like Melville and 
Fitzgerald earned from their writing and even their masterpieces. 

4. Gerard 

at 5:15 pm on September 14, 2017 

I don’t think Poe’s time as a writer “sucked,” it was just different. One day people will look back 
at our (by then) antiquated tools and probably assume it “sucked.” But, the same, it will just be 
different. 

Nice article, even though I can’t believe I just read a piece where you actually wrote “So, 
yeah...” to begin a sentence. Welcome to the 21st century, Gerard! 

Honestly, great job! 
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5. Bob Jase 

at 3:52 pm on September 15, 2017 

And thus Lovecraft emulated Poe in that way as well. 

Both wrote damned unfunny humorous works too. Allamistakeo indeed! 

© Mmix The Millions. Some rights reserved. This work is licensed under a cc attribution- 
noncommercial-Sharealike 2.5 License. 
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Thomas Edison was a skeptic when it came to the 1920s fad of attempting to communicate with the dead. 
However, towards the end of his life he became convinced that communicating with those that had passed may be 
possible with the application of science, and furthermore, it could be a business opportunity in the making. 

Edison’s rivalry with inventor Nikola Tesla, whom claimed to have already picked up ghostly radio signals, further 
motivated what was to become his final project, the quest to build a “Spirit Phone.” 

Portrait of Edison by Abraham Archibald Anderson (1890), 
National Portrait Gallery 

Just in time for Halloween, Edison vs Tesla: The Battle Over 
Their Last Invention chronicles the fascinating story of how and 
why Edison, a spirit communication skeptic and one of the most 
famous inventors in history, came to believe communicating with 
the dead was possible. Like the other monumental technical 
challenges Edison took on, he believed science was the key to 
unlocking this mystery, and, if successful, he could once again 
bring a technology believed to be impossible to the masses. A 
product he believed could also turn a profit. 

If he was right, and he could build a spirit phone, no doubt we 
would all be using them on a regular basis to talk to our passed 
loved ones, and maybe even pay for some consultation time with 
passed geniuses like Edison and Einstein. In fact, his phone would have been improved upon over the years, and 
maybe by now we would have been able to FaceTime with Edison or even follow Elvis on Snapchat. 

Alas, Edison’s phone was never built and he passed away with his final project never being finished. The question 
is, why did he think he could do it in the first place? Co-authors William J. Birnes and Joel Martin go into detail on 
this topic in the book. 

At first a skeptic, Edison later came to believe that perhaps humans did have an unseen component that lives 
beyond death. That perhaps our personalities could continue, and even be reincarnated, due to a yet 
undiscovered, as the book puts it, “collection of entangled electrons representing what remained of the departed.” 

It would seem one of the major influencers of Edison’s new found openness to spirit 
communication was a man Edison had working for him by the name of Bert Reese. 
Reese believed himself to be a medium and Edison had been present during his 
seances. Edison made comments in support of Reese’s alleged abilities. This seemed 
to set Edison’s mind on the science of what he had witnessed. 

However, as the book title suggests, one of Edison’s biggest influences to build a spirit 
phone was his rivalry with his former associate, Tesla. Their rivalry is famous as is 
Tesla’s eccentricity. The credit for the invention of the technology to transmit and 
receive radio waves is embroiled in a mashup of inventions and patents by Tesla and 
Guglielmo Marconi, but both believed they had picked up strange signals. Tesla 
believed them to possibly be a greeting from another world and/or communication from 
the undead. 

As the book states, “The device Edison was developing might have been named a 
spirit phone, but it was more of a type of radar, a sensor device that would recognize 
the presence of a disembodied spirit, register it on a meter, and record its presence.” 





THE BATHE OVER 
THEIR LAST INVENTION 


I0EL MARTIN & WILLIAM J. BIRNES 
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Edison relied heavily on the theories of Einstein, among others, in particular Einstein’s quantum entanglement 
theory, which — especially appropriate for this project — Einstein also referred to as “spooky action at a distance.” 

According to the book, Edison did finish a prototype of his device and invited mediums over to attempt to attract 
ghosts so he could detect them on his device, but nothing was found. Whether he had bad mediums, his device 
did not work, or ghosts do not exist is yet to be determined. 

The authors of Edison vs Tesla: The Battle Over Their Last Invention seem to be convinced there was something 
to the science of Edison’s spirit phone. Beyond chronicling Edison’s pursuit to discover the science of the undead, 
they review studies attempting to communicate with the dead and discover other latent supernatural human 
abilities. 

The book also chronicles Edison’s history and his technological discoveries that lead him to, and served as a basis 
for, his attempt to build a spirit phone. 

If you are hoping to make this Halloween special by communing with the dead, or if you are just interested in the 
topic, you should definitely read up on Edison’s spirit phone, and this book is a great way to do that. With any luck, 
one of you will be able to figure out how to make it work. Then you can sell the technology to Apple so it can be 
included in the next iPhone. 

Edison vs Tesla: The Battle Over Their Last Invention can be found on Amazon.com. 

©2017 Oath Inc. All rights reserved. 

HuffPost News 
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http://birchbarkpress.yolasite.com/elijah-the-prophet-in-the-works-of-dostoevsky.php 

Elijah the Prophet in Dostoevsky's Crime and Punishment 

Throughout his writing career, Dostoevsky was preoccupied with evil as a Christian metaphysical 
problem. It is a problem that crosses most people’s minds, consciously or half consciously, but is 
seldom answered in a world where the struggle for one’s daily bread precludes prolonged 
contemplation of cosmic dilemmas. Formulated simply, the problem is: why did God (in all His 
infinite love for mankind) create a universe that is so terribly cruel? Why did He choose such an 
incomprehensible law that entails constant suffering and atonement for sin? Why does there have to 
be so much suffering and why is it so randomly and poorly aimed? Why can’t God be a straight 
shooter? Why do little children and innocent people have to suffer so unfairly? Why couldn’t God 
create a more rational, humane and enlightened system? This metaphysical question is asked by 
Dostoevsky’s first fictional hero, Makar Devushkin, and by Ivan Karamazov in the writer’s final novel. 
It looms between the lines throughout most of his fiction, where the vengeful prophet Elijah, biblical 
symbol of Retribution and Judgment Day, lurks as an emblem of God’s wrath, of His irrational 
universe filled with suffering and pain. Elijah is Dostoevsky’s foremost symbol of the fierce, wrathful 
godhead — of God’s cruel, irrational cosmic realm. 

According to ancient Russian folk belief, thunder is produced by Elijah’s chariot as it rumbles across 
the clouds and the fiery prophet flings down lightning bolts to remind mortals of the Last Judgment. 
Thunder, fire and lightning were believed to be the special provenance of Elijah, and people 
expected a thunderstorm each year on Elijah’s feast day (July 20, Old Style). The young nihilist 
Bazarov in Turgenev’s Fathers and Sons speaks scornfully of this folk belief as a reflection of 
Russia’s backwardness: 

"... The people imagine that when thunder sounds the prophet Elijah is riding across the sky in his 
chariot. What then? Are we supposed to agree with them?..." 

Goncharov’s Oblomov provides further testimony to a widespread familiarity with the folklore of 
Elijah: 

The thunderstorms there are nothing to fear; they were only beneficial. They always come at the 
same established time, almost never missing Elijah’s Day, as though to confirm the popular folk 
belief. 

The belief is truly ancient, rooted in pre-Christian, pagan lore surrounding the foremost deity in 
Slavic myth, the thunder god Perun. After Russia’s conversion in 988, the important functions of 
Perun were in part transferred to Elijah, giving him a special significance in the nation’s new 
Christian pantheon. Elijah became the new wielder of lightning bolts, the new provider of rain. 

With a dragon and a thunder god in their own pagan myths, the Slavs’ attention was naturally drawn 
to Elijah the Prophet and the dragon of the Apocalypse. In 1st Kings 17-21, Elijah is given the divine 
power to control the rainfall, and he invokes fire from heaven to ignite a burnt offering in a duel with 
the priests of Baal. He brings down the same lightning fire onto the soldiers of Ahaziah in 2nd Kings 
1. In 2nd Kings 2, Elijah ascends to Heaven on a chariot drawn by fiery steeds in a whirlwind of fire. 
In Revelation 11, two "witnesses" oppose a "beast from the netherworld," one of the apocalyptic 
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symbols of evil who is sometimes equated with the dragon in Chapter 12. According to Orthodox 
Church tradition, the two witnesses are Elijah and Enoch the Righteous. A number of religious texts, 
such as The Revelation of Methodius ofPatara, refer specifically to Elijah and Enoch. According to 
Methodius, whose Revelation was well known in Kievan Russia, Elijah and Enoch will expose the 
Antichrist before the Last Judgment. In the Revelation of St. John, the two witnesses are said to 
have the power to control the rain while they deliver their prophecies. Malachi 3:2-3 compares Elijah 
with a refiner of gold and silver who will purify souls in his furnace at the time of Judgment. 

Elijah’s associations with fire, rain, lightning and a god-like trek across the sky made it almost 
inevitable that the Slavs would perceive him as a Christian counterpart to their pagan god of thunder 
and lightning. This perception was reinforced by the fact that Elijah’s feast day comes in late 
summer when thunderstorms are most frequent. The Elijah-Perun connection seems to be reflected 
in the procedure that was followed, according to a chronicle account, when the Kiev Princes 
concluded treaties with Constantinople in the middle of the tenth century. The pagan members of 
the prince’s retinue swore to the treaty by the idol of Perun, while those who were Christians took an 
oath in the Church of Elijah the Prophet. 

Elijah’s feast day was a major holiday that attracted huge throngs to the Petersburg Church of Elijah 
at the Powderworks. Dostoevsky perceived the importance of Elijah as a specifically Russian folk 
and religious symbol. Obsessed with the problem of Russia’s national identity, of Russian spirituality 
and "the Russian soul," he repeatedly weaves the Russian image of Elijah the Prophet deep into the 
fabric of his highly symbolic fiction. In fact, it is no exaggeration to say that Elijah is the foundation 
upon which a number of Dostoevsky’s works are constructed. 

The Elijah leitmotif was discovered by a Russian researcher, Yuri Marmeladov, a century after 
Dostoevsky's death. Publication of his discovery was initially blocked by the skeptical Soviet 
academician G. Fridlender, but his findings were finally published by the Russian Academy of 
Sciences in 1992 (Tainyi kod Dostoevskogo), as the old regime crumbled. 

Marmeladov's book focuses first on Crime and Punishment, probably because it is the most widely 
read work by Dostoevsky. He shows that the stern and fiery-tempered assistant police 
superintendent to whom Raskolnikov eventually confesses is an earthly reflection of the wrathful 
Elijah. This policeman is portrayed with abundant imagery pertaining to thunder and lightning. His 
name Ilya points directly to the Biblical prophet ( llya-prorok ), and his nickname, Porokh 
(‘Gunpowder’), alludes to the explosions of Elijah’s thunder and to the Petersburg Church of Elijah 
the Prophet, located at the powderworks. (The church was consecrated to the fiery prophet so that 
he would protect the gunpowder factory from fire and explosions.) 

The novel’s action covers roughly fifteen days until Raskolnikov’s confession. Because the action 
starts "in the beginning of July," the confession comes on or near the holiday of Elijah, July 20, when 
the Russian people always expected a thunderstorm. Before confessing, Raskolnikov wanders 
around Petersburg all night during a spectacular thunderstorm beneath flashes of lightning that last 
nearly five seconds — Elijah’s frightful reminder of one’s transgressions and of the hellfire which 
awaits lost sinners after the Last Judgment. When Raskolnikov reports to Ilya Petrovich, he 
symbolically surrenders to God’s "policeman" Elijah. 

Svidrigailov commits suicide during the thunderstorm beneath the watchtower of a fire station. The 
watchtower is suggestive of a divine presence with dominion over fire — God and Elijah the Prophet 
once again. 
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Raskolnikov’s landlady (as Georgii Meier noted before Marmeladov) is a symbolic emanation of 
Raskolnikov’s conscience — of a spiritual awareness of right and wrong — as her late husband’s 
"assessor" title hints. Her last name is Zarnitsyna, derived from zarnitsa (‘sheet lightning’), 
suggestive of the quiet illuminations of conscience and of a close bond with the lightning-wielding 
prophet. Her first name, Praskov’ia, is a russified variant of Paraskeva (St. "Friday") the female saint 
whose Friday celebration ushered in the holiday of Elijah in late July. The Chapel of St. Paraskeva 
stood alongside the Church of Elijah at the Powderworks and was a focal point of the Elijah Day 
celebration, which continued from around July 15 until July 20. 

Marmeladov proceeds to show how Dostoevsky weaves his Elijah symbolism into many of the 
novel’s nooks and crannies, including seemingly trivial details such as a doctor’s recommending a 
"powder" as a remedy for Raskolnikov’s ailment. (Here the allusion is to the Church of Elijah at the 
Powderworks.) 

For further information about the Elijah theme in Crime and Punishment and about Yuri 
Marmeladov's discoveries see: 

F. M. Dostoevsky, The Landlady, new translation with new commentary based on the recent 
discoveries of Yuri Marmeladov (The Birchbark Press, Karacharovo, 2002). ISBN 0-938618-01-6 

Piatoe koleso: a video program about Russian folk and religious beliefs reflected in the fiction of 
Dostoevsky. Features Natalya Antonova. Aired by Leningrad Television in 1991. 

Gabriel Choreb, Hogtown: English translation of Gavriil Khorev's Master i Marmeladov 
(Karacharovo, 1998) -- of interest to all admirers of Bulgakov and Dostoevsky. A Russian view of 
academia in America. Yuri Marmeladov attempts to teach Dostoevsky at a small American college 
where the faculty must compete for advancement. The college is suddenly visited by Woland & Co. 
ISBN 0-936041-11-0 

Yuri Marmeladov, Jay MacPherson et al., The Brothers Karamazov ... an Unorthodox Guide: a new 
commentary on The Brothers Karamazov incorporating the latest scholarship. Marmeladov traces 
the theme of Elijah the Prophet throughout The Brothers Karamazov. ISBN 0-93618-02-4 


In Russian: lu. I. Marmeladov, Tainyi kod Dostoevskogo. This Academy of Sciences edition was 
printed in only 1000 hardbound copies (St. Petersburg, 1992). It traces the leitmotif of Elijah the 
Prophet throughout the major fiction of Dostoevsky, with three chapters devoted to Bunin, 

Goncharov and Ostrovsky. ISBN 5-8460-0005-3 

I Recant! 

They tell me I can't recant. But I'm going to do it anyway. When conscience gets the best of you, 
you eventually have to take action... before you die. It's hard to do much of anything after you're 
dead and gone. My first choice was to recant in a refereed journal. I figured that would put more 
authority behind my recanting, but the referee wrote me: "You can't recant in a scholarly journhal. 
Journals are for saying something, not for taking back what you said long ago. If you believe you 
were a fool to have said something, then a fool you will remain until Judgment Day, when your 
foolish ideas can be placed in the dented old tin pan of the Scales of Justice and weighed there 
amid the paying members of AATSEEL and the rest of the Heavenly Host." I sat down to write a 
rebuttal but, after chewing up the entire eraser on my new pencil I realized there was no real answer 
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to such a highly spiritual argument. And right then a special delivery letter came by Fedex. It read: 
"And besides, this journal is devoted to Russia, which is very, very orthodox. You are proposing that 
we print something that is very unorthodox. We have never done that before, nor do we plan to 
break with precedent to suit your personal whims. Besides, how do we know that next year you 
won't want to recant your recantation all over again - once again on the pages of our esteemed 
journal?" So I decided to go green and recant in a forum that is purely digital. I figured that would 
save a very small pine tree. (Now, each time I walk through the nearby park, sliding my walker 
ahead of me, I imagine that the trees are giving me thankful nods of approval. But that's neither here 
nor there.) How should one begin when one is recanting? A formal recanting is an unfamiliar genre 
nowadays, so don't tell me one should simply get to the point without weaving a lot of words. 
Because, whatever the genre looks like, I can guarantee you it is an extremely longwinded tradition. 
People take forever when they are confessing their errors and transgressions. However, don't think 
that I am beating around the bush. By no means. I am more eager than my few living detractors to 
recant my ridiculous theories - theories that certainly elicited smirks and chuckles when first 
published long ago in a bygone era. Allow me to begin with Dostoevsky. Now that was sure a wild 
theory, wasn't it? Take, for example, the idea that Raskolnikov confesses on Elijah's Day. If 
Dostoevsky had intended such a symbolic chronology, then certainly he would have outlined a 
precise chronology of events. Instead, the only shreds of flimsy evidence for this idea are the 
opening words of the novel ("In the beginning of July") and the fact that a terrible thunderstorm is 
unleashed over Petersburg as the murderer is in the throes of a spiritual struggle. True, two weeks 
go by in the interim, which takes us somewhere close to July 20, but just because people always 
expected a thunderstorm on Elijah's Day one cannot conclude that Raskolnikov necessarily turns to 
ll'ya "Gunpowder" precisely on July 20. Elijah's provenance in Russian folk belief was thunder, rain, 
fire and lightning - so the storm in which Raskolnikov wanders around town all night could very well 
be one of Elijah's other storms, not necessarily his annual, proverbial storm of Elijah's Day itself. 

The date might be July 16 or July 22. Who knows? Moreover, I previously tried to make a big deal 
out of the the assistant police superintendent's nickname: Gunpowder (Porokh). My Lord! 
Dostoevsky couldn't help it if the Church of Elijah in Petersburg happened to have been built at the 
gunpowder factory. Long before he was even born they placed it there so that Elijah would protect 
the factory from fire and explosions. After all, fire, lightning and loud booms were believed to be in 
his control. So there is absolutely no reason to suppose that the nickname Gunpowder (Porokh) 
links the assistant superintendent ll'ia Petrovich with ll'ia-prorok in any meaningful way. After all, ll'ia 
Petrovich is not the bellringer at the Church of Elijah! The same must be said about my futile 
attempts to connect ll'ia Petrovich's "thunderous" and "fiery" gaze with the thunder and lightning of 
Elijah the Prophet. Pure coincidence precipitated by the fact that ll'ia Petrovich happens to be a 
passionate personality, prone to anger. And his spitting as he talks certainly has nothing to do with 
the precipitation that the Prophet brings. In brief, the great Dostoevsky scholard Fridlender was 
sadly on the mark when he wrote, "There is no Elijah the Prophet in Crime and Punishment nor can 
there be." I recant. If any Slavic scholars were swayed by any of my shaky arguments, I can only 
say that I apologize from the absolute bottom of my heart. I am sorry and beg for your forgiveness. 
Are there any teachers, full professors, half a professor, past professors, or future perfect professors 
out there who made the mistake of professing that Raskolnikov confesses on Elijah's Day? Let's 
have a show of hands now! How many of you fell into the trap? Hmmm... Nobody? Thank God! 
Elijah's Day! It seems a bit ludicrous when our best and brightest are arguing whether Dostoevsky 
was truly a believer. Sergei Belov makes the argument for atheism. And it truly does seem unlikely 
that an atheist would plant allusions to Elijah the Prophet in his thriller about an axe murderer. 

There are other arguments to dispense with in my former theory about Elijah in Crime and 
Punishment, especially my doggerel about the landlady Zarnitsyna, whose surname happens to 
derive from the word for heat lightning, or summer lightning (zarnitsa). As Mikhail Gorbanevskii has 
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said so aptly, what's in a name? Without wasting further valuable cyberspace recounting my 
argument that Zarnitsyna, too, is associated with Elijah and with Raskolnikov's conscience, let it 
suffice to say that I recant completely. And now let us move on to The Village of Stepanchikovo 
and Its Inhabitants and the laughable things I wrote about it. Thank God, nothing I said has been 
engraved in stone. It can still be erased, at least with acid, or the books can be burned, providing 
warmth for the homeless, the humiliated and the injured. In taking the great leap of faith in my 
discussion of Stepanchikovo, I used as my leaping off place the story’s denouement, which comes 
precisely on Elijah’s Day as an ominous thunderstorm rolls in. I made the rather preposterous 
suggestion that Yegor Il’ich Rostanev is closely associated with the Russian folkloric Elijah. I was 
lured into this false interpretation by the fortuitous fact that thunder strikes overhead just after Yegor 
Il’ich states that he is about to voice his “one word”. I foolishly argued that he is man in the likeness 
of God and Elijah, while the backbiter and conniver Foma Fomich Opiskin, whom Yegor Il’ich throws 
out as the thunder strikes, is man in the likeness of the Devil. If any of you fine scholars fell for this 
argument, I go down on my sore knees and beg your forgiveness. I pray to God and all the saints 
that none of you infected your students with this fallacy. I am consoled by the improbability that any 
of you asked your students to read Stepanchikovo, even if you required them to read any of 
Dostoevsky’s works, which is becoming a bit less probable with each passing year... As the great 
Fridlender and many other wisemen have noted, Dostoevsky was a realist. The astute Joseph Frank 
generously responded to the complimentary copy of my book Tainyi kod Dostoevskogo with a small, 
plain white postcard bearing only nine words: "I do not subscribe to allegorical interpretations of 
Dostoevsky." I greatly regret that I never heeded his admonition. The thunder that strikes in 
Stepanchikovo is clearly intended for dramatic effect, not as a way to show any supposed symbolic, 
spiritual connection between Yegor Il'ich and the prophet Elijah. This is realism at its finest, ladies 
and gentlemen - realism in its purest, most refined form. And as for the holiday of Elijah, well, it just 
happens to be the nameday of Yegor Il'ich's son lliusha. Again, pure realism. We're simply talking 
about the calendar. No need to bring Elijah into the discussion. That will only impede our 
understanding of the great writer, who in Stepanchikovo is a great comic writer. The cleverest of 
readers will have noted in my previous mad writings how I tried, unsuccessfully of course, to tie the 
denouement of Stepanchikovo (Elijah's Day storm) with the climactic moment of Raskolnikov's 
confession in the wake of a storm that comes around July 20. However, one only needs to skim 
through the writer's biography to see that Stepanchikovo was written a decade before Crime and 
Punishment. And so, it is unlikely that Dostoevsky even remembered Stepanchikovo by the time he 
wrote his way to Raskolnikov's going to Assistant Super ll'ia, all muddy and bedraggled from the 
storm. By comparison, how many of you remember what you were writing ten years ago? Raise 
your hand if you remember. There. See? No one remembers. 

However, the height of folly in my writings about Dostoevsky was my interpretation of The Landlady. 
Everyone before me had seen the gruff old ll’ia Murin as an embodiment of evil. Neuhauser’s view 
of Murin as a symbol of tsarist tyranny was often cited - for lack of better interpretations. Most 
studies of Dostoevsky’s complete works gave the The Landlady little attention because the scholars 
who wrote these major studies were simply baffled by the tale, which is one of the most original and 
imaginative of all Dostoevsky’s works. Anyway, fool that I am, I refused to heed the reticence of 
these erudite men and, like a bull in a china shop, made the audacious claim that ll’ia Murin is an 
earthly emanation of Elijah the Prophet. I argued that the young Ordynov’s encounter with Murin and 
the “landlady” leads to a spiritual awakening, and at story’s end we find Ordynov praying in church, 
having abandoned a utopian treatise that was evidently anti-Church in its orientation. 

Just imagine! ll’ia Murin, who turns out to be the ringleader of a den of thieves, employed by 
Dostoevsky as a symbolic Elijah figure! Floundering with this unlikely argument, I tried to point out 
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that the angelic Sonya Marmeladova is a prostitute and the murderer Raskolnikov follows in the 
footsteps of the Passion of Christ. I even went so far as to maintain that attributes shared by Murin 
and the folkloric ll’ia Muromets are to be explained by a close connection seen by Dostoevsky 
between Elijah the Prophet and ll’ia Muromets. (The name ll’ia Murin, for example, is an infrequent 
folkloric variation on the name ll’ia Muromets.) 

However, as they drove me here to this hospice, I kept thinking about Murin, the blast of his rifle, 
and the flash of his knife, and I realized that it is time to reel in this whopper of a literary theory and 
apologize to the scholarly world for my ignorance and impudence. But the worst thing about my 
landlady theory is the unfortunate fact that an innocent, unwary damsel in Moscow “lifted” my theory 
of Elijah in The Landlady, incorporating it well-nigh wholesale in her essay posted on the internet. 
No, I’m not talking about those hefty Eastern European weightlifters who can barely lift their troves 
of gold medals and exit the Olympic Village before being disqualified for doping infractions. I’m 
talking about ordinary, everyday plagiarism. However, even though she stole my idea and spends 
several pages repeating it, I sincerely hope that plagiarizing my ludicrous theory has not made her 
an outcast among Dostoevsky scholars in the Russian Federation - not because she is guilty of 
plagiarism (which is the norm nowadays among politicians, First Ladies and innocent young 
pedagogues hoping to advance their careers) but because of the improbable Elijah theory to which 
she has fallen victim. It doesn’t get any sadder. The fine lady chose to plagiarize the work of a failed 
researcher who has now declared publicly that his ideas are a farce! I only hope that the honest 
plagiarizer knows in her Russian soul that I am the real culprit and she is just an unwitting victim. 
Propagandist for the unusual depth of the Russian soul, Dostoevsky would do some recanting, too, 
if he could only see events that are unfolding these days... 

As for my claims about Elijah associations in the July storms of The Little Hero and The Eternal 
Husband, I now solemnly disavow those ludicrous notions. In fact, as I lie here in the peaceful 
setting of this hospice, my mind is finally free to reason objectively, unfettered by the urge to play 
hopscotch along the cutting edge of science - that jagged edge that too often leads to bloody 
fingers, amputations and suicides. In this peaceful setting, I have realized that Dostoevsky in all 
likelihood hoped to see his works on stage as theatrical dramatizations, and it was with this hope 
that he included so many thunderstorms in his fiction. The rumble of thunder can be extremely 
effective on stage, causing the audience to wake up, spill their popcorn, and even give a squeal. 

The most embarrassing ideas that I proposed in regard to Dostoevsky’s supposed Elijah symbolism 
have to do with The Brothers Karamazov. However, things get very complicated here because the 
letter that was found in Yurii Il’ich Marmeladov’s sport coat when his body was exhumed by Jay 
Macpherson at the Porokhovoye Cemetery is authentic. After copies were made, the original letter 
was placed in the custody of the Dostoevsky Study Group in the Institute of Literature and Art of the 
Academy of Sciences. Marmeladov will have to defend his views as best he can from his position in 
Porokhovoye Cemetery. I will speak only for myself. 

First, allow me to disavow the nonsense I put forth regarding the arrest of Dmitrii Karamazov during 
a rainstorm. This happens in the autumn. If the great writer (here I am referring to Dostoevsky and 
not to myself) had intended for readers to associate the rain with Elijah, then surely he would have 
included some conspicuous hints such as an icon of Elijah carried by a policeman or a fiery chariot 
racing across the cloudy sky. My insinuations that the rainstorm at Mokroye is symbolically 
analogous to the climactic storm in Stepanchikovo and the spectacular thunderstorm that is the 
prelude to Raskolnikov’s confession should now be completely disregarded. Or, to put it another 
way, the symbolism of all three storms is indeed identical - there is no symbolism there at all! The 


http://birchbarkpress.yolasite.com/elijah-the-prophet-in-the-works-of-dostoevsky.php 



10/19/2017 


The Birchbark Press of Karacharovo 


storms are simply there like dramatic music in a Hollywood movie. They are there for atmosphere. 
And the name Mokroye was chosen because it sounds like a real village in a piece of realistic 
writing, not in order to highlight any supposed spiritual significance of the rain. The fact that a priest 
from the Church of Elijah (ll’inskii batiushka) leads Dmitry to Dry Village (Sukhoi posyolok) before he 
is arrested at Mokroye has absolutely nothing to do with the two hypostases of Elijah that are 
revered in Russian folk belief: Wet Elijah and Dry Elijah. That nonsense should all be stricken from 
the record. 

Equally absurd was my insistence that the boy Ilyusha and his father Nikolai Il’ich Snegiryov each 
have symbolic connections with the Russian folkloric Elijah. And now, from the vantage point of my 
bed hete in this wonderful hospice, I can assure all students of Dostoevsky that his use of the name 
ll’inskii instead of Karamazov in the first drafts of the novel is irrelevant for interpreting the final draft, 
where it has been completely replaced with the name Karamazov. Let’s not confuse Elijah with 
kara+maz! ll’inskii was probably just a random name chosen by the author. Or perhaps it was the 
name of an actual acquaintance who behaved a bit like Dmitrii. Realism, realism, realism! 
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There have been a number of occasions in Ireland when the sky just seemed to explode. I’m posting 
two here. While it would be easy - and most likely correct - to assume a meteor was responsible in 
each case, both incidents were preceded by some strange weather. 

The first incident occurred on 7 February 1868 and was reported in The Cork Examiner. 

The travellers by the evening passenger train from Dublin, which arrived at Cork at eight o’clock, 
p.m., on Friday last, were favoured with an atmospheric transformation scene, as remarkable for its 
unusual character as for its singular beauty When the train had left the Limerick junction the sky 
which had since the setting in of night been clear with a bright moon, became suddenly overcast, 
with vast irregular masses of cloud of unusual density and darkness, and having strange livid edges 
of glowing red, the combined aspect being unearthly and awful. Some of the passengers, attracted 
by this unusual appearance while observing the threatening masses overhead, were suddenly 
dazzled by a glare of light which illuminated the entire heavens with an extreme brilliancy, lasting, 
some say, upwards of half a minute; others not more than ten seconds. It was entirely instantaneous 
in its appearance, and died out with the same suddenness. All concur in stating that no meteor or 
other aerial body was perceptible, and no one could account for the origin of the phenomenon. The 
recurrence of darkness was immediately followed by an extremely heavy down-pour of mingled hail 
and snow, which in a few minutes sheeted the country around. In a quarter of an hour the cloud 
itself had passed eastward, and left the night as calm and bright as before. 

The second incident took place on 13 July 1908 and was reported in The Irish News and Belfast 
Morning News. 

Since the hot weather cooled down we have had some strange meteorological experiences. On the 
13th, while it was teeming at the Carlisle Circus, not a drop of rain fell at the docks. A few days 
previously, an extraordinary shower fell on the Lisburn Road. Between Melrose Street and College 
Gardens it rained as if it had been a cloud burst; from College Gardens to the Infirmary the road was 
as dry as powder; but from the latter point to Shaftesbury Square it was simply pouring. It would be 
difficult to explain this occurrence, which, though extraordinary, is not unique. Moreover, the sky was 
uniformly clouded at the time; there was no break in the clouds - not a trace of the blue. 

But a much stranger thing happened on Wednesday during the progress of a prolonged rain storm. 
The whole sky was overcast. A drizzling sort of rain - not much more than a mist - was falling. It 
suddenly ceased, and people though the clouds were breaking; but in about two minutes, without 
warning, a terrific explosion was heard, which shook the windows of the writer’s house. A hissing 
noise followed, as if a fire were being extinguished, while at the same moment a blaze of fire 
opened out of a cloud somewhat in the shape of a cross. The illumination bore no resemblance to 
any kind of lightning, remaining much longer in the vision, and expanding itself right across the 
clouds. Citizens wondered what had happened, some thinking that it was an explosion of one of the 
gas mains, others a great conflagration in some part of the city. The area in which the remarkable 
event happened would be that part of the sky spreading over the Botanic Gardens, but it would be 
difficult to exactly locate the exact place. Certain gases may have formed in the clouds, and through 
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their antagonistic properties had found vent in the nature of disturbing friction. In any case, this 
phenomenon has set some people thinking of the end of the world and so on. 

Some time ago a similar occurrence took place near Crumlin. Some men were working in a field 
when they heard an explosion, and, looking in the direction from whence it proceeded, they saw an 
object falling in a corner of the field, and raising a cloud of dust. They inspected the spot where it 
fell, and found a large mineral mass embedded in the ground about a foot and a half deep. The 
stone was hot to the touch; they let it cool, and brought it to a house quite adjacent. The stone is 
now in the public library on the ground floor, and can be seen at any time. 

Of course this stone was a meteoric one - at least this is the opinion of good judges in such matters. 
It appears there was no rain, nor was the sky much clouded when the Crumlin meteor fell, so that 
the circumstances are quite different in comparison to the incident narrated above. The Crumlin 
meteoric explosion took place in the middle of the day, whereas this phenomenon occurred in the 
evening. 

Sources: 


• The Cork Examiner, 10 February 1868 

• The Irish News and Belfast Morning News, 17 July 1908 

Posted by Fortean Ireland at 22:14 
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As I mentioned not long ago, the history of the 
Habsburg Empire is of particular interest to me, 
though I rarely have the opportunity to discuss it here. 
I learned the other day that a new book is going to be 
released last month on the death of Crown Prince 
Rudolf, the heir to the Austro-Hungarian throne, who 
committed suicide after murdering his teenage lover 
on a hunting trip in January of 1889. The reasons for 
his death have never been satisfactorily explained, and 
conspiracy theories surround the events at the hunting 
lodge of Mayerling. What cannot be denied, however, 
is that Rudolf's death set in motion events that 
culminated in the outbreak of the First World War, 
because his absence left a weakness at the center of 
the monarchy and deprived it of its most important 
liberal voice. 

Despite the morbid end to his brief life-he died three 
months short of his thirty-first birthday-and his 
penchant for escaping his loveless marriage through 
destructive affairs, there was much to commend him, 
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and it is depressing to think of how history might have 
been different if, as was widely rumored, his father 
were to have abdicated in his favor in 1898, and liberal 
reforms prevented the instability of the Balkans from 
spilling over into Austria and spreading into the Great 
War. Many historians feel a Great War was inevitable, 
but Rudolf had favored an Austro-French alliance 
rather than an Austro-German one, and the shape of 
any war would likely have been very different. Unless 
the rumors about his syphilis were correct, in which 
case, maybe nothing would have been different by 
1914. 
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At any rate, Rudolf was a liberal in a conservative 
country, and also a skeptic in a world of believers. 
Around 1880, a second wave of spiritualism burned 
through the courts of Europe, much as it had two 
decades earlier. This wave was just as silly, and it saw 
crowned heads gathering in gilded rooms to 
commune with the dead through the good offices of 
American mediums. In Austria, the spiritual (so to 
speak) leader of the spiritualist faction of the imperial 
family was the Empress Elizabeth, Rudolf's mother, 
who was easily taken by any snake oil in her endless 
quest to cure her ennui. Rudolf became the leader of 
the anti-spiritualists, though at first not directly. As an 
Austrian Archduke and the heir to the throne, he 
wasn't able to express himself publicly under his own 
name, so he had begun publishing news articles and 
editorials anonymously in a liberal newspaper. 
Continuing in that vein, in 1882 he published an 
anonymous pamphlet called Einige Worte uber den 
Spiritismus (Some Words about Spiritualism) in which 
he viciously attacked all of the foolish pretensions of 
those who claimed to hold court with the dead. 
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I'm not sure exactly what it says about him that he 
became fascinated by exploring and debunking the 
paranormal only a few weeks after solemnizing his 
loveless dynastic marriage, but he had visited the 
pyramids of Egypt, married his wife, and the decided 
that the promises of spiritualism for a happy afterlife 
were so much hooey. 


While Rudolf's arguments were 
no different than most attacks 
on Spiritualism, they were 
interesting because of who 
Rudolf was. In his efforts he was 
joined by his cousin, the 
Archduke John Salvator, who 

managed the neat trick of 

Rudolf in 1881. , . ... , , D , u 

being more liberal than Rudolf, 

a worse womanizer, and almost 

as bizarre in his death. John 

Salvator conducted a torrid 

affair with a teenager named 

Mary Vetsera, and, having tired 

of her, basically arranged for 

his cousin Rudolf to start an 

affair with her. She was the girl 

Rudolf murdered. John 

Salvator claimed that he hated 

royal life after that, and he 

renounced his imperial titles so 

he could marry an American 

actress. They ran off together 

to South America, where he 

died in 1890 when the ship he 
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sailed under the commoner 
name of John Orth sank. It took 
21 years for him to be declared 
legally dead. But that was still 
in the future. 

In 1884, he and Rudolf had 
great plans to deal a blow to 
the spiritualist nonsense 
infecting the older members of 
their family. John was 32 and 
Rudolf was 24, and possessed 
of the arrogance of youth, John 
believed that he would be able 
to deal a mortal blow to 
spiritualism if only he could 
expose a medium as a fraud. 

At the time, a Chicago medium originally from Franco- 
German Alsace named Harry Bastian was making the 
rounds of Europe, using his command of English, 
French, and German to wow audiences with his ability 
to materialize the shades of the dead. He crowed 
about his access to the Austrian nobility. Rudolf and 
John developed a deep antipathy to Bastian because 
he claimed to call up the shades of the Habsburgs' 
own ancestors and to take liberties in making them 
speak of the past. As the archdukes probably knew 
from their months of research into the seances of 
Bastian, disgruntled skeptics had tried exposing him 
as a fraud many times over. Bastian's typical ploy was 
to say he needed to sleep in another room while the 
attendees clasped hands in a darkened room. This 
made fraud quite simple. In August 1874, for example, 
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a woman attending a seance reached out to touch the 
"spirit" hand only to find it was attached to Bastian. On 
another occasion, while a spirit guitar floated 
overhead, an attendee turned on an electric light mid¬ 
seance only to find Bastian holding the guitar. In 1880, 
Stuart Cumberland, self-confessed fake medium, 

caught _ (https://books.google.com/books? 

id=i9sNAAAAYAAJ&pg=PA13&dq=bastian+spirituali 
sm&hl=en&sa=X&ved=0ahUKEwjtjl7n1tTWAhVFMSY 
KHTQKDOU4FBDoAQgzMAI#v=onepage&q=bastian 
%20spiritualism&f=false) Bastian in an imposture in 
Bloomsbury, and reported, amusingly, that upon 
grabbing the "ghost," it let out "more muffled profanity 
than I have heard in any one year" before breaking 
free and running back to hide the costume and 
resume Bastian's "sleeping" pose. In cases like these, 
Bastian claimed that the spirits were acting through 
him while he was asleep, and his supporters agreed. 
Indeed, when some of the sitters tried to get local 
authorities to prosecute him for fraud, the charges 
were dismissed on the grounds that the sitters had 
violated Bastian's rules. Surprisingly, the Crown Prince 
and Archduke succeeded where others had failed, 
though excuses would abound. 

In 1882, Bastian supposedly entered retirement, 
claiming that his spiritual powers had waned, but this 
was a bit of an act. According to contemporary 
records, he was still performing seances through the 
middle of the year, five at a time! At John's request, 
and through the offices of Austrian spiritualist leader 
Lazzaro, he agreed to host a series of seances at the 
Archduke's palace apartments for members of the 
imperial family. The first two seances on January 17 
and 30 proceeded as they always had, with Bastian 
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performing a series of parlor tricks that he claimed 
represented spiritual powers. The first seance yielded 
nothing, and in the second a bell rang. But the third on 
February 11 (other sources say February 3) is when all 
hell broke loose. The scene unfolded while Bastian 
claimed to be sleeping in a small room while the 
others sat at a table in the dark. The Crown Prince and 
Archduke treated Bastian like a Scooby-Doo villain, 
and they actually prepared a Scooby-Doo -style trap for 
him. 

The rest of the account appeared in the Vienna 
newspapers, and the account amused English and 
American correspondents enough that they translated 
the stories and sent them off to their home 
newspapers. Here is how the Daily News reported the 
story on February 13: 
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n VIENNA, Tuesday night. Much amusement 
has been created here by an incident in 
which the Archduke John, the Crown Prince 
Rudolf, and a celebrated Spiritualistic 
medium, an American, named Bastian, 
took part. For many weeks the Spiritualists 
had tried to spread their views among the 
Vienna aristocracy, and scarcely a night 
passed in which seances were not held in 
some noble family. The Archduke John, 
desirous of understanding how even clever 
persons are deceived, invited Bastian to his 
palace. The Archduke and Prince Rudolf 
ordered some arrangements to be made 
privately, and when Bastian, who called the 
spirits in an adjoining room, made a tall 
figure in mourning appear before the awed 
spectators, the Crown Prince suddenly 
pulled a string which closed a secret door, 
and the spirit, who was no other than 
Bastian himself, tried to escape amid the 
laughter of the noble audience. 


More specifically, the imperial pair rigged up a string 
so they could slam shut the door to Bastian's sleeping- 
chamber while the "ghost" was walking among the 
guests. At a moment when a spirit dressed "half 
Roman, half knight, with bare head, draped in white, 
perfect in every way, and refulgent" appeared, the 
archdukes sprang the trap. With his means of egress 
cut off, they were able to grab the "ghost" and unmask 
him, just like in Scooby-Doo. Bastian reported threw a 
shrieking hissy fit until the archdukes were able to calm 
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him down and assure him that they meant him no 
harm. A supporter, Dr. T. L. Nichols, later reported that 
Bastian was grievously offended by the accusation: 
"Greatly disgusted with the shabby and shameful 
treatment he had received, Mr. Bastian went to the 
railway station the same night, and took the train for 
London, where, I need not say, he was heartily 
welcomed by those who have known him long and 
well, and who know him to be an honest man, and a 
genuine and very remarkable medium." Despite the 
testimony of those present that Bastian was captured 
in costume, a story grew up shortly thereafter that no 
costumes were found on Bastian's person and 
therefore the "ghosts" were real entities that simply 
manifested through Bastian's body. 

Consider this from Nichols, writing 

(https://books.google.com/books? 

id=z QDAAAAQAAJ&pg=PA21 &dq=bastian+spiritua 

lism&hl=en&sa=X&ved=0ahUKEwi1 wZ7J09TWAhUH 

RSYKHVnQAL84ChDoAQg4MAM#v=onepage&q=ba 

stian%20spiritualism&f=false) a few months later. 
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n Baron Hellenbach, a well-known savant of 
Vienna, published a volume of his 
observations of spiritual phenomena. 

Accounts, with many sensational 
exaggerations and misstatements, of the 
stupid escapade of two Austrian Princes, in 
destroying the conditions of what had been 
so far a successful seance, have been 
published all over the world. According to 
Baron Hellenbach, ten materialised forms 
had issued from the curtained recess used 
as a cabinet when the not too wise, and not 
too well mannered Crown Prince or 
Archduke-both boys- slammed a door 
and seized the medium, but failed to find 
one scrap of the apparatus which would 
have been necessary to manufacture the 
spirit-forms that had appeared to them. 


The problem, in the eyes of believers, was that 
exposing the medium scared all the ghosts away! 

Archduke John Salvatore wrote a book about the 
exposure of Bastian, supported by signed affidavits 
from all those in attendance. He outlined all of the 
crimes of spiritualism and implored the Austrian 
people to reject the fraud of mediums. No less that the 
Catholic Church attacked him for his efforts: The 
official papal newspaper, the Civilta Cattolica, 
conceded that Bastian might have been a fraud but 
nevertheless refused to endorse his conclusion that 
spiritualism was a fraud. Instead, they said, since the 
Fathers of the Church believed in spirits, and the 
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afterlife is a doctrine of faith, it is wrong to declare that 
no commerce might occur between the living and the 
dead. This was a rather astonishing report from a 
Catholic paper, especially since Pius IX had 
condemned spiritualism. 

Nevertheless, the "Exposure at Vienna," as the incident 
became known, so thoroughly discredited Bastian that 
today the man once heralded as the world's best and 
most famous medium is completely forgotten, a 
footnote and afterthought. Bastian continued giving 
private seances to true believers, who reported that his 
parlor tricks-voices, papier-mache heads with 
cheesecloth bodies-thoroughly convinced them that 
ghosts were real, but he did not publicly display his 
talents for nobility. He became a watchword for fakery, 
and appeared as such in works by Rudolf Steiner, 
Arthur Conan Doyle, and others. 

Now imagine how much good the Archdukes could 
have done if they had had the opportunity to expose 
Helena Blavatsky instead. 


Like 6 


Tweet 


11 Comments (//www.jasoncolavito.com/blog/the-1884-exposure- 
at-vienna-the-re-debunking-of-a-notorious-medium#comments) 


CHARLES CAULKE 
10/3/201711:26:17 am 

I was peripherally aware of a bit of this, but I'd never seen the whole 
story before. Fascinating stuff! There are so many examples of spirit 
mediums being exposed as frauds, with more or less the same result 
(true believers making excuses or simply denying the debunking). 
What's always most interesting is how primitive the tricks were, cheese 
cloth, strings... Reading about it you can hardly believe anyone would 
be taken in, but of course, just like motivated believers denied their 
favourite medium had been debunked, they could make a "successful" 
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seance much more impressive in the re-telling. We remember the 
psychic's hits and forget their misses, we recall seeing a trick we only 
heard described, and a man in a silly costume becomes a transparent 
and intangible ghost so easily in memory. 

A favourite movie I refer to a lot when describing that exact principle to 
people is "The Illusionist," which ironically I now realize is a very skewed 
retelling of this very incident... I'll certainly include this context the next 
time I talk to someone about it. 


REPLY 


JASON COLAVITO 
10/3/201712:15:39 pm 

(HTTPwWWW.JASONCOLAVITO.COM) 

"The Illusionist" sort of weaves this incident in with the 
Mayerling suicide. It's an interesting movie, but one that makes 
its fictional Crown Prince, modeled on Rudolf, into much more 
of a villain than the real man ever was. 


REPLY 


CHARLES CAULKE 
10/3/2017 01:24:04 pm 

Well, exactly... I'll still enjoy the movie knowing this, 
but I'll feel kind of bad about that aspect of it. I 
already felt like the title character was at least as much 
a villain as the Prince, though. 

Could you recommend any further reading focused 
on Rudolf and/or the Archduke's skepticism? I 
suppose it's generally a sidenote in their histories, 
what with the War and all, but I'd love to look into it 
further. 


JASON COLAVITO 
10/3/2017 01:42:31 pm 

(HTTP:/7WWW.JASONCOLAVITO.COM) 

I wish I knew more. I've read the couple of 
biographies of him that exist in English, and I'll be 
darned if I had even heard of this until I chanced 
upon it by accident in looking to see when the new 
book is coming out. I gather that there is more 
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material in German, but unfortunately I am not fluent 
enough to read it. I also don't want to spend $100+ 
to buy a copy of his 40-page pamphlet on the 
supernatural. It would be an interesting artifact, but 
hardly worth the money if I can barely read it! 


TITUS PULLO 

10/3/2017 09:25:44 pm 

Have u read about the andreas fellner trisl of the late 20s early 
30s? It was the OJ trial of Vienna and very interesting given the 
politics of it 


REPLY 


ONLY ME 

10/3/2017 12:14:48 pm 

I hadn't heard this story before, but I loved the Scooby-Doo 
comparison. 

I remember Harry Houdini had done the same with other alleged 
mediums, exposing their shenanigans after attending their seances. 

It's nice to see that exposing frauds and the excuses of their supporters 
hasn't really changed much overtime. 


REPLY 


THESMARTESTGUYINTHEWORLD 

10/3/2017 12:16:15 pm 

Fake News! Prince Rudolph and brother Archduke were clearly going 
out of their way to disparage spiritualism as just a way to "get Bastian!" 
Not fair to B and his amazing ghosts. Shame on those Habsburg losers! 
If they had been doing their job instead of attacking B then WWI would 
never have happened. The crooked media never mentioned that, did 
they? Could have made the Austro-Hungarian Empire Great Again! 
Rudolph and Archduke should have gone to jail. I bet they didn't even 
stand up during the Austrian national waltz. BIGTIME LOSERS! 

REPLY 


CESAR 

10/3/2017 03:13:34 pm 
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There is something wrong here: "his father were to have abdicated in 
his favor 1898" 


"the world's best and most famous medium" 

The world's most famous medium of the XIX century was Daniel 
Dunglas Home (1833-1886). His contemporary Madame Blavatsky 
(1831-1891) did not present herself as a medium after founding 
Theosophy in 1875, although she used similar tricks. She was exposed 
as a fraud during her lifetime. See Marion Meade: Madame Blavatsky, 
the Woman Behind the Myth, 1980. 


REPLY 


AN OVER-EDUCATED GRUNT 

10/3/2017 06:45:41 pm 

Can I suggest a "Habsburgiana 11 tag for these posts? There are as many 
as there are of King Arthur. 


REPLY 


JASON COLAVITO 

10/4/2017 05:37:48 pm 

(HTTP:^WWW JASC5NCOLAVITO.COM) 


I went ahead and added a tag for the Habsburgs. I hope this 
helps! 


REPLY 


AN OVER-EDUCATED GRUNT 

10/5/2017 06:06:34 pm 

That's definitely more than King Arthur. They're also 
consistently interesting articles in the way that 
watching someone who enjoys what they are doing is 
more interesting than watching someone who is just 
doing it as a job. 
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Although they're not always given as much attention as the boys, ancient women do receive their 
fair share in forensic anthropology. Their stories, told with bone and reanimated flesh, can be as 
unique as their faces. 


It's amazing how much we can learn from ancient facial reconstructions of women. Whether they 
are witches, saints, powerful individuals, or forgotten victims, they bring insight into those eras 
and even give us game-changing clues about history. 
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Photo credit: phys.org 


A pixie-faced person stared back at scientists after a complicated reconstruction process in 2017. 
At a sprightly 13,000 years old, the finely boned woman's remains were discovered in the Tham 
Lod rock shelter in Thailand. In life, she stood 152 centimeters (5') tall and died at around 25-35 
years of age. 


To find her features, researchers felt the normal route would not suffice. Most techniques lean 
toward European looks, which are not truly suitable for somebody who belonged to an ancestral 
group of modern native Australians and its nearby region of Melanesia. 


Instead, measurements were taken from modern females all over the globe. Statistics were 
compiled on their skulls, skin pigment, and faces. The data from hundreds of women equaled a 
final head size and skin tone and an average of their features. 

The result was then blended with the ancient Thai's own skull details, teeth, bone, and even facts 
about her life. This new technique revealed a woman who could pass for a modern person despite 
being born 13 millennia ago. 
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Photo credit: scotsman.com 

In the 18th century, a young woman died in Scotland. Her name and life story are unknown, but a 
stomach-churning narrative is etched in her skull. The woman's remains were recovered from a 
plot reserved for the deceased not claimed, usually because the families were too poor to pay for 
a funeral. 

Paupers make for exploitable corpses. During that time, there was a great need for bodies nobody 
would miss. The Edinburgh Royal Infirmary once stood opposite the cemetery, and the hospital 
staff moonlighted by selling body parts to the city's medical underground. 

The woman, who was in her late twenties or early thirties, had a cleft skull marking her as one of 
Edinburgh's first autopsies. Her front teeth had also been wrenched out. [2] Researchers believe 
that low-paid workers sold them to the then-thriving market for dentures made with real teeth. 

It is not clear why she died. But after death, doctors sawed open her head, likely for research 
purposes. Edinburgh Royal Infirmary was a flagship in medical research, but the anonymous 
woman's treatment highlighted the criminal practices that went with it. 
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Photo credit: thevintagenews.com 

Some of the oldest human remains from the Western Hemisphere were forgotten for decades in 
a museum. They belonged to a woman, nicknamed Luzia, who traveled the Brazilian savanna 
11,500 years ago. She is believed to have died in her early twenties. 

In 1999, a scientist noticed the unusual skull and had it digitally brought back to life. It was 
assumed that Luzia would resemble the ancestors of native peoples from North and South 
America. Previous studies entrenched the theory that these initial Americans migrated from 
northern Asia. 

When Luzia's cranium was turned into a face, however, she could not have looked more different. 
Instead of the expected Mongoloid look, her traits were distinctly like the blacks of Africa, 
Australia, and the South Pacific. This ancient Brazilian could prove that another group, separate 
from other indigenous people in the Americas, was among the earliest to arrive. 

Another 37 other skeletons were found in what could be the oldest American graveyard at nearby 
Lagoa Santa. These 37 individuals appear to have Luzia's features and were analyzed in 2005. But 
there are still competing theories as to where Luzia originated/ 31 
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Long before the Incas, the Moche culture flourished in Peru. One of their most iconic mummies is 
the 1,600-year-old Senora de Cao. Her body was unearthed in 2005 from a tomb on the north 
coast and was filled with rich goods suggestive of high rank. 

She stays in a climate-controlled room which is not visitor friendly. To make her more visible to 
the public, especially the indigenous community who reveres Senora de Cao, a team gathered to 
recreate her in 3-D. 

First, engineers used handheld scanners and photographed the woman from all angles. Software 
compiled the images and then stripped the mummified face down to the bone. Forensic experts 
digitally layered her flesh back together using techniques that help identify murder victims. 

To add more soft tissue details, anthropologists gleaned human figures in Moche art, skeletons, 
photos of northern Peruvians taken a century ago, and the features of living Moche descendants. 
The head was 3-D printed before artists added clothing as well as skin and eye color. [4] 

The result was striking. Instead of a ravished mummy, visitors can now view a high-cheeked 
woman in her twenties who looks remarkably alive. 
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Photo credit: lookup.london 

In 1999, archaeologists were excavating a medieval graveyard when they found an enigmatic 
woman. Located at Spitalfields outside the Roman city of Londinium, her case was as unique as it 
was unexpected. 

An enormous stone sarcophagus contained a lead casket decorated with scallops. At the very 
heart were the bones, once dressed in gold-embroidered silk. The woman's affluence and 
artifacts placed her death at around AD 350. Beyond that, little else was certain. 

Two things suggested that she followed an Eastern mystery cult. Several arose during the fourth 
century, including Christianity. The scallop shell was a Christian symbol, but researchers believe 
that the woman chose another, somewhat merrier cult. [5] 

The second religious connection was a flask. The glass item resembled another found in a French 
burial, which had contained wine. Around this time, London's Temple of Mithras belonged to 
Bacchus, the god of wine. 

Analysis of her teeth showed that she was not native to Britain. The theory that she hailed from 
France or Spain left her facial reconstruction with distinctive dark looks. Dental isotopes 
eventually revealed the woman as the only verified person from Roman Britain born in Rome. 
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Several cultures once practiced skull constriction to make their heads appear longer. A woman 
found in Korea may be the natural exception. While digging at Gyeongju, the capital of the ancient 
Kingdom of Silla (57 BC-AD 935), something rare was unearthed. 

Silla graves with preserved remains are hard to find. In 2013, Gyeongju yielded a coffin with nearly 
a full skeleton of a woman who died just as she approached her forties. The rarity of her tomb 
and the fact that her genetic lineage still exists in East Asia were interesting. But the main thing 
that caught the researchers' attention was her long head. 

Closer investigation and a digital reconstruction proved that the woman did not experience head¬ 
binding. Usually, when artificially flattened, the sides of the skull extend and the frontal bones are 
straighter. As unusual as her head was, the cranial sides and front were normal. [6] 

Scientists diagnosed the skull as dolichocephalic, a term used when its width is less than 75 
percent of its length. This makes the woman a natural variation of Koreans found in the region 
today. 
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In 2016, the curator at the Harry Brookes Allen Museum worried about a corpse. The Melbourne 
mummy was a mystery. Apart from a name, Meritamun, the person's gender, age, and cause of 
death were unknown. 

The request for a scan was over concern about decay, but it unfolded more than just the virtual 
bandage. The scanned skeleton identified a lady who died very young (18-25). Scientists produced 
a 3-D printed copy of Meritamun's skull and brought to life a beautiful Egyptian girl with 
information gleaned from the scans. 

Quality linen reserved for the upper classes wrapped Meritamun, who was likely embalmed 
around 1500 BC. For her age, she was plagued by several taxing conditions, one of which could 
have killed her. Thinned and pitted bones meant that she suffered from either anemia or malarial 
parasites. 

Though both serious conditions, researchers believe that Meritamun probably died because of her 
sweet tooth. She had two dental abscesses that could have resulted from eating honey or sugar. 
The CT scans showed that the abscesses were serious enough to be considered as a reason for 
her untimely death.^ 

^ The Brave Witch 
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Photo credit: BBC 

Accused of being the Devil's lover and a witch, an elderly woman stood no chance in 1704. The 
Scottish villager was tortured until she "confessed." Sentenced to death, Lilias Adie was 
determined to protect other women from the same fate. 

Enduring horrendous interrogations meant to get names, she claimed that she could not give any 
because witches at gatherings wore masks. She died in prison, and some believe it was by her 
own hand. Tradition called for witches to be burned at the stake so that the Devil could not raise 
the bodies. Most unusually, Lilias was buried along the Fife coast. 

During the 20th century, her skull was photographed, and in 2017, forensic scientists wondered if 
reconstruction was possible using the images as the main source. Lilias's skull was missing but 
no longer her appearance. 

A mix of forensic techniques, the photographs, and the latest virtual sculpture software revealed 
one of the many victims persecuted for witchcraft. Far from looking like she was about to nuke 
the village, Lilias had a grandmotherly face that nobody would fear today. [8] 
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Photo credit: NBC News 

Luzia from Brazil may be the oldest non-ancestral skeleton from the Americas, but another is 
related to Native Americans—and even more ancient. The Ice Age teenager, nicknamed Naia, fell 
to her death in Mexico 12,000 to 13,000 years ago. She remained in the deep underwater pit until 
2007 when divers visited the site on the Yucatan Peninsula. 

When it comes to historical figures whom one wants to look in the eye, Naia was an obvious 
choice. Researchers wanted to meet the oldest American. They were surprised when she showed 
up (as a sculpture). 

Genetically, there is no doubt about Naia's link with later Native Americans. They share a common 
ancestor from Siberia. But neither resembled the other in the slightest. Her features were 
unexpected, and Naia's skull shape was not typically Siberian. 

Instead, the structure was more specific to South Pacific or African groups. [9] There is no ready 
answer to explain why. Some scholars suggest that natural selection changed how Native 
Americans look over time. But others caution that Naia could merely be a natural variation of the 
population. 
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Photo credit: National Geographic 

In the south of France, a basilica has guarded human remains for nearly 2,000 years. Said to be 
those of Jesus's female apostle Saint Mary Magdalene, the skull stares out from a display case. 
(Just to be clear, Mary Magdalene is called the "Apostle to the apostles," especially by the Roman 
Catholic Church.) 

The holy relic is rather strange. It is black with age, with hair strands still clinging to it, and the 
skull is embedded in a person-shaped golden bust/ 1 The head was last handled in 1974, and 
recently, scientists received permission to recreate the woman's face. 

The team had to contend with taking hundreds of images as they were not allowed to remove the 
skull, touch it, or take DNA samples. Applied forensic techniques revealed the possible face of one 
of the Bible's most controversial figures. 

She was no longer young but still a striking-looking woman in her fifties. The prominent nose, 
round face with high cheekbones, and brown hair complemented her Mediterranean descent. 
Similar to unproven tales depicting Mary Magdalene as a prostitute, lead apostle, or Jesus's wife, 
it cannot be said with certainty that the skull is really that of the saint. 
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Hillyard • 2 days ago 

Great list.^ #4 was quite good looking. She would have loved me if I had been around back 
then. I'm sure she wouldn't have given some faceless Lego guy even a first look, let alone a 
second. 


8 ^ v • Reply • Share > 


Myself ^ Hillyard • 2 days ago 

Leave the poor girl alone. You would've infested her with a million STDs, thanks to your 
addiction to nasty strumpets and hedge creepers. 

6 /s v . Reply • Share > 



Fugit ^ Hillyard • 2 days ago 

cant believe you guys are fighting over some long dead bint! Anyway, she would have 
been far too busy demanding that I should put my brick into her pyramid to bother with 


you guys.... 

3 /s v . Reply • Share > 


Myself ^ Fugit • 2 days ago 

No. She was busy eating all this honey and sugar (licking it from my manhood's 
1500 year old astral projected self). Haven't you read the damn entry? 

3 /s v . Reply • Share > 



Anon_User * Myself • 2 days ago 

Honey and sugar is all well and good but don't let your Rottweiler get to it: 
they chew their food... 


2 ^ v • Reply • Share > 


http://listverse.com/2017/11/09/10-ancient-facial-reconstructions-of-fascinating-women/ 


12/18 






11/10/2017 


10 Ancient Facial Reconstructions Of Fascinating Women - Listverse 



Hillyard ^ Myself • a day ago 

How could two drops of honey given her those cavities? 

1 v . Reply • Share > 


* Myself ^ Hillyard • a day ago 

JKt. Very potent honey? 

1 v . Reply • Share > 



Fugit ^ Myself • 2 days ago 

Yes but I was hoping you hadn’t 


^ 'o' • Reply • Share > 



FuzzyBunny * Hillyard • 2 days ago 

Who, the Pharaoh Rocher? Nope doubt she would have. 


3 v . Reply • Share > 



TonyaLea ^ Hillyard • a day ago 

My first comment was going to be how beautiful #4 was also!! 

1 v . Reply • Share > 



Myself • 2 days ago 

If i lived in 1500 BC, I would’ve made many babies with #4... 
Interesting list. 

6 ^ v • Reply • Share > 


FuzzyBunny ^ Myself • 2 days ago 

That is quite an assumption, she might not have fancied you? 

7 /s v . Reply • Share > 

Myself ^ FuzzyBunny • 2 days ago 

Maybe I failed to mention that if I lived in 1500 BC, I would be a pharaoh. 

7 v . Reply • Share > 

Hillyard ^ Myself • 2 days ago 

Pharaoh’s street sweeper. Fixed it for you. 

5 v . Reply • Share > 


Myself ^ Hillyard • 2 days ago 

Better than being a sucker from nasty street strumpet quims... 
Wait... wrong list... 

6 ^ v . Reply • Share > 


Hillyard ^ Myself • a day ago 

Wrong list, that’s okay I understand that your getting bred by transgender 
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goats has got you a bit confused. 

2 ^ v . Reply • Share > 


Levi© ^ FuzzyBunny • 2 days ago 
A mummy cant say no 
4 v . Reply • Share > 

El >*► Levi© • 2 days ago 

You'll love the Cairo Museum...<g> 

3 /s v . Reply • Share > 

Remius ^ FuzzyBunny • 2 days ago 
I don't think it would matter, back in 1500 BC. 

3 /s v . Reply • Share > 

Mochavelli Myself • 2 days ago 

Our local museum has an Egyptian mummy exhibit and they recently did a facial 
reconstruction of the mummy. 

My niece's BFF has a crush on the mummy now. She's 13. 

5 /s v . Reply • Share > 

Levi© ^ Myself • 2 days ago 
What the fuck dude 

You'll fuck a dead person ? 

That's fucking nasty .... 

But interesting and arousing at the same time 
3 v . Reply • Share > 

Fugit ^ Myself • 2 days ago 

#8 scares the hell out me...you would have thought that would have given her a nice 
expression on her face... 

2 ^ v • Reply • Share > 

Myself ^ Fugit • 2 days ago 
That was her smiling face... 

4 /s v . Reply • Share > 

El ^ Myself • 2 days ago 

You would have got malaria and God knows what else...!<g> 

1 v . Reply • Share > 


Myself ^ El • 2 days ago 


Ynn moan anrl Ra knows what also 
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3 ^ ^ • Reply • Share > 

El ^ Myself • 2 days ago 

That too...<g> 

...and Osiris...Horus...! 

2 /s v . Reply • Share > 



Dobeheart • 2 days ago 


Holy Bananas! Lilias Adie looks like my grandmother! Hmm that does explain a few things. 
3 /s v . Reply • Share > 


Mom424 Mod • 2 days ago 


#6 looks like Helena Bonham Carter or Julia Louis-Dreyfus... 
3 v . Reply • Share > 



Efigee • 2 days ago 

Mary Magdalene was nowhere near an "apostle". She was a female among disciples, and is 
never named in Scripture as an apostle, nor are there any traditions accepted by Christianity to 
call her one. However, she is honored and revered properly as one of the first people to have 
seen the risen Christ, WHo shows by this that women are beloved by Him as much as men. 

3 v . Reply • Share > 



Mom424 Mod <-¥ Efigee • 2 days ago 

1 agree with the sentiment. 

2 ^ v • Reply • Share > 



Lucius Mesa Efigee • a day ago 

Probably would have been better for Jesus to speak up for sexual equality if women are 
as beloved... just saying :) 

1 /s v . Reply • Share > 



Efigee ^ Lucius Mesa • 16 hours ago 


I am sure He would have, had He been a mere Human and not the Son of God. It 
is God's right to set the order of His Creation, making men the intended leaders 
and subject to the responsibility and culpability of that place. He has reserved 
plenty of privileges for women alone, and often speaks to how He cares for them 
as well as honors them. We are speaking of the Creator, not the President (thank 
goodness}. Men and women are certainly equal in value, but certainly not the 
same. There is a difference. Vive la difference! 


^ v . Reply • Share > 



WallerN ^ Lucius Mesa • a day ago 
// 


^ ^ • Reply • Share > 
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Lucius Mesa ^ WallerN • a day ago 
Uh Oh, I think Waller is having a stroke. 

^ v • Reply • Share > 

WallerN Lucius Mesa • a day ago 

Childish. Puerile. 

^ v • Reply • Share > 

Lucius Mesa WallerN • a day ago 
Tin Foil. Wanker. 

^ v • Reply • Share > 


WallerN Lucius Mesa • a day ago 
Butte = slippery nothing of a gadfly. 
^ v • Reply • Share > 



Lucius Mesa ^ WallerN • a day ago 

*cringe* you really need some new material buddy. 

^ v • Reply • Share > 


El • 2 days ago 

A very good list, and yes #4 was my favourite too, although the malarial parasites were rather 
dampening...! 

There was also another reconstruction, of a man this time, who was an 18th Century BC 
dignitary in Ancient Egypt! 

His mummy was so well preserved that not only his face was reconstructed but his brain too! 

A very interesting list! 

https://www.livescience.com... 

3 /s v . Reply • Share > 


Dumas911 • a day ago 


#4 As everyone else has said, she is definitely good looking, but I'll take Nefertiti out of any of 
the Egyptian women so far. 


Wish they would reconstruct one of the Paracas skulls of Peru. Probably afraid they'd turn out 
to look like an alien! 

1 v . Reply • Share > 



FuzzyBunny * Dumas911 • a day ago 
https://hiddenincatours.com... 

:) 

^ ^ • Reply • Share > 


Dumas911 ^ FuzzyBunny • 13 hours ago 

Nice! I imagine them looking like Akenahten. 
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1 ^ v • Reply • Share > 



FuzzyBunny ^ Dumas911 • 13 hours ago 
Spookily so! 

^ v • Reply • Share > 


maggiesmith * 2 days ago 


#4 : Mystery mummy. Since 'Meritamun' is a woman's name, why was there confusion about 
her gender ? 

1 v . Reply • Share > 



Doc Brown ^ maggiesmith • a day ago 

I didn't know Megatron was a woman or like sweets... oh wait I read that wrong. 
^ ^ • Reply • Share > 



pat • 14 hours ago 

The Egyptian chick is hot, but imagine trying to have a conversation, much less a relationship. 
She would absolutely believe in the presence of magic in everyday life, not woo-woo new age 
stuff, but animal and human sacrifice, for instance. She would believe, unquestionably, that her 
rulers were actually gods. Every unexplainable natural phenomenon would be of supernatural 
origin, and a purposeful manipulation by gods. Pretty unrelatable. 

^ v • Reply • Share > 


Acgogo Acgogo • a day ago 


#1 You can look but, don't look too close. It may be ANOTHER fake. 
^ v • Reply • Share > 


Damdavid * a day ago 


did anyone else find #5 a bit creepy and uncomfortable to look at? 
^ v • Reply • Share > 


WallerN • a day ago 

Should a regular-looking gal from 13,000ya surprise us? 
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https://deadbutdreaming.wordpress.com/2017/10/19/faerie-folklore-in-medieval-tales-by-mika- 

loponen/ 

Here’s something new for Deadbutdreaming. The Finnish scholar Mika Loponen has 
written this piece exploring the variety of medieval faerie folklore from British and Irish 
sources. Although described as an ‘introduction’, it is an excellent overview and 
assessment of how deeply embedded the faeries are in medieval folklore. I hope readers 
will appreciate a perspective slightly different from my own rather more esoteric take on 
medieval faeries, which can be found on the Ancient Origins Premium website here: 

Fantasies from Evil Spirits? Faeries in the Medieval Imagination. 

Mika is a doctoral post-graduate student at the Department of Modern Languages in the 
University of Helsinki. His main field of interests are in the translation of culture specific 
metaphors and in the development of fantasy and science fiction literature. He is 
currently writing his doctoral thesis on the semiotic issues of translating and 
domesticating cultural concepts, artifacts and irrealia in fantasy and science fiction 
literature. Thanks to Mika for permission to republish his work here at Deadbutdreaming. 

The original pdf. version of the article can be found here. 

FAERIE FOLKLORE IN MEDIEVAL TALES - AN INTRODUCTION 
Introduction 

Although every country has - at least at some point of time - had its share of beliefs in mythological 
creatures that have been thought to affect the everyday lives of people, few cultures can boast as 
widely spread, well detailed and rich tapestry of tales as composes the fairy folklore of the British 
Isles. In this paper I am going to introduce the faeries of medieval legends, tales and folklore of the 
British Isles. I will place emphasis on the inspection of the natures and characteristics of the 
individual faery types in the tales. I will also explore some of the common denominators that bind 
these different types together, point out a few common concepts that are universal in the faerie 
legends of the British Isles and mention some of the more curious details, exceptions and variations 
of the superstitions. 

It is not my intention to analyze any of these legends and myths deeply; I will place more importance 
in introducing a variety of different ideas than in exploring any one of them thoroughly. Although 
many faerie legends clearly share obvious common roots, the legends and superstitions concerning 
them can vary immensely between regions. Thus trying to create stereotypes or generalizations is 
not desirable or even possible. Instead of this I will try to introduce as many aspects of the faerie 
folklore as possible within the context of this paper, and provide notes on some regional variances 
as they are found. 

Technicalities 

Most of the names of the faerie types have several different forms of writing. For instance, the 
brownie is also known as bwca, hob, hobman, bwbachod, hobgoblin, dobie and bog (and many 
other names), while the sluagh have been known as slaugh and sluag (Lindeman), and the phooka 
as pooka, pouka and puck (Briggs 1976: 229). The spelling problem is made even more frustrating 
by the fact that the different types of spelling might as easily as not point to sub-categories of the 
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same faerie types. One example of this is the sluagh: Briggs (1967: 19) agrees that sluagh (“the 
host of unforgiven dead”) is the Scottish version of the faerie type, while Lindeman argues that 
sluagh would be the Irish version and that the Scottish form of the faerie is sluag (the Scottish wild 
hunt), which in Garvin’s text appears as slaugh. Likewise, the word ‘faerie’ could also be spelled as 
‘fairy’, ‘fairie’ or ‘faery’. 

I will be using the most commonly known spelling form, or in absence of that, whatever form 
happens to please me; for example, I have generally chosen to use the term ‘faerie’, but I also use 
‘faery’ in certain compound words, such as ‘Faeryland’. When describing all different kinds of 
faeries, I may at times use the term ‘fae’. For the sake of being more easily comprehensible, I have 
sacrificed readability by using italics in the names of the faerie types, like pooka or Tuatha de 
Danann, and in all faerie-specific terminology, such as glamour or Unseelie Court. 

Although it is not a major point, I think that it is worth mentioning that many of the names of the 
different types of faeries lack plural endings. For example Tuatha de Danann, sidhe, sluagh and 
pooka are both the singular and plural forms of the words. Lastly, the categorization made in the 
tiles of this paper (e.g. as Lords and Ladies or commoners) are my attempt to enhance the 
readability of this introductory paper and should not be considered as categories per se among the 
folklore. 

Faeries, Fay, Fey 

Defining the term ‘faerie’ is not easy; some definitions include only specific, pre-Christian types of 
mythological creatures while other definitions include all of the spirits, angels and supernatural 
animals as well as the souls of the dead. I will take a middle road and include the spirits and the 
souls of the dead, since the dead and the faeries have an intimate connection in the folklore of the 
British Isles. I will not include supernatural animals except for the kelpies and selkies, who are 
portrayed as intelligent and self-aware. I will similarly exclude the angels except in two instances, to 
which I will return later in the paper. 

Although the faeries vary quite much from tale to tale, there are some common faerie types in both 
legends and folklore. An amusing notion is that the restrictiveness of these types depends on the 
‘social status’ of the faerie type; the noble and beautiful sidhe and Tuatha de Danann are well- 
defined faerie ‘races’, and most of the individual faeries of these types share the same qualities and 
characteristics, while the goblins, pooka and other common folk have much looser definitions and 
more variation within their ranks. 

The Roles of the Faeries 

In every culture there is - and has been - a need to explain the unexplainable; to catalogue the 
world into understandable concepts related to each other (Levi-Strauss 1974: 8-10). This 
catalogization has been performed through the means available to each culture at each specific 
point of time - through mythological concepts, religion or modern science among other methods. As 
with all mythology (Levi-Strauss 1974: 9-13), the faerie folklore of the British Isles is created through 
this process of catalogization and contextualization - through people’s need to explain the way the 
world functions and their own place in the world, and through their trying to create boundaries and 
basis for cultural concepts as well as through trying to explain different phenomena in nature. 

It has been speculated that some of the faerie folklore - as well as many other mythological 
concepts - would be created as metaphoric images used to convey warnings; for example, the 
kelpies - as explained below - might have been used as metaphoric imagery to warn people from 
trying to ride unfamiliar horses (which might behave aggressively) or from reaching and falling into 
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lakes and drowning. However, as Siikala (1992: 157-158) argues, abstract conceptualization is 
foreign to cultures that categorize their world through mythological concepts, and therefore for 
example a “thunder bird” - a bird seen to represent thunder - is not viewed or understood in such a 
culture as a metaphor for thunder, but as the concrete personification of thunder; thus, the 
metaphoric image of a faerie causing somebody’s drowning would not be seen as a metaphor inside 
the culture, but the faerie would be seen as the real and concrete cause of death. 

Although the roles the different faerie types filled within the culture are partially explored in this 
paper, the paper concentrates on introducing and examining the different types as they are 
presented in the tales; the scope of this paper does not allow a deeper inspection of the educational 
and explanatory functions for which faerie folklore was used in the medieval British Isles. 

The Commoners 

Belief in tutelary spirits is found in nearly every culture. In some cultures there are ancestral spirits 
who protect the household while in others there are faeries and spirits that are attached to the house 
or the family. In either case it is seen as extremely bad to lose the protection, help and luck provided 
by them, and there are many tales to exemplify what happens when the family loses (usually 
through greed, misery or blunder in etiquette) the help of the supernatural element. 

In the British Isles there was belief in both ancestral protectors and faerie helpers, and since the 
border between the dead and the faeries were quite shallow, it is sometimes hard to draw any lines 
between them. I will start the introduction of these ‘commoners’ with some of the so-called 
household faeries, and continue to ancestral faeries. 

Household Helpers 

The English brownies and its Welsh counterparts, the bwbach and bwca are perfect examples of 
tutelary faeries. These faeries were usually seen as household helpers (quite like the Finnish tonttu): 
they cleaned up untidy rooms, finished unfinished tasks, made bread, harvested grain and mended 
broken items (especially tools). Even more importantly, they were seen to bring luck to the 
households they lived in. Curiously most of the tales in which brownies appear tell about households 
that manage to drive them away by angering them, which is usually very easy, for the brownies 
seem to have a very strict code of etiquette. Although this etiquette varies greatly from tale to tale, 
there are some common concepts that appear in most of the legends: brownies demand a nightly 
bowl of milk or cream, and sometimes a honey cake. The milk and cream have to be of good quality, 
and the cakes have to be made out of good ingredients, or the brownie will be angry; one feature 
that is common to nearly all English faerie legend is the faeries’ hate of misers and greedy people. 
The food is to be left out for the brownie to take as he wishes, and not given directly. In fact, the 
brownies should never be given gifts, for they become extremely offended when offered reward for 
their services. 

Other usual ways of angering the brownies included giving them a nickname (I will give an example 
of this in the section when discussing the boggarts), performing some of their duties, thanking them, 
cursing them, forgetting to give them food and giving them clothing. Forgetting to give the brownies 
food and giving them clothing seems to be the most popular ways of angering them in the tales; 
many of the tales are center around someone doing either of these. However, these methods seem 
to contradict each other very often: in the majority of the tales the brownie of a house is angered 
because the family gives him clothing, yet in some tales he is angered because the family did not 
give him clothing (Briggs 1976: 32). Sometimes, when a brownie got angry, he was either replaced 
by or transformed into a boggart, a malicious and unhelpful version of the brownie. The boggarts 
were dark, hairy and dressed in tattered clothes. They were quite ugly and deformed, and they had 
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oversized hands and clumsy feet. The boggarts were used to explain small accidents and nasty 
things, as well as the strange noises and creaking in the night. They were also thought to blow out 
candles, hide small tools and equipment and make babies cry. 

The bogies can been seen as a hybrid of boggarts and brownies. They were mischievous but 
harmless faeries, who amused themselves by doing stupid and uncreative pranks, like pulling 
blankets from beds on cold nights and hiding small items. The bogies were quite interested in 
gossip; they liked to spy on people and listen to their conversation. 

Although the brownies, bogies and boggarts could be annoying and sometimes even dangerous, in 
most of the tales the occupants of the boggart-infested houses found ways to make them leave. 

One of the most common methods was to give the faerie a name (or, in later versions, to baptise 
him). Briggs tells us a typical version of these tales: 

“A Brownie on the Celtic fringe, on the edge of the Gaelic-speaking country in Pertshire, 
haunted Altmor Burn, not far from Pitlochry. He used to be heared paddling and 
splashing in the burn, then he would go up with wet feet to the farm near, and if 
everything had been left untidy he would tidy it, but if it was left neat he would throw 
everything about. It was counted unlucky to meet him, and the road was avoided at 
night. He was laid, not by a gift of clothes, but by a nickname. A man returning very 
merry from the market one dark night heard him splashing about in the burn, and cried 
out jovially, ‘Well, Puddlefoot, how is it with you this night?’ The Brownie was horrified. 

‘Oh! Oh!’ he cried, ‘I ve gotten a name! Tis Puddlefoot they call me!’ And he vanished, 
never to haunt the place again.” (Briggs 1976: 29). 

The Grieving Dead 

The best example of ancestral faeries is the Irish banshee (Briggs 1976: 25) (also known as the 
bean sidhe), who was seen as a long-dead virgin belonging to the family. At first the banshee was 
seen as a good, grieving spirit who appeared to warn a family member of a certain death, but after a 
time the legend evolved to the point where the banshee lost its grief and sympathy and became just 
an evil harbinger of death. As the tale evolved even further, the banshee’s song transformed from a 
message to the reason of somebody’s death. 

The Scottish version of this faerie is the bean-nighe, who, unlike the Irish version, is anything but 
beautiful: she has one nostril, one large tooth and webbed feet. She is usually spotted at the 
riverside washing the clothes of one who is destined to die (Briggs 1976: 25). 

The Nasty Ones 

Although the boggarts and bogies were seen as annoying and sometimes even dangerous, they 
were not even nearly as nasty as some of the really bad faeries. Although they caused harm and 
mischief, and sometimes even caused (directly or indirectly) someone’s death, their actions were 
usually at least somehow justifiable. In most of the legends they stopped their mischief before any 
serious harm was done. 

Not surprisingly - the line between the less harmful faeries and truly dangerous faeries was 
between home and wilderness: the helpful faeries lived and worked in the house, courtyard or fields, 
while the nasty ones lived in forests, rivers, marshes and moors. Prime examples of the evil spirits 
are the kelpies, will-o-the-wisps and the redcaps. 
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The Scottish kelpies were spirits of water, who left their watery homes to find victims whom they 
might drown (quite like the east-Slavic rusalka or the Finnish nakki). In order to accomplish this, the 
kelpie changed his form into a magnificent horse, handsome, seaweed-haired young lord or hairy 
man, and lured people into lakes and rivers. Briggs tells a typical kelpie tale: 

“One story commonly told was of seven little girls who were out walking on a Sunday, 
and saw a pretty little horse walking near the lochside. One after another they got on its 
back, which gradually lengthened itself so that there was room for them all. A little boy 
who was with them noticed this and refused to join them. The horse turned its head and 
suddenly yelled ‘Come on, little scabby-head, get up too!’ The boy ran for his life and hid 
among the boulders where the thing could not get at him. When it saw this it turned and 
dashed into the loch with the seven girls on its back. And nothing of them except their 
entrails ever came to land.” (Briggs 1976: 57). 

The kelpies had also other ways to lure their victims into the water. For example, dracae (another 
Scottish version of the kelpie; the singular form is in some tales draca and in some tales drac) lured 
their victims into their underwater domains by leaving gold or jewels floating on the surface of the 
water and abducting the people who reached for them, taking them into subterranean caves where 
the victims were used as slaves. According to some of these tales blessing the floating treasures 
made them safe for taking (Lindeman, Garvin). Although some of the tales about kelpies tell of 
resourceful lords who were able to enslave a kelpie with a magic bridle, most tales are quite like 
Briggs’ story. As mentioned earlier, these tales were used to make children cautious of rivers and 
lakes, so that they would not drown in them accidentally. 

Tales about will-o-the-wisps were used similarly to warn children (and adults) from going to the 
forests alone. Will-o-the-wisps (also known as ignus fatuus [lit. ‘foolish fire’], Ellylldans, fairy lights, 
corpse-candles, peg-a-lanterns, will-o’the-wykes, Joan-in-the-wads, Hinky-Punks as well as many 
other names; Briggs 1967: 52 among others) were thought to be imps, pixies or souls of 
mischievous, unbaptized children, who appeared as faint lights on marshes and bogs on still nights 
after sunset. In many tales will-o-the-wisps try to lure people from the road deeper and deeper into 
the forests, until the victims either drown in a swamp or lose their way and starve to death. 

While the kelpies and will-o-the-wisps of the legends were evil and malicious, even they can not be 
compared with redcaps, the short, bloodthirsty and gruesome goblins of the Lowland (Briggs 1976: 
57). The redcaps got their name from the caps they wore: they used to dye them in the blood of their 
victims. The redcaps were thought to live in abandoned towers and castles where evil deeds had 
been done (by this aspect they could be seen as even more degenerated boggarts). The redcaps 
were described as short, old men with red eyes, arms that ended in sharp talons and a large mouth 
full of sharp teeth. Unlike most of the other faeries, the redcaps were not vulnerable to iron; they 
even bragged about this by using iron boots. In most of the folklore, travellers who strayed to the 
dwellings of redcaps were killed and eaten. The only way to defend against a redcap was to recite 
the scriptures. If this was done, the redcap would vanish with a scream, leaving one large tooth to 
the spot where it had stood. This form of defence is naturally a Christian addition to the old legend. 

In addition to the man-eating redcaps, there were faeries with vampiric characteristics. One example 
of this would be the Scottish baobhan sith, of whom Garvin gives a good example: 

“Four men were hunting in the wilds of Ross-shire, and took refuge for the night in a 
deserted shieling. To keep themselves warm they began to dance. Three of them 
danced, and one supplied the mouth music. As they danced one of them wished that 
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their sweethearts were with them. At once four beautiful girls came into the building, in 
green clothes, with long golden hair. Three of them danced, and one sat by the singer. 
Presently the singer noticed drops of blood falling from his friends. He started up, and his 
partner flew at him. He escaped from her, and took refuge among the horses, where he 
was safe until daybreak. In the morning he went back to the shieling, and found the 
bloodless bodies of his companions, sucked to death by the dreadful baobhan sith” 

(Garvin). 

The Wild Ones 

Not all of the faeries who lived in wilderness were seen as evil or bloodthirsty. Some of the wild 
faeries of the legends dwelled in forests because they wanted to live with animals, while others 
wanted to stay as far from humans as possible. The pooka and the selkies are good examples of 
these kinds of faeries. 

The pooka (also known as phooka, pouka and puck) are described by the legends as a truly wild 
race of faeries, who live in forests and are able to change form from one animal to another. Although 
the pooka are not evil, they are mischievous: in some tales a pooka appears as a tame pony, 
offering a ride to careless people. When the traveller mounts the pony, it starts to run faster and 
faster through marshes, thorn-bushes and forests, until it suddenly throws the rider into a ditch or 
mudpool (Lindeman). Although this resembles the behaviour of a kelpie, there is one major 
difference: the pooka’s victims tend to remain alive, with no serious injuries. It seems that the pooka 
do these trick just to amuse itself, with no malicious intents. 

The selkies, or seal people, appear in tales as gentle, humble and loving folk who can change their 
forms from a human to a seal. In most of the tales the selkies appear in, they are described as dying 
people, whose death is being caused by ignorant men who hunt and eat them. In spite of this, the 
selkies are nearly never portrayed as angry, bitter or vengeful. An exception of this is made by some 
tales where selkies sink ships and cause storms to avenge the hunting of seals (Lindeman). In most 
of the selkie tales a good-natured seal hunter catches a selkie, realises what he has catched, 
releases the selkie, promises to change his career and is handsomely rewarded. The other major 
brand of selkie tales is quite different: in these tales a man sees a female selkie who comes ashore 
and sheds her skin (the selkies must do this to become human), and sneaks to the beach, stealing 
the skin. With the skin, the man forces the selkie to remain on dry land and to become his wife; the 
man usually tells her that he will burn the sealskin if she will not marry him. The tale usually ends in 
the selkie finding her sealskin and escaping to the sea, although in some versions the selkie dies of 
her sorrow. 

Changelings 

Changelings (Briggs 1976: 7) were perhaps the most well known faeries during the medieval times. 

It was widely believed that if a newborn baby was left alone or unwatched before he is baptised, the 
faeries might steal him and leave a changeling in his place (the use of male pronoun is intentional; 
in most of the legends and tales, the faeries steal male babies). In some of the folklore this 
changeling was said to be made out of wood and earth, with a spell cast on it so that it would look 
and act as a real baby. More often the faeries would leave an unhealthy, ugly faerie child who would 
die in a few years or an old faerie, who would remain in the cradle, eating much but never growing. 

In the tales, the only way to retrieve the real child was to expose the changeling for what it was. The 
tales tell of many ways to reveal the true nature of the changeling. Unfortunately, most of these were 
quite lethal for the baby. Even more unfortunately they were quite often practiced in real life; it was 
much easier for the parents of a sick or malformed child to think of him as a changeling. Certain 
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ways to expose a changeling’s true nature (according to Briggs, these methods were practiced even 
at the beginning of this century; Briggs 1976: 117) included placing him on a hot stove, leaving him 
on the manure pile for a night and mistreating him. It was thought that these things would force the 
faerie’s real parents to arrive to stop their child from being mistreated or killed. It depended on the 
legend whether the human parents’ real child was returned or not. In some legends the real child 
returns from Faeryland years after the changeling has died, and sometimes he has aged many 
years in a few months or a few days in many years. The amount of wandering orphans might have 
given birth to these tales; when an orphan appears to the doors of the parents who have killed their 
‘changeling’, they would quite likely want to see him as their long-lost son that has been brought 
home by destiny. 

Not all of the ways of exposing changelings were lethal, or even dangerous. One of the most 
popular methods in the tales is to brew with eggshells. When enough brewing would be done, the 
changeling would no longer be able to contain himself and would sit up and exclaim something like: 
“I have seen three forests grow and wither, but I have never seen ale brewed in an eggshell before!” 
The faeries’ reasons for stealing babies vary greatly between different legends. One of the most 
common reasons seems to be that the stolen babies were married (naturally after growing up) to 
members of the faerie nobility. Another, quite curious reason is introduced in some post-Christian 
legends; once every decade (or seven years) the faeries needed to pay a tithe of one child to Hell, 
and the faeries try to evade this by stealing human children whom they send as the tithe. 

The Lords and Ladies Tuatha de Danann 

“These Tuatha were great necromancers, skilled in all magic, and excellent in all the arts as 
builders, poets and musicians. At first the Milesians were going to destroy them utterly, but gradually 
were so fascinated and captivated by the gifts and powers of the Tuatha that they allowed them to 
remain and build forts, where they held high festival with music and singing and the chant of the 
bards” (Wilde 1992, 21). 

The ‘nobility’ of the faeries differed from the ‘commoners’ even more than the human nobles differed 
from the commoners of the medieval times. While the bogies, boggarts and brownies were seen as 
ugly, simple and often quite stupid household helpers with little magical abilities, these ‘noble’ 
faeries were seen the picture of everything high, and respected, envied and even feared; at least in 
Ireland people used nicknames like ‘the fair folk’, ‘the gentle folk’, ‘the gentry’ or ‘the noble ones’ 
when talking about the faeries, so that the faeries would not notice them and cause them bad luck 
(e.g. Briggs: 1967: 218). 

The first mentions of ‘noble’ faeries are thought to be in the Irish-Celtic mythology, where the Tuatha 
de Danann (the children of Dana, mother goddess of Eire) were mentioned in the Book of Invasions 
as gods who came from the west and defeated the Firbolg (the early gods of Ireland, who invaded 
Ireland successfully, defeating the Fomorians, the original inhabitants of the islands; the name 
Firbolg can be translated as ‘Men of the Bags’). Some time after this the Milesians (who represent 
the first Gaels) conquested the land and drove the Tuatha de Danann into the hills and under the 
seas. After settling under hills and seas, the Tuatha de Danann became melancholic and bitter, and 
tried. In time the Tuatha de Danann diminished in size and power into the daoine sidhe (Lindeman), 
who later evolved into sidhe (the term ‘sidhe’ seems to have originally been a synonym of ‘faerie’, it 
evolved to mean only the so-called human-like, ‘noble’ faeries), the most beautiful, noble and 
humanlike kind of faeries. 

The Sidhe 

“The Sidhe dwell in the Sifra, or fairy palace of gold and crystal, in the heart of the hill and they have 
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been given youth, beauty, joy, and the power over music, yet they are often sad; for they remember 
that they were once angels in heaven though now cast down to earth, and though they have power 
over all the mysteries of Nature, yet they must die without hope of regaining heaven, while mortals 
are certain of immortality. Therefore this one sorrow darkens their life, a mournful envy of humanity; 
because, while man is created immortal, the beautiful fairy race is doomed to annihilation” (Wilde 
1886: 132). 

The (daoine) sidhe were seen as heroic faeries who enjoyed the pleasures of the medieval chivalric 
life. They were seen as nobles, knights and royalty, and were the first faeries associated with 
glamour (I will return to this subject later). The sidhe were human-sized, unbelievably beautiful 
beings, who, depending on the tale, could become invisible whenever necessary, or could only 
become visible when in the presence of humans. It is thought that the concept of these chivalric 
faeries arrived from France, where they played large parts in medieval romances. 

In addition to the generic sidhe, there were some specific sub-categories, like the Leanan-sidhe 
(originally the Lhiannan-Shee of the Isle of Man) and the bean sidhe (also known as banshee). The 
Leanan-sidhe were, according to the legends, either spirits of life who inspired poets and singers 
(Wilde 1886: 134) or spirits who inspire poets and singers and live on their thoughts and 
imagination, burning the poor artists up. The Scottish version of the Leanan-sidhe is the leanan sith, 
a fairy lover of either sex. Garvin mentions that translators, who translated the Bible into Scots 
Gaelic, used this term and some of the common people took this as Biblical proof of the existence of 
the fairies. 

These noble faeries were quite commonly used in medieval legends and tales. Sometimes they 
even replaced original characters; Briggs mentions Lanzelet, a twelfth-century German version of 
Lancelot’s tale, where the Lady of the Lake is presented as a faerie, who brings Lancelot to the 
Faeryland (Briggs 1976: 5). Likewise in the wonderful Lay of Sir Orfeo, the fifteenth-century English 
version of the legend of Orpheus, Hades was replaced by the King of the faeries and the original 
land of the dead was replaced by Faeryland. The legend remains otherwise mostly untouched, 
except for a few changes that nicely reflect the beliefs concerning Faeries. For example, Orfeo’s 
wife did not die naturally, as Orpheus’ wife did. Instead, the King of Faeries found her in a traditional 
wild hunt (I will return to this subject later), while sleeping in the garden. 

One of the best known legends that tell of the ‘noble’ faeries is the thirteenth-century romance of 
True Thomas (or Thomas the Rhymer). In several versions of the romance, Thomas is wandering 
around in the countryside when he meets a beautiful lady with golden hair and jewels sparkled all 
over her spring green cloak. The lady introduces herself as the Queen of Faeryland, and Thomas, 
who is mesmerised by her beauty, asks for a kiss, which the Queen grants him. Depending on the 
version of the tale, Thomas either accompanies Queen willingly to the Faeryland or is forced to go 
along as a payment for the kiss. In one version of the tale the Queen’s glamour fades and she is 
revealed to be an old hag. In most versions, Thomas accompanies the queen to Faeryland for three 
days, which turn out to be seven years in the real world; upon returning, Thomas can only speak 
truths and prophesies, and returns to Faeryland in a few years (Jarvin 1992: 60-64; Briggs 1976: 9, 
89). 

The Wild Hunt or Host of Unforgiven Dead 

When Christianity came to the British Isles, the legends and tales of faeries began to change. One 
of the first changes was the nature of the faeries. While in some legends the faeries became 
associated with demons or angels (yet another subject to which I will return later), it was even more 
common to associate them with the spirits of the dead. 
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One of the most notable changes happened with the tales of the sluagh, who were in the original 
folklore the Scottish version of wild hunt. The original versions of the tales saw sluagh as flying 
around the land on midnight (Garvin), swooping down to earth and kidnapping people or forcing 
men to shoot down women milking cows or other men working in the field. After Christianity arrived, 
the sluagh were transformed into the host of the unforgiven dead: a pack of souls of sinners, who 
would arrive to a deathbed to grab away the soul of a dying person. In the Irish version of this 
legend, the sluagh arrived from west and could be kept away from the dying person by keeping the 
windows and doors on the western side of the house closed. In one Irish version, the sluagh moved 
in procession from hill to hill, and it was extremely unlucky to build any obstacles on their travel 
routes (Briggs 1976: 19) - i.e. directly between hills. 

One of the tales in which the faeries are associated with demons is the legend of St. Collen (Briggs 
1976: 13). In the tale, St. Collen was a Celtic saint, who lived as a hermit in a small cell in 
Glastonbury Tor. After interrupting two men who were talking about the King of Faeries (Collen 
announced that they spoke of demons), a stranger arrived and asked St. Collen to join the King of 
Faeries for a dinner. Three times Collins refused, until deciding to go. When St. Collen and the 
stranger arrived to the top of the hill, Collen saw a beautiful palace that he had not seen there 
before. When St. Collen entered the castle, he found the King waiting for him. When the King asked 
St. Collen to eat some food, Collen announced that he would not eat dry leaves. When the King 
asked St. Collen what he thought of the King’s beautiful blue and scarlet liveries, Collen told the 
King that blue was the colour of eternal cold and red was the colour of the flames of Hell, from which 
the King had come. After saying this, the saint took a bottle of holy water he had brought with him 
and threw it at the King. When the water hit the King, he disappeared as did the food and the castle. 
This is one of the only tales where no harm falls on a visitor who breaks the etiquette in Faeryland. 

Not-so-Fallen Angels 

“One day a great fairy chief asked [saint] Columb-Kille if there were any hope left to the Sidhe that 
one day they would regain heaven and be restored to their ancient place among the angels. But the 
saint answered that hope there was none; their doom was fixed, and at Judgement day they would 
pass through death into annihilation; for so had it been decreed by the justice of God” (Wilde 1886: 
132). 

One of the most interesting changes in folklore that arrived with Christianity was that the Faeries 
were associated with a Christian concept - angels. While the tales of faeries as demons (like the 
tale of St. Collen) see the faeries as fallen angels, there are some interesting and original variations 
of this tradition. According to a common medieval Irish belief (Garvin), the faeries were angels that 
sided with the devil in the rebellion in Heaven, and for this they were sentenced to Hell. When God 
ordered the gates of Heaven and Hell closed, some of the angels had not reached Hell yet and they 
fell on earth and in sea, where they hid (Wilde 1886: 89). These not-so-fallen angels were not 
thoroughly evil like those who had fallen into Hell, but they were not above sin. They would obey 
orders from the devil and do evil deeds, but they preferred being left alone. 

A more interesting version of the same legend has these faeries remain unaligned in the rebellion in 
Heaven, taking arms neither for God nor for devil, and for this, being exiled on earth. This version 
has these faeries living in hills and under seas, which links this version of the legend closely to the 
tales of Tuatha de Danann, who were also exiled under the hills, where they mourned for their exile 
from the lands they had conquested. There are other, quite evident similarities in this version and 
the legend of Tuatha de Danann; while Tuatha de Danann filled their eternal lives with song and 
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dance so that they could forget the loss of sunlight and their lands, the partially fallen angels did the 
same things to forget the joys of Heaven, which were now eternally forbidden from them. 

One rather nice example of linking the faeries with angels is in the legend of True Thomas. When 
Thomas accompanies the Queen, they soon reach a crossroads, where they can choose from three 
paths. The path on the left is wide, flat and straight, and according to the Queen, leads to Hell. The 
path on the right is narrow, thorny and hard to travel. The Queen tells Thomas that this path leads to 
Heaven. The path between them is surrounded by wild plants and mostly lost in the forest. This 
path, as the Queen tells Thomas, leads to the Faeryland. 

The Gifts and Woes of the Fae The Gifts of the Fae 

Although the characteristics and abilities of the faeries vary greatly between different tales, legends 
and folklore, there are some common attributes and flaws shared by most of them. One of the most 
obvious (and most easily explainable) powers of the faeries was the ability to become invisible. So 
far I have not been able to find a single type of faerie that does not possess this gift; even the 
selkies are able to vanish from the sight of humans. Another gift that seems to be quite usual is the 
household faeries’ ability to affect things without touching them: many tales tell of boggarts and 
angered brownies that cause plates, mugs, chairs and tables to shatter or fly around. 

One of the other traits that seem to be quite common to at least the ‘noble’ faeries is immortality 
(Squire 2000: 25). In many tales the great age of the faeries is pointed out, most often as a 
comparison to the briefness of human life. The gift of immortality is most often encountered in the 
legends of the noble faeries, particularly the daoine sidhe, and it is supposed to originate from the 
tales of the Tuatha de Danann, who achieved immortality through magical ale. Although immortality 
seems to be a common trait given to the faeries in legends, not all of them seem to possess the gift; 
some stories of faerie funerals exist as well. Still, whether the tales tell that they are immortal or not, 
the passage of time is never the same for faeries as it is for humans. 

Another curious notion on the same subject is the passing of time in the lands, hills and cities of the 
faeries. Time spent in these locations does not ever seem to correlate with time in the outside world. 
There are many legends that tell of men who entered a faerie residence and stayed for one night or 
several days, while a few years, decades or even centuries have passed outside. Similarly, some 
tales of stolen babies mention that the children grow up inside the Faeryland, while only a few days 
pass outside. 

The Curses of the Fae 

One of the most common flaws of the faeries is a vulnerability to cold iron. Although cold iron is 
especially useful in the form of a knife or a cross, it can also harm, kill or banish faeries nearly as 
well in other forms. In the folklore of the British Isles scissors that are hung over the cradle are 
commonly seen as a sufficient protection against fairies from kidnapping the child and leaving a 
changeling behind. An interesting notion is that in the original game of tag, the one chasing was 
called a witch or fairy, and those being chased could declare themselves “safe” if they could reach 
and touch iron. (Garvin). Another quite common curse of the faeries is that they do not have souls. 
This attribute seems oddly widespread; although it is a natural notion in legends that describe 
faeries as fallen angels, it is mentioned in many other legends as well. For example, there are tales 
of faerie mothers who travel around seeking human mothers, so that they could ask the human to 
give the faerie child a sip of her milk; this is supposed to give the child a soul (Briggs 1976: 120). 
Other tales tell of faerie mothers who try to do the same by stealing human babies and leaving their 
own children in the human babies’ cradles. 
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Faerie Morality 

“The Queen [of the sidhe] is more beautiful than any woman of earth, yet Finvarra [the King] loves 
the mortal woman best, and wiles them down to his fairy palace by the subtle charm of the fairy 
music, for no one who has yet heard it can resist its power, and they are fated to belong to the 
fairies ever after. Their friends mourn for them as dead with much lamentation, but in reality they are 
leading a joyous life down in the heart of the hill, in the fairy palace with the silver columns and the 
crystal walls” (Wilde 1886: 133). 

As Briggs mentions (1976: 108), faeries tend have a complicated, not easily understandable set of 
morals in the folklore. Although in many legends the faeries have a strict sense of right and wrong, 
they do not usually match the human opinions on the same subject: “The morality of even the most 
ordinary, decent, well-wishing fairy is of a brand of its own” (Briggs 1976: 111). 

Although most of the wicked faeries could be seen as plainly evil, some of the ‘good’ faeries do not 
seem much better. In many tales the good faeries seem to be able to help and hurt people with as 
great ease, and some of them seem to be just waiting for the humans to blunder so that they could 
do them some harm. As Briggs mentions, the faeries seem to be much more interested in etiquette 
and social order than in morals. 

The changelings are a good example of this faerie morality; obviously the faeries do not see 
anything wrong in stealing a human child from his parents, or even enslaving this stolen child. In 
addition, in many tales the faeries who leave their own child to the humans are portrayed as 
sympathetic, caring and kind. Another example of this same theme is the stealing of Orfeo’s wife in 
the Lay of Sir Orfeo: the King of the Faeries is not described as an evil character, just as someone 
with a very odd morality. Although in the British Isles the division between ‘good’ and ‘evil’ faeries 
never reached the level of the faerie legends of France, there was some division between these; in 
Scottish legends the faeries are often divided into the Seelie Court and the Unseelie Court. The 
Seelie Court is comprised of the good, kind fairies, while the outright evil faeries tend to belong to 
the Unseelie Court (Briggs 1976: 222). These courts were not seen as very confining: the faeries of 
the Seelie Court could be violent when angered, while the not members of the Unseelie Court could 
sometimes just have fun in non-lethal ways. 

The morality of the faeries seems to be even more lax when sexual matters are in concern. In many 
tales faeries have casual sexual relationships with mortals or other faeries, or they are searching for 
a mortal lover (Briggs 1976: 127). 

Glamour 

Glamour can make a lady seem a knight, 

A nut shell seem a gilded barge, 

A sheeling seem a palace large, 

And youth seem age and age seem youth, 

All was illusion, nought was truth. 

-Reginald Scot, The Lay of the Last Minstrel 

The magic of the faeries, sometimes called ‘glamour’, is seen to be the art of illusions, movement, 
shape changing and enchantments. While it mostly used in the legends that told of the ‘noble’ 
faeries, some of the household faeries and wild faeries were said to possess it and to be able to 
perform some minor tricks with it. A good example of this is a tale in which a mischievous pooka 
makes a woman lose her way in a forest by making a path disappear from her sight. According to 


https://deadbutdreaming.wordpress.conn/2017/10/19/faerie-folklore-in-nnedieval-tales-by-nnika-loponen/ 


11/13 



10/19/2017 Faerie Folklore in Medieval Tales by Mika Loponen - deadbutdreaming 

different tales, the use of glamour is not restricted to simple illusions or tricks: in many tales whole 
castles are built and with glamour. More commonly faeries use glamour to create their magnificent 
clothes and jewels or to make themselves more beautiful. 

These kinds of use of glamour are found most often in medieval faerie romances (see the example 
of Thomas the Rhymer above), in which a young man or woman (usually a virgin) falls in love with a 
faerie. In these tales the affair usually ends with the faerie lover leaving the human and the poor 
man or woman realising that his or her partner pretended to be much more than it actually was. 

Quite obviously these kinds of tales are used mainly to point out that strangers, no matter how 
beautiful or charming they are, should not be too easily trusted. 

The tales about faerie gold serve similar purpose. There are quite many variations of this basic 
concept. One of the most common versions tell of a greedy man, quite often an old innkeeper or 
merchant, who is visited by an enigmatic noble. Since the noble seems very rich, the greedy man 
proceeds to sell him whatever the noble wants (a room for a night, food, wine, horse etc.), naming 
outrageous prices for everything. The noble seems happy to pay the horrible costs, giving the man 
all the gold he had asked. When the mysterious noble leaves, the man is quite pleased with himself, 
for he has made a fortune in one night. Still, things do not end happily for him: when the man wakes 
up next morning, he finds out that the gold given by the noble has turned into grass or dried leaves. 

Conclusion 

The faeries of the British Isles are a fascinating topic: the Isles have a great amount of tales and 
legends concerning them, and they can be found on any level of the medieval folklore, from 
romances favoured by the nobility to superstitions of the commoners. Yet, although the amount of 
material is huge and the folklore and legends are products of many different times, cultures and 
social conditions, there are many interesting traits that bind the faeries of the different tales together. 

As the variation of different versions of faeries is wide, this essay has not been able to discuss some 
very interesting faerie types, such as the leprachaun, knockers, barghest and the pixies, and many 
interesting legends, such as the faeries’ common use of human wives and midwives. One of the 
most interesting things shown in the legends is the effect time and cultural changes have had on 
them. This change is best shown in the way Tuatha de Danann changed slowly from ancient gods of 
pre-Christian times into post-Christian partially fallen angels, and the sluagh evolved from the wild 
hunt to the host of unforgiven dead. 

Also interesting is the frequent use of faeries as pedagogic means, as in the stories of kelpies. 

These tales were used to teach children (and to remind adults) of certain dangers; stories about 
kelpies were used to warn the children of the dangers of rivers and lakes, while stories about the 
pooka and will-o-the-wisps were used to prevent the children from wandering into forests alone. 

In the British Isles the faerie legends have been used to entertain and teach people. They have 
been used to explain things that have puzzled people and to give reasons to difficult questions, such 
as deformed children. The faeries have been used to permit infanticide and to explain miscarriages, 
diseases and accidents. Whether a family or a farm has had good or bad luck, Faeries have been 
held responsible for it. 

The faeries have been used in legends to bring justice to those with no morals and to personify total 
lack of morals. In the medieval British Isles, faeries were present from a child’s birth to his or her 
deathbed. They were present from the minute the proud father tied a pair of scissors over the cradle 
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to prevent the faeries from swapping the baby for a changeling, to the time the grieving wife shut the 
western windows so that the sluagh could not steal her dying husband’s soul. 
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Beef and dairy cows stand in a field in 
NorthamptonshireCredit: SUZANNE PLUNKETT 


• Sarah Knapton, Science Editor 


2 November 2017 • 6:07pm 


Burying a pair of underpants in a field may not seem the obvious starting point for the perfect roast, 
but farmers are being urged to dig deep for tastier meat. 

The Agriculture and Horticulture Development Board (AHDB) and Quality Meat Scotland (QMS) 
claim interring a pair of cotton smalls in a pasture can reveal vital information about soil fertility. 

According to the experts, sterile and lifeless soil will keep underwear intact, but organically thriving 
soil will eat away at the briefs, leaving nothing but the elastic waistband. 

Dig up the pants after just two months, and it is possible to judge how healthy the land is. 

Soil conditions on beef and sheep farms directly influence how well grass and forage crops grow 
and, consequently, the quality of the feed they produce. And better feed produces healthier, tastier 
animals. 


Scottish farmer lain Green, of Corskie Farm, near Elgin, in Moray, has been burying his pants in 
various fields since September. 

"The theory behind the test is that the cotton will be devoured by the microbes and bacteria in the 
soil, so the more you have the better,” he said. 

"We buried them in different fields, some which we think have healthier soil and others which aren't 
as good." 

Earlier this week fellow farmers and officials gathered at Mr Green’s farm to dig up his underpants 
and analyse the findings. Some had entirely disintegrated while others looked like they had been 
recently buried. 

Mr Green added: "I think quite a few of them were quite surprised and are away to try it for 
themselves. 


"The results were very interesting. We have quite a wet field here and obviously that has been 
starved of oxygen and the underpants were hardly touched. 

"However, with our arable fields, which are cultivated heavily, they were eaten away, but we do 
cover them with a lot of muck. It was a success and a simple and cheap way of testing soil. 

"The cotton is the important thing, rather than the underpants." 

The ‘Soil my Undies’ challenge was first launched by the California Farmers’ Guild in July and is 
slowly being adopted by agricultural organisations across the world. 
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Healthy soil should be teeming with millions of tiny lifeforms such as bacteria, fungi, protozoa, 
nematodes, arthropods, earthworms, which all work to turn rotting material into nutrients to help 
plants thrive. 

Evan Wiig, Executive Director of the California Farmers’ Guild, said: “Cotton is an organic material 
and breaks down naturally just like anything else you’d put in your compost pile. So if you bury 
cotton in soil teeming with life, all those creatures will begin to feast. 

“If you have dead soil, if it is totally lifeless you should be able to pull the pants out of the ground, 
throw it in the washing machine and put them on like nothing ever happened. If you have incredibly 
healthy soil, you should have nothing left but an elastic strap.” 

A spokesman for the QMS said they would like farmers across Britain to adopt the test as way of 
checking the productivity of their soil. 

©Telegraph Media Group Limited 2017 

Credit: California Farmers’ Guild 
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They compared his legacy to Picasso’s and called him the “King of Fashion” in America 
and Le Magnifique in Paris. He liberated women from corsets, dominated Belle Epoque 
fashion with his lavish draped designs and was the first French couturier to 
commercialise his own perfumes, now an industry standard marketing concept. Paul 
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remember this forgotten oracle of fashion. 



Born in working class Paris to a cloth merchant, as a teenager, Paul Poiret apprenticed in 
an umbrella shop where he collected scraps of silk to fashion clothes for one of his 
sister’s dolls. Around this time he also began taking his fashion sketches to Louise 
Cheruit, one of the first women to control a major French fashion house. She purchased a 
dozen designs from him and before long, Poiret found himself working for the most 
prominent couturiers in Paris. 
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At the House of Worth, then the biggest fashion house in Europe, he was responsible for 
creating simple and practical garments, or what his superior called, “fried potatoes”; side 
dishes to Worth’s opulent ball gowns. But Poiret’s designs would quickly prove too 
unconventional and modern for the oldest and most revered of couture houses. 
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He was prompted to end his relationship with the company when he presented the 
Russian Princess Bariatinsky with a new coat cut like a kimono. “What a horror!” she said 
upon seeing the design. “When there are low fellows who run after our sledges and annoy 
us, we have their heads cut off, and we put them in sacks just like that.” 
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He didn’t take the Princess’ comments to heart and continued on his path to break with 
the established conventions of dressmaking. He began with the woman’s body, trapped in 
a corseted waistline since the Renaissance. He looked to Greek, Japanese and Middle 
Eastern silhouettes, shifting the emphasis away from strict tailoring and towards the art 
of drapery. 
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A revolution in dressmaking was on its way; the “S” silhouette (forward-projecting breasts 
and protruding bottoms) was out. Poiret wasn’t alone in starting the revolution. A handful 
of female designers were also advancing the uncorseted silhouette (you might remember 
the Belle Epoque Body-con Dress that was too Sexy for Paris), but it was Poiret who 
became most widely associated with the new look. 
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expression of orientalism, a reference that you can often recognise in Yves Saint Laurent’s 
work from the 60s and 70s. 



Poiret was also the first couturier to promote the concept of a “total lifestyle” brand, 
establishing his own cosmetic and fragrance company as well as an interior decorating 
business under the House of Poiret. Reigning supreme in Paris haute couture between 
1903 and World War I, his instinct for marketing and branding was unmatched by any 
other Parisian designer. 
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When he unveiled his perfume brand, “Parfums de Rosine” (named after his daughter), he 
held a lavish fancy dress party for the cream of Parisian society that would keep them 
talking for months. 
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LE JAROIN IT L HOTEL Dfc M POIRET 
(A LA FIN DE LA 1002 NU1T> 


The event was known as “The Thousand and Second Night” and the gardens of his home 
were filled with lanterns, tents, and tropical birds. 
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Poiret himself dressed as a sultan and each of his guests took home his new perfume, 
“Persian Night”. 
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Designers has always used sketches to illustrate their designs, but Poiret was the first to 
use photography. An April 1911 issue of the magazine Art et Decoration is considered to 
contain the first ever modern fashion photograph shoot. In an attempt to promote fashion 
as fine art, photographer Edward Steichen chose to snap dresses by Poiret. 


The designer was turning fashion into entertainment as well as developing a blueprint for 
the modern fashion industry. 



He was invited to show his designs at 10 Downing Street for the British Prime Minister and 
London’s elite. The Americans called him the “King of Fashion”; designer of choice to some 
of the brightest celebrity icons of the day such as Marchesa Luisa Casati (above left in his 
design) and Joan Crawford (pictured with Poiret above right). 


http://www.messynessychic.com/2017/11/07/how-did-the-king-of-20th-century-fashion-disappear-into-oblivion/ 


13/16 























11/10/2017 


How did the King of 20th Century Fashion Disappear into Oblivion? 



But then the ugliest of mankind’s inventions took centre stage. World War I lured a proud 
Poiret from his fashion house to serve in the French army as a military tailor. By the time 
he returned, his business was on the verge of bankruptcy. 
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A certain Coco Chanel had arrived on the scene with her sleek and simple clothes that 
suited the post-war mood. Utility and function overruled luxurious and sensual. He was 
criticised for his “poorly manufactured clothes” and irrational construction. Unable to 
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closure of his business, after 23 years of marriage, he divorced his wife who he had once 
called “the inspiration for all my creations ... the expression of all my ideals.” The far from 
amicable divorce sent him further into debt and after his fashion house closed, he was 
reduced to taking odd jobs as a street painter. Over the next 15 years before his death, his 
ground-breaking designs would be entirely forgotten, his couture house’s leftover stock 
sold by the kilogram as rags. 
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FBI investigated a group of Dungeons and Dragons players as part 

of the Unabomber case muckrock.com 



June 19, 2017 


Bureau noted that the loosely-knit group of gamers were “armed and dangerous,” as well as 
“overweight and not neat in appearance.” 

Written by JPat Brown 
Edited by Beryl Lipton 

FBI files released to CJ Ciaramella reveal that the Bureau investigated a group of Dungeons and 
Dragons (DnD) players as potential leads in the Unabomber case. A 1995 memo from the San 
Francisco office notes that the loosely-knit group of gamers were “armed and dangerous.” 

Title: UNABOM; 

MAJOR CASE 75; 

00: SAN FRANCISCO 

ARMED AND DANGEROUS 

Synopsis; Dungeons and Dragons. 

Details: Attached to and made a permanent part o£ this memo is a 

list of players and peripheral players involved in a loosely knit 
group of individuals commonly referred to as “The Dungeons and 
Dragons Group 11 . 

As background, the memo goes on to summarize an earlier interview with an employee of DnD’s 
former publisher TSR, which gave an extremely abbreviated introduction to role-playing and war 
gaming... 

an even briefer description of DnD’s history... 

and a rather harsh description of role-players and war gamers as “exceptionally intelligent 
individuals” who were often “overweight and not neat in appearance.” 

The memo ends with a list, not included in the file, of “known members of the Dungeons and 
Dragons.” 
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War gaming and fantasy role playing differ in that war 
gaming involved a reenactment of historical wars and fantasy role 
playing involves adventures of fictional scenarios and characters. 
War gaming traditionally involved the staging of one day of battle 
in one war for strategic review by the war gamers. Miniature 
figures, often hand painted in the appropriate colors for the 
battle, would be arranged in a manner identical to the troop 
placement at the actual battle. The subsequent day of battle may 
not be reenacted for a month while the strategic possibilities are 
examined. The miniature figures originally were 25mm lead figures. 
but were later formed of aluminum and pewter^lloys^-—| 


nrt n c 



Dungeons and Dragons <D & D) was a fantasy role playing 
game originally named Chainmail, produced by Gary Gygax and Dave 
Arneson in 1972 and sold fro m Gygax*s basement. In i973, Gygax, 
Donald Kaye and j formed a partnership irk the gaming 
industry that evolved in 1975 into TSR. Gygax operated trhe TSR 
branch office in Beverly Hills, California, doing business as 
Dungeons and Dragons Entertainment Corporation (DDEQ). 


advised that war gamers are generally extremely intelligent 
individuals. Often th ey will live frugally t o support the cost of 
the war gaming hobby, f ~| further advised that 
the typical war gaming enthusiast is overweight and not neat in 
appearance - 

The attached list was obtained by reviewing the computer 
files and extracting names from those files of known members of the 
Dungeons and Dragons. 


ARMED AND DANGEROUS 

As for why the FBI might have thought that twenty-sided die had anything to do with the Unabomber, 
a heavily redacted section of the file offers some context - prior to the memo, the Bureau had 
interviewed a member of the group, who indicated there had been a spat of paranoid accusations 
regarding the bombings. One of those accusations had apparently made it to the Bureau, possibly 
through contacts established during an earlier investigation. 

The case doesn’t go any further in the file, and though there’s no formal closing memo, the release 
letter mentioned certain portions were missing. Read the file embedded below, or on the request 
page. 
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Continuation of FD-302 of 



3/22/95 , Page 


3 


height of the Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI) interest in 
his gaining group, many of the members of the group b ecame 
paranoid and began pointing fingers at one another. I I 

indicated that he believes this is based on the su spicious nature 
of the individuals that were in his gaming group. I ~1 

indicated that he is quite sure that some of the members of the 
group fantasized about the possibility tha t maybe o ne of their 
members was responsible for the bombings. | indicated that 

the nature of their gaming activities and the fact that many 
gaming enthusiasts are also conspiracy theorists probably led to 
much of the finger pointing. 
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An escape from England, an indentured servant with 
a mysterious past, and an untimely death while 
crossing the Atlantic. While these might sound like 
plot points for the latest historical spy thriller, they’re 
actually real events related to The Bay Psalm Book, 
a Puritan hymnal—the first book printed in what 
would become the United States. 

LEAVING ENGLAND FOR AN UNCERTAIN NEW 
WORLD 

Reverend Jose Glover was approaching his 40th 
birthday, and he was in a rut. For several years, he 
had been Rector of Sutton, and he found himself 
increasingly drawn to the Puritans, a group that 
believed the Church of England, which had broken 
from the Catholic Church in 1534, was still too Catholic. So in 1634, a year after King Charles I had ordered 
clergymen to read the Book of Sports (which largely served as an anti-Puritan text detailing acceptable Sunday 
activities) to their congregations, Glover was, along with dozens of others, suspended for refusing to read it [PDF], 
Not long after, he resigned and was out of a job altogether. 

He decided that the Massachusetts Bay Colony was the change he was looking for. Settled just a few years 
earlier, it was a haven for Puritans escaping persecution from the more establishment elements within the Church 
of England. Although it was risky to leave his life and livelihood behind for an uncertain future, the New World 
offered religious freedom and a fresh start. 

To finance his move across the Atlantic, Glover gave sermons and raised cash from both parishioners and friends 
in England and Holland. With the funds, he bought a press, type, paper, ink, and other supplies he would need to 
start a printing press in Massachusetts Bay. (Why he chose printing as his new profession is unknown.) Before 
leaving for New England, Glover also hired Stephen Daye, an indentured locksmith in his forties, to come with him. 

Like many parts of this story, why Glover hired a locksmith to help him establish a printing press is a mystery, and 
not enough is known of Daye's past to make things any clearer. Some historians have speculated that Daye was a 
descendent of renowned Protestant printer John Daye and worked as an apprentice in a London printing shop. 
Other scholars, though, argue that there’s no evidence that Daye was related to the famous printer or that he was 
ever a printer’s apprentice. It’s even possible that Daye was hired exclusively as a locksmith, and was forced into 
the printing business by what happened next. 

In 1638, Glover set sail for Massachusetts Bay on a ship called the John of London, traveling with his wife, 
Elizabeth Harris Glover, their children, Daye and his family, a few servants, and the printing press. But Glover 
never made it: En route, he caught a bad fever and died. 

His plans to set up a printing press didn’t perish with him, though. After the John of London arrived in 
Massachusetts in the late summer of 1638, Elizabeth fulfilled her late husband’s wishes, establishing a print shop 
in a house on what is today Cambridge’s Holyoke Street, near the college that later became Harvard University. It 
would become known as the Cambridge Press. 

The business partners were an odd pair: Daye was a barely literate locksmith, Elizabeth a widow with no business 
experience. We know that Daye’s teenaged son, Matthew, worked at the press, but it’s unclear how they ran the 
press or how they split their duties—some scholars credit Stephen Daye as America’s first publisher, while others 
call Elizabeth the “Mother of the American Press”—but run it they did. For their first job, they printed “The 
Freeman’s Oath,” a large sheet of paper with Massachusetts Bay’s citizenship oath, in early 1639. They then 
printed a pamphlet that was an abridged, primitive version of an almanac. 

After that, they tackled The Bay Psalm Book. 
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MAKING AMERICA'S FIRST BOOK 

In 1620, the Pilgrims who sailed on the Mayflower most likely brought Bibles with them, but there's no definitive 
evidence about which versions (or how many) they actually brought. By the 1630s, most colonists in the 
Massachusetts Bay Colony were worshipping with various hymnals they had brought from England, including a 
1562 edition of The Whole Book of Psalms. Dozens of members of the Massachusetts clergy, including John Eliot 
and Richard Mather, wanted a hymnal that more accurately conveyed the true, literal word of God. In the clergy’s 
view, the 1562 psalm book was outdated and poorly translated from the original Hebrew. 

To feel closer to God in their strange new land, Eliot and Mather wanted a new book that didn’t remind them of the 
religious constraints they faced in England. So in 1636, they began translating Hebrew psalms into English, 
creating The Whole Booke of Psalmes Faithfully Translated into English Metre, colloquially called The Bay Psalm 
Book. When it came time to print the tome, they turned to the only press in town: Elizabeth and Daye's. 

Elizabeth spent £33 (approximately $7000 today) to publish the book, a simple arrangement of 37 sheets bound 
with calf-skin. The book (which you can read here) was rife with spelling and spacing errors, due to technological 
limitations and Elizabeth and Daye’s lack of typographical training. Still, despite its awkwardness, it was a smash 
hit. The Cambridge Press sold all 1700 first edition copies of The Bay Psalm Book, and Puritan congregations 
used the book to worship God and teach children to memorize the psalms. The book was sold at the Cambridge 
Press’s office and at Hezekiah Usher’s bookstore in Cambridge, the first bookstore in New England. 

After publishing The Bay Psalm Book, Elizabeth and Daye published a 1641 almanac, a catechism prayer, and a 
set of Massachusetts laws. But after Elizabeth’s death in 1643 and Daye’s retirement in late 1646, one of Daye’s 
sons took over the press, and it was most likely dismantled in the mid-1700s. 

Today, just 11 first editions of The Bay Psalm Book survive, and they have broken sales records at auctions. 
Thanks to Elizabeth and Daye’s work, The Bay Psalm Book helped New World settlers feel close to God during a 
time of uncertainty and helped usher in a uniquely American identity and literary tradition, distinct from England. 
Not bad for a tiny book published by a widow and an indentured servant. 
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A review of the Lost Imperialist by Andrew Gailey wonders how Queen Victoria’s 
distinguished proconsul, who met everyone from Sitting Bull to Bismarck, could have 
slipped so far into oblivion 

Harry Mount 


28 February 2015 

The first Marquess of Dufferin and Ava is largely forgotten today — rotten 
luck for the great diplomat of the Victorian age. In the second half of the 
19th century, Dufferin zoomed around the empire, hoovering up the 
sweetest plums in the diplomatic service: Governor-General of Canada, 
ambassador to the courts of Russia, Turkey and Italy, ambassador to 
France, Viceroy of India. 

Why did Queen Victoria’s proconsul slip into oblivion? Andrew Gailey, the 
Vice-Provost of Eton — until now best known as housemaster to Princes 
William and Harry — answers the question, telling not just Dufferin’s sad, 
dazzling story but the story of the empire at its high point, before the fall. 

Practically all the good fairies gathered for Dufferin’s birth in 1826. The son of an Anglo-Irish peer, 
he was heir to a chunk of County Down, between Belfast and Bangor. Throughout his life, his path 
was scattered with stardust; by accident and design he was the Zelig of the empire. 

In Omaha, he met Sitting Bull — ‘only one eye and nose of brilliant hue’. Dufferin travelled eight 
hours through a frozen Pomerania to meet Bismarck, only to find the German Chancellor in his 
dressing gown, with a nasty bout of indigestion. At the height of the Risorgimento, Dufferin was 
sailing off the Strait of Messina when he glimpsed Garibaldi’s redshirts bivouacking on the shingle in 
the boiling heat. Putting ashore, he bumped into Alexandre Dumas — accompanied by an 18-year- 
old girl in boy’s clothing and 30,000 rifles he wanted to flog to Garibaldi. 

There was something of the showman to Dufferin, with his goatee beard and outlandish clothes, his 
teetering pile of jobs and decorations and his expansive charm. When he retired, a Punch cartoon 
showed him on stage taking a final curtain call, with the caption, The well-graced actor’. 

Gailey’s thesis — that Dufferin studiously crafted his own myth and an early form of celebrity — is 
convincing. Dufferin confessed to taking great care over his speeches, pitching them, Tony Blair-like, 
at ‘two and sometimes three audiences, like the circus riders who have to stand on the backs of 
several galloping horses at once’. 

As with many showmen, beneath the ambition and the success ran a streak of insecurity. Dufferin 
craved popularity and romantic grandeur. He carved an Ulster Camelot out of his estate, creating a 
family burial ground, the Campo Santo, with cypresses planted around an enormous Celtic cross. 

On top of a neighbouring hill, he erected a Gothic fantasy of a tower in honour of his beloved 
mother, Helen Sheridan, a poet who expected so much of him and drove him towards the glittering 
prizes. Tennyson, no less, wrote the verse inscribed in brass on the tower’s walls: 



Portrait of Lord Dufferin, 1893 
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Helen’s Tower, here I stand, 

Dominant over sea and land. 

Son’s love built me and I hold 
Mother’s love in letter’d gold. 

Dufferin’s insecurity meant he didn’t entirely delight in the reputation of his mother’s grandfather — 
rackety, brilliant Richard Brinsley Sheridan. He tried to airbrush Sheridan’s morals, claiming his 
forebear’s ‘writings were never tainted by the slightest breath of impropriety or indiscreet or 
immodest allusion’. An extraordinary thing to say of the author of A School for Scandal and The 
Rivals. 

Clever critics could see into Dufferin’s insecure core, not least Rudyard Kipling, who mocked him in 
‘One Viceroy Resigns’: 

I followed Power to the last, 

Gave her my best, and Power followed Me... 

For all his best efforts, power deserted Dufferin; spectacularly so. He became chairman of a mining 
company run by Whitaker Wright, an inveterate fraudster — not that Dufferin knew of any deception 
until the company crashed in 1900, wiping out his fortune. 

In this tale — told so well — Gailey is alive to Dufferin’s desperation to match his mother’s 
expectations; to the showy inventions which grew into a public persona he couldn’t control. But 
Gailey also shows how unjust Dufferin’s fate was. His diplomatic instincts were largely correct. He 
boosted Canadian loyalty to the empire, restored Anglo-Russian relations after the Congress of 
Berlin and made a peaceful settlement in Lebanon. In India, he built the foundations of 
representative government via the reform of the provincial councils 60 years before independence. 

His reputation was eclipsed by the financial scandal, the end of empire and the flashy, headline¬ 
grabbing Viceroy, Lord Curzon. And by the war that, 12 years after Dufferin’s death in 1902, 
smashed and rearranged the world he had once roamed so triumphantly, gathering all those 
honours. 

/* Copyright 2014 Evemote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px!important; left: 50% !important; 
margin-I eft: -lOOpx! important; width: 200px!important; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid! important; border-radius: 4px 
!important;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx!important;} 


https://www.spectator.co.uk/2015/02/the-first-lord-dufferin-the-eclipse-of-a-most-eminent-victorian/ 


2/2 



10/27/2017 


Fond du Lac County locations hold 5 real tales of ghosts and tragedy 


Fond 'boo' Lac: Legends abound of the county’s ghostly haunts, spooky spots 

Sarah Razner, USA TODAY NETWORK-Wisconsin fdlreporter.COm 


Fond du Lac Reporter 

PART OF THE USA TODAY NETWORK 
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FOND DU LAC COUNTY - Are you sure 
it’s just the wind? Or the house settling? 
Maybe it's not in your head this time. 


Throughout Fond du Lac County, ghostly 
attractions dot the landscape, and not just 
those that pop up around Halloween. 


From restaurants to hotels and 
abandoned houses, tales tell of screams 
and levitation that take place year-round, 
emanating from residents who have not 
relinquished their hold on the mortal 
word. 


We took a look at five alleged legends, to 
get you in the mood for Halloween: 

Big Al Capone’s 

Located in Pipe, Big Al Capone’s has been the home to 
many operations since its construction in 1846. 

It was opened as the Fuhrman’s Hotel, according to an Oct. 
31, 2011, article in The Reporter, as a rest stop for travelers 
in the 1800s. As it added years to its tenure, it traded 
names, becoming the Club Harbor Hotel. Gangsters from 
Chicago also made it a stop on their road north, including 
the infamous Al Capone. 


Now, when dropping by for a refreshing beverage and pizza 
Buy Photo gjg Q a p 0ne ’ Si visitors hear not only the well-known 

gangster who serves as its namesake, but of the other nameless guests who never checked out. 


ISI III III !■! FI lal 


Occurrences include: pizza pans thrown in the kitchen; a beer glass flying off a counter; the scent of perfume 
wafting through the air; the shaking of a desk chair as one is sitting in it; and the unstoppable rolling of a mop 
bucket. 


Inside on the third floor, paranormal investigators have picked up EVPs, or electronic voice phenomenon, of both a 
woman and man. 


From the outside, passersby have spotted the third floor’s lights turning off and on, as well as the moving of 
curtains. In the window, a woman in clothing of another time has also been spotted. Who is she? Sources believe 
a woman who met her death from the top floor window, be it of her own volition or someone else’s. 

Witherell House 
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Driving down Fond du Lac County K near Holy Family Catholic Community Church, one can spot a home behind a 
gate marked “No Trespassing.” 

Dilapidated, its white paint peeling, the home carries an air of mystery, as well as unsettling feelings. 

Known as the Witherell House according to the Wisconsin Historical Society, the Queen Anne-style home was 
built in 1873. 

With much of its detail work still in place on the outside, including the gingerbread work that hangs from its roof, 
one can picture the beauty that it had once been. 

Nearly 145 years later, what has caused the home to become uninhabited to unknown. 

Legend has it that a family was killed on the property, and that those who owned it do not wish to live in it due to a 
dark spirit present, and would like to keep others from doing the same. These unknowns have only increased the 
allure to ghost hunters. 

However, explorers should keep off the private property grounds, as one has a better chance of running into the 
police than a specter. 

Octagon House 



(Photo: USA TODAY NETWORK-Wisconsin) 


The Octagon House as it looked sometime in the 1970s. 

Built in 1856, according to a July 27, 2015, article in The 
Reporter, Fond du Lac’s Octagon House has a long history 
bound up in legend. Sources say that the home created by 
Isaac Brown was active during the Civil War, hosting the 
Women’s Relief Corps, as Brown’s son, Edwin, fought and 
died at the Battle of Antietam. 



(Photo: Doug Raflik/USA TODAY NETWORK-Wisconsin) 


The 


Octagon House has it stands today at 276 Linden St. A for sale sign remains in the window. 


Featured on a variety of programs, including the History Channel’s “Hidden Passages,” the Octagon House’s nine 
tunnels were thought for many years to be used for the passage of slaves to the North as part of the Underground 
Railroad. Now, in recent months, the idea has shifted to instead be for the movement of alcohol during prohibition, 
per an article in The Reporter from Jan. 30, 2017. 


Whatever the case, the tunnels that run through the home are also believed to be inhabited by ghostly residents. 
Owner Marlene Hansen previously hosted events at the home, including Halloween tours that brought guests in to 
be touched by the paranormal activity tied to it. 

Many are believed to be from Edwin, and the wife and the three children he left behind following his death. Hansen 
and visitors have reported the feeling of being pushed by forces on the stairs, the sounds of children playing and 
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the appearance of Edwin’s wife, Ruth, standing in doorways. 

Now for sale by owner, The Octagon House, along with its tales and inhabitants, can be yours ... for a price. 

Callan Road 

Located west of Rosendale, off Fond du Lac County KK, lies Callan Road, also known colloquially as "Witch 
Road." Its name can be traced to the tale that at one point, a witch used to live on the road. 

Now a skeleton, the so-called witch’s house sits in an area of the road encased by trees. Their gnarled branches, it 
is said, only add to the eerie feeling that the witch is still lurking. 

RELATED: 'Witch hunters' cited for trespassing in FDL County 

According to an July 28 article in The Reporter, "'Witch hunters' cited for trespassing in FDL County," some say the 
story of the witch’s home is nothing but a fable. Instead, it finds its origin as the home of two sisters, who — due to 
their reclusive tendencies — were misunderstood by those who lived around them. 

With gossip spreading, following their departure, the home was destroyed, according to the same article. 

Despite this, those who have ventured down the road continue to share their experiences rooted in the 
paranormal. The glow of random lights, disembodied voices and the specter of a young girl who peeks out from 
the tree line are all common sightings along the stretch of pavement that is Callan Road. 

The Hotel Retlaw 


The Ramada, 1 N. Main St., in Fond du Lac, Oct. 6, 2010. 

Last is one of the most well-known haunted spots in the 
county: The Hotel Retlaw. The hotel has been listed by 
Today as one of the most haunted hotels in the country, and 
has been the setting of a segment on NPR’s “This 
American Life” episode “Remember Me.” 

While closed in 2015, chilling encounters of both guests 
and staff still circulate, including those of hearing voices, 
having their hair pulled, seeing the flicker of lights and the 
spouts on the faucets turn, all of which are logged by 
employees, according to NPR. 

The host of parties and receptions, the spirited liveliness of 
the hotel is not found only in the banquet halls but in Room 
717. Here, staff said that after a guest reported screams 
from help, they found the door of Room 717 shaking, like someone was trying to bust through it with their arms 
and legs. Until it stopped, no one could get in the door, even with their keys, and when they opened it, it was 
vacant, not a visible soul to be seen. 

Room 717 of the Ramada, 1 N. Main St., in Fond du Lac, Oct. 6, 2010. 

The source of these hauntings? Legend says it comes from a series of tragedies, including a man who killed 
himself in the ballroom, and a ballerina who jumped from the seventh floor. 

Also stalking the halls from beyond the veil is Walter, thought to be Walter Schroeder, who initially opened the 
hotel. Known in life for his giving nature, Walter is believed the source of moving money in cash registers, or 
changing the channel of televisions to C-SPAN, leaving guests and staff with a lasting impression of their time 
there. 

The hotel is presently undergoing renovations to return the hotel to its heyday, so we are curious to see if the 
ghosts will move out, or stick around a bit longer. 



(Photo: USA TODAY NETWORK-Wisconsin file photo) 
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(Photo: USA TODAY NETWORK-Wisconsin file photo) 
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September 15, 2017 
by the gentle author 


Who knows what you might find lurking in the forgotten corners of old 
London? Like this lonely old waxwork of Charles II who once adorned a 
side aisle of Westminster Abbey, peering out through a haze of graffiti 
engraved upon his pane by mischievous tourists with diamond rings. 

As one with a pathological devotion to walking through London’s 
sidestreets and byways, seeking to avoid the main roads wherever 
possible, these glass slides of the forgotten corners of London - used 
long ago by the London & Middlesex Archaeological Society for magic 
lantern shows at the Bishopsgate Institute - hold a special appeal for 
me. I have elaborate routes across the city which permit me to walk 
from one side to the other exclusively by way of the back streets and I 
discover all manner of delights neglected by those who solely inhabit 
the broad thoroughfares. 

And so it is with many of these extraordinary pictures that show us the things which usually nobody 
bothers to photograph. There are a lot of glass slides of the exterior of Buckingham Palace in the 
collection but, personally, I am much more interested in the roof space above Richard Ill’s palace of 
Crosby Hall that once stood in Bishopsgate, and in the unlikely paraphernalia which accumulated in 
the crypt of the Carmelite Monastery or the Cow Shed at the Tower of London, a hundred years ago. 
These pictures satisfy my perverse curiosity to visit the spaces closed off to visitors at historic 
buildings, in preference to seeing the public rooms. 

Within these forgotten corners, there are always further mysteries to be explored. I wonder who 
pitched a teepee in the undergrowth next to the moat at Fulham Palace in 192o. I wonder if that is a 
cannon or a chimney pot abandoned in the crypt at the Carmelite monastery. I wonder why that man 
had a bucket, a piece of string and a plank inside the dome of St Paul’s Cathedral. I wonder what 
those fat books were next to the stove in the Worshipful Company of Apothecaries’ shop. I wonder 
who was pulling that girl out of the photograph in Woolwich Gardens. I wonder who put that dish in 
the roof of Crosby Hall. I wonder why Charles II had no legs. The pictures set me wondering. 

It is what we cannot know that endows these photographs with such poignancy. Like errant pieces 
from lost jigsaws, they inspire us to imagine the full picture that we shall never be party to. 

Tiltyard Gate, Eltham Palace, c. 1930 

Refuse collecting at London Zoo, c. 1910 

Passage in Highgate, c. 1910 

Westminster Dust Carts, c. 1910 

The Jewel Tower, Westminster, 1921 

Fifteenth century brickwork at Charterhouse Wash House, cl 910 
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Cathedral, c. 1920 

Apothecaries’ Hall Quadrangle, c. 1920 
Worshipful Company of Apothecaries’ Shop, c.1920 
Unidentified destroyed building near St Paul’s, c. 1940 
Merchant Taylors’ Hall, c. 1920 


Paul’s 


C322 


Middle Temple 
Lane, c. 1910 


Carmelite 
monastery crypt, 
c. 1910 


The Moat 
at Fulham 
Palace, c. 1920 


Clifford’s Inn, c. 
1910 


Top 

of 

inner 
dome 
at St 
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A677 


H41 


A513 


G547 

Crouch End Old 
Baptist Chapel, c. 
1900 


Woolwich Gardens, c. 
1910 

The roof of Crosby 
Hall, Richard Ill’s 
palace in Bishopsgate 
, c. 1910 

Refreshment stall in 
St James’ Park, c. 



A757 



1910 

River Wandle at Wandsworth, 
c. 1920 

Corridor at Battersea Rise 
House, c. 1900 

Tram emerging from the 
Kingsway Tunnel, c. 1920 

Between the interior and 
exterior domes at St Paul’s 
Cathedral, c. 1920 


Fossilised tree trunk on Tooting Common, c. 1920 
St Dunstan-in-the-East, 1911 


Cow shed at the Queen’s House, Tower of London, c. 1910 

Boundary marks for St Benet Gracechurch, St Andrew Hubbard and St Dionis Backchurch in Talbot 
Court, c. 1910 
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6 Responses 


1 . 

Jim McDermott permalink 
September 15, 2017 


A480 


Lincoln’s Inn 
gateway 
seen from 
Old Hall, c. 
1910 

St Bride’s 
Fleet St, c. 
1920 

Glass slides 
courtesy 
Bishopsgate 
Institute 


C660 


E105 


So much here to overwhelm, 
it’s impossible to pick out a 
favourite/most moving image 
(though the one tiny view of 
Crouch End contains more 
beauty than the entire 

modern 
‘burb). 


C669 A943 

September 15, 2017 


I never get tired of these old pics I was amazed at the dust cart one. Lots of good 
housekeeping here to preserve these pics for posterity. Poet John 


3. 

Lynne Perrella permalink 
September 15, 2017 
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A952 


A1017 


A1025 




handedly keeping the wheels well- 
oiled on my Time Machine. I 
treasure these old images — every 
one. The dome-within-dome pic 
totally blew my doors off....a 
banquet of 

conical beauty. I look forward to this 
infusion of fascination every 
morning, and am most 
grateful. 


Truly 

fascinating 

images. 


5 . 

Jennifer 
Newbold 
permalink 
September 
15 , 2017 


A949 
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4 . 

David Steers permalink 


September 
15 , 2017 


E287 


G166 


Dear Gentle 


Author, 


Thank you for sharing these photos. Like you, I have an affection for places time seems to 
have forgotten, and I could spend untold hours poring over the pictures, peering into spaces 
seldom seen. 


I have to say, though, that if I came upon that waxwork of Charles II in the half-light of 
Westminster Abby, unexpected, I’m sure I would shriek. He looks so mournful, floating there. A 
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spectre, indeed! 

6 . 

Max Davis permalink 
September 15, 2017 

Pretty sure that unidentified building is 
Cordwainers Hall in Cannon Street, if so 
then that picture is flipped and should 
show the building facing the other way 
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Forsaking Zalmoxis: Where do Broken Gods Go? 

29SundayOct 2017 

“They were gods of the highest dignity - gods of civilized peoples - worshiped and believed in by 
millions. All were omnipotent, omniscient and immortal. And all are dead” - H.L. Mencken 

If even immortal deities die, what chance do we have at 
avoiding eventual oblivion? That’s the sort of existential 
question my weekends start with. Consequently, I don’t get 
invited to a lot of parties. The story of the Great God Zalmoxis 
is particularly tragic as he was still being worshiped when the 
first Western historians started taking notes. Of course, he was 
already being sneered at by the Ancient Greeks, but who wasn’t 
really? Pro tip: if you intend to time travel and have a pleasant 
conversation with Herodotus, you better brush up on your 
accent in the Ionian dialect of Greek, or he’ll consider you an 
uncultured savage (don’t be talking none of the Theban jive or 
he’ll be slandering you in his Histories - just ask Plutarch, who 
felt he was such a jerk that he wrote On the Malice of 
Herodotus). Oh, I almost forgot. Zalmoxis. See how easy that 



About 400 B.C., Zalmoxis was busy being worshipped by the Getae and Dacian peoples of the 
lower Danube, at least according to Greek historian Herodotus (who himself lived in the 5th Century 
B.C. and was referred to as the “Father of History” by subsequent Roman historians trying to pin 
down the origins of their discipline). The Getae were a Thracian tribe that inhabited the region 
between modern Bulgaria and Romania, and the Dacians were their related western neighbors. 

The Ancient Greeks seemed to use the names interchangeably, although the extent to which this 
was true is a still a matter of some controversy. The Getae and/or Dacians seemed to exist from 
about the 7th Century B.C. until the Romans subjugated the entire Balkan Peninsula about the turn 
of the Common Era. Whether the Dacians were the Getae, or a distinct people, they shared a 
common god...what was his name? Oh, yeah. Zalmoxis. Even in the time of Herodotus there was 
some question as to whether Zalmoxis was an actual person, a legendary Getae king, a human 
elevated to godhood, or a garden variety deity. Our earliest mention of Zalmoxis is in Herodotus’ 
Histories, where he suggest the Getae are the noblest of the Thracian tribes, high praise coming 
from him. 

The belief of the Getae: in respect of immortality is the following. They think that they do not 
really die, but that when they depart this life they go to Zalmoxis, who is called also 
Gebeleizis by some among them. To this god every five years they send a messenger, who is 
chosen by lot out of the whole nation, and charged to hear him their several requests. Their 
mode of sending him is this. A number of them stand in order, each holding in his hand three 
darts; others take the man who is to be sent to Zalmoxis, and swinging him by his hands and 
feet, toss him into the air so that he falls upon the points of the weapons. If he is pierced and 
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dies, they think that the god is propitious to them; but if not, they lay the fault on the 
messenger, who (they say) is a wicked man: and so they choose another to send away. The 
messages are given while the man is still alive. This same people, when it lightens and 
thunders, aim their arrows at the sky, uttering threats against the god; and they do not 
believe that there is any god but their own (Herodotus, Histories, Book 4:94). 

Clearly, the Greeks thought Zalmoxis was kind of cool, although a little demanding on the sacrifice 
side of things. They were probably getting sick of carving all those statues and propitiating the 
whole pantheon of Greek gods. That’s a lot of worshipping. Maybe they were pining for a nice 
aniconic (where you’re not allowed to display a physical image of your preferred celestial critter) 
monotheism. And like all good things in the Ancient Greek world, they assumed its origin had to 
ultimately be Greek. 

I am told by the Greeks who dwell on the shores of the Hellespont and the Pontus, that this 
Zalmoxis was in reality a man, that he lived at Samos, and while there was the slave of 
Pythagoras son of Mnesarchus. After obtaining his freedom he grew rich, and 
leaving Samos, returned to his own country. The Thracians at that time lived in a wretched 
way, and were a poor ignorant race; Zalmoxis, therefore, who by his commerce with the 
Greeks, and especially with one who was by no means their most contemptible philosopher, 
Pythagoras to wit, was acquainted with the Ionic mode of life and with manners more refined 
than those current among his countrymen, had a chamber built, in which from time to time 
he received and feasted all the principal Thracians, using the occasion to teach them that 
neither he, nor they, his boon companions, nor any of their posterity would ever perish, but 
that they would all go to a place where they would live forever in the enjoyment of every 
conceivable good. While he was acting in this way, and holding this kind of discourse, he 
was constructing an apartment underground, into which, when it was completed, he 
withdrew, vanishing suddenly from the eyes of the Thracians, who greatly regretted his loss, 
and mourned over him as one dead. He meanwhile abode in his secret chamber three full 
years, after which he came forth from his concealment, and showed himself once more to his 
countrymen, who were thus brought to believe in the truth of what he had taught them 
(Herodotus, Histories, Book 4: 95). 

Now, this whole scenario may be starting to sound a little familiar. Yeah, I’m looking at you, Jesus. 
Scholar of religions Mircea Eliade had a few theories as to what Zalmoxis might have been all 
about: (1) a rite of passage enacted by the Getae, involving ritual rebirth (2) an offshoot of the 
Pythagorean mystical cult, or (3) yet another in a long string of deities with a death and resurrection 
myth, pointing at a retelling of an archaic Indo-European proto-religious story that got incorporated 
into lots of different religions. Dying and being reborn is a pretty popular oeuvre among the celestial 
set. After Herodotus, Zalmoxis is mentioned here and there by classical philosophers and historians 
(Strabo, lamblichus, Aristotle, Plato), but fades into obscurity as the Roman province of Lower 
Moesia (Romania) started to feel the effects of the expansion of Christianity, where some say it 
found fertile ground precisely because the death-resurrection theme figured so prominently in the 
Zalmoxis biography. 

So, nobody has spent much time worshiping Zalmoxis (or a few thousand other gods) for about two 
millennia. About the best you can hope for is to get a local dinosaur (Zalmoxes robustus, first found 
in Transylvania) or album (70’s Romanian rock band Sfinx’s Zalmoxe) named after you. Such is the 
sad fate of both dead gods and hair-metal bands. And sadly, it seems every deity can eventually 
expect this sort of ignoble treatment, although religion in general can breathe easy since in its 
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countless variations it will likely soldier on regardless, for as Pearl S. Buck observed, “When men 
destroy their old gods they will find new ones to take their place”. At any rate, next time you’re 
playing darts at the bar and somebody loses an eye, raise a little toast to that Getaean god...darn it, 
what was his name? Oh, yeah. Zalmoxis. 
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busterggi said: 

October 29, 2017 at 3:56 pm 

Zalmoxis could make a come back if he can get just one follower who names an effective anti¬ 
acne cream after him. 

Blog at WordPress.com. 
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https://apnews.com/3694751 a39d247b581 d038b0c47f7aae 

THE HAGUE, Netherlands (AP) — A Dutch judge has called fowl play on a man who 
abducted and damaged a giant rubber duck. 


Prosecutors say in a statement that the 45-year-old was sentenced Wednesday to eight weeks in 
prison for stealing the one-meter (three-foot) high bright yellow plastic duck from outside the Goudse 
Eend (Gouda Duck) cafe in the central Dutch city of Gouda on June 23. 


The duck toy was later found badly damaged elsewhere in the city, prosecutors say. 


The prosecution statement says the man will only have to serve two weeks if he undergoes “lifestyle 
training.” A judge also ordered him to pay 740 euros ($880) compensation to the owner of the cafe. 


This version corrects that the duck was made of plastic, not plaster. 

All contents © copyright 2017 Associated Press. All rights reserved. 
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Gertrude Caton-Thomas 
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My first encounter with a female archaeologist was when I discovered the Amelia Peabody series by 
Elizabeth Peters, (http://mpmbooks.com/) which recounts the adventures of the fictional Egyptologists 
and archaeologists Amelia Peabody, her husband Radcliffe Emerson, and their extended family. Amelia 
is based on Amelia Edwards, English novelist, journalist, traveler and Egyptologist, who advocated for 
researching and preserving ancient monuments and relics from being destroyed by modernization and 
tourism. 

Many years later, I came across Gertrude Caton-Thompson, an English archaeologist whose thorough 
methods resembled Radcliffe Emerson's and whose disdain for the traditional role of women at the time 
resembled Amelia's. Caton-Thompson's exposure to Egypt came in her teens, when she and her mother 
traveled to the Mediterranean, including Athens, Jaffa and Alexandria, and Egypt. 

But, before becoming an archaeologist, Caton-Thompson had other careers. During World War I, she 
volunteered with the Soldiers and Sailors' Families Association and the Women's Emergency Corps, 
before Arthur Salter recruited her to work for the Ministry of Shipping and Supply. She was eventually 
promoted to Salter's private secretary in the Allied Maritime Transport Council and Executive, where 
Salter served as executive chairman and secretary. After the war, she and Saler went the Paris Peace 
Conference in March, 1919 where she acted as his personal assistant, as he served as secretary of the 
Supreme Economic Council. 
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Caton-Thompson's became interested in pre-historic sites while visiting Menton, France during World 
War I. There, she encountered an excavation of a Paleolithic site and volunteered as a "bottle washer." 
Caton-Thompson returned to the site in 1921 and helped with the excavation before beginning her 
archaeological training. She enrolled at the University College of London, taking classes in Egyptology 
with renowned Egyptologists Flinders Petrie, Margaret Murray, and Dorothea Bate, under whom she 
studied paleontology (studying fossils) at the Natural History Museum in Kensington, as well as taking 
Arabic lessons at the School of Oriental Studies. In October, Caton-Thompson applied to join Petrie's 
excavations for the British School of Archaeology in Egypt in Abydos and was accepted. 

An excavation in Malta led Caton-Thompson to attend Newham College, Cambridge where she became 
a research fellow in January 1933, studying geology, zoology, paleontology, anthropology, prehistory, 
and surveying. After her fellowship, Caton-Thompson returned to Egypt to work with Petrie who was 
now at Qua clearing Middle Kingdom tombs. While conducting her own excavations nearby, Caton- 
Thompson excavated the site using her new technique, dividing the site into strips and recording the 
exact location of each artifact found before clearing the site six inches at a time. She also sifted hearths 
and floors looking for tiny artifacts. This was the first time that a prehistoric settlement had been 
scientifically excavated in Egypt. 

Caton-Thompson went on to excavate in Great Zimbabwe, and South Arabia. Her assertion that Great 
Zimbabwe was created not by a "degenerate off shoot of a higher Oriental civilization, [but] a native 
civilization," the Bantu was not very well received. However, recent research has validated Canton- 
Thompson's view and modern archaeologists now agree that the city was built by the Shona-speaking 
African civilization. 

Caton-Thompson was appointed to many positions during her career, serving as Vice-President of the 
Royal Anthropological Institute, appointed the first woman president of the Prehistoric Society, and a 
founding member of the British Institute of Archaeology in East Africa, as well an Associate, then a 
Research Fellow at Newnham College, Cambridge eventually becoming a member of the governing 
body for her work, Caton-Thompson received the Cuthbert Peek award of the Royal Geographical 
Society, Rivers Medallist of the Royal Anthropological Institute, the Huxley Medallist, and the Burton 
Medal of Royal Asiatic Society. Her collections were sent to the British Museum and the Cambridge 
Museum of Archaeology & Anthropology. Around 3,500 of Caton-Thompson's artifacts are housed at 
the British Museum. 

Written for Sheroes of History by Selena Moon. Selena received her Bachelor’s in History from Smith College and 
her Master's in History and Public History Certificate from the University of Massachusetts Amherst in 2017, 
focusing on writing history for the public. 

Find out more... 

Read more about Great Zimbabwe in this article (https://www.theguardian.com/cities/2016/aug/18/great- 
zimbabwe-medieval-lost-city-racism-ruins-plundering) 

Discover Gertrude's papers at Cambridge here (https://www.ames.cam.ac.uk/library/archive/caton) 

Find out more about Gertrude and other female archaeologists on the brilliant Trowelblazers website 
(http://trowelblazers.com/gertrude-caton-thompson-society-girl-suffragist-and-scientific-archaeologist/) 
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The Spookiest Ghost Stories From All 50 States 
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From heartbroken brides to spectral oenophiles, America is a melting pot of otherworldly entities 
who have staked a spiritual claim in every crack and cranny of the country—as well as in the local 
community's consciousness. No matter what city or state you hail from, you no doubt grew up 
hearing terrifying tales of one ghost or another with whom you shared a zip code. We all did. Here 
are the spookiest ghost stories from all 50 states. 

1. ALABAMA 


By Eugene Allen Smith (1841-1927) - The Journal of 
Geology, Published by University of Chicago Press, 
1910. Wikimedia Commons // Public Domain 

In February 1858, a steamboat named Eliza Battle 
set out on a cruise down the Tombigbee River, 
carrying 60 passengers and more than 1200 bales of 
cotton from Columbus, Mississippi, down to Mobile, 
Alabama. But on March 1, an unseasonably cold 
night, the cotton caught fire and quickly engulfed the 
ship in flames. It was the greatest nautical disaster in 
the river’s history, leaving 33 passengers and crew 
dead. On brisk and chilly nights, people sometimes 
see the burning Eliza Battle rising from the misty 
waters where it sank, trying to complete its journey to Mobile. 

2. ALASKA 



* 

An old photograph of the Tombigbee River. 


Library of Congress, Wikimedia Commons // Public 
Domain 

At the height of the Klondike Gold Rush, a woman 
named Mary moved into the Golden North Hotel in 
Skagway with her fiance, a prospector known as 
“Klondike Ike.” Before their marriage, Ike set off for 
the gold fields to make his fortune. But Ike never 
returned. Mary locked herself in their room and 
waited, her anxious anticipation of Ike’s arrival turning 
to dread and despair. The innkeepers eventually 
broke down the door and found Mary dead in her 
wedding dress. Guests at the Golden North Hotel 
report that “Scary Mary” still roams the halls, 
appearing over their beds in the night to check that Ike isn’t sleeping with anyone else. 

3. ARIZONA 

Marine 69-71, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY SA4.0 



http://mentalfloss.com/article/504950/spookiest-ghost-stories-all-50-states 


1/20 






10/19/2017 


The Spookiest Ghost Stories From All 50 States | Mental Floss 



The Flagstaff Hotel in Arizona. 

4. ARKANSAS 


The Hotel Monte Vista in Flagstaff, opened along 
Route 66 in 1927, often lodged the casts of western 
films shot in nearby Sedona and Oak Creek Canyon 
—and reportedly houses a whole host of ghostly 
guests. In fact, John Wayne reported one of the 
hotel’s first ghost sightings in the late 1950s. Ever 
since, guests and staff have reported dozens of 
spirits stalking the halls, including a phantom 
bellboy who knocks on doors and disappears, the 
eccentric specter of a boarder who liked to hang raw 
meat from the chandelier, and a 70s bank robber 
who succumbed to his gunshot wound over a 
celebratory post-heist drink at the hotel bar. 


Library of Congress, Wikimedia Commons // 
Public Domain 

During the Civil War, Union General Frederick 
Steele (above) commandeered the home of a 
mailman named John Chidester to use as his 
headquarters during the battle of Poison 
Spring. Chidester had been accused of 
espionage for turning over Union mail to 
Confederate troops. To this day, bullet holes 
remain in an upstairs wall of Chidester’s 
house, where Union soldiers fired at random, 
hoping to hit the alleged spy as he hid in a 
small closet. Paranormal investigators say his 
spirit remains, too, turning up in photographs and shouting “Get out!” to unwanted visitors. The 
home, which stands as a museum today, is open for tours so that you can see for yourself. 

5. CALIFORNIA 



A portrait of Union General Frederick Steele. 



An ariaI view of California's Alcatraz from the 1930s. 


OFF/AFP/Getty Images 

Alcatraz was the site of reputed hauntings long 
before hosting the famous prison (Native American 
spirits reportedly roamed it then and now), but 
today one of the most famous stories is of a 
prisoner from cell 14D. The story goes that the 
prisoner spent the night in solitary confinement, 
screaming that a creature with glowing eyes was 
trying to kill him and pleading for help. The guards 
ignored him, but the next morning, they found the 
prisoner strangled to death—with strange wounds 
doctors said could not have been self-inflicted. 


6. COLORADO 
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iStock 

The Buffalo Rose Saloon in Golden, Colorado 
doesn't have much choice but to admit one 
underaged patron: It's believed the ghost of a girl 
who drowned in a swimming pool located in the 
saloon's basement back in the 1920s still roams 
the building, skipping up and down stairs and 
making employees slightly nervous. The former 
site of the pool is said to be particularly unsettling, 
with the bar's overnight custodian, Seth Barry, 
describing it as "very bad. Sometimes you can't go 
[down] there." 


7. CONNECTICUT 



Lorraine Warren. Photo courtesy of 826 Paranormal, Flickr// CC 
BY 2.0 

In 1970, famed paranormal investigators Ed and Lorraine Warren 
were called to combat the spirit of “Annabelle,” a demonic 
presence attached to a giant Raggedy Ann doll. For weeks the 
doll had thoroughly freaked out its owner, Donna, moving from 
room to room, leaving handwritten notes, and even attacking a 
friend who suggested Donna get rid of the doll, choking him in his 
sleep. Finally, a priest exorcised the doll and the Warrens locked 
it away in a special case designed to check its malevolent 
influence. But even that wasn’t enough to save one brash visitor 
to the Warrens’ museum, who reportedly taunted the doll and 
died in a motorcycle crash on his way home. 


8. DELAWARE 


Library of Congress 

Since 1965, Woodburn has served as the official 
residence of Delaware’s governor. But more than 
a century before that, it became known as a home 
to more than one apparition. Around 1815, the 
home’s owners were entertaining Lorenzo Dow, a 
well-known Methodist clergyman. When the group 
sat down to breakfast one morning, Dow asked if 
their other guest would be joining them ... but 
there was no other guest. When Dow described 
the man he had seen the evening before, it 
became clear that it was Charles Hillyard III (the 
late father of the home’s then-owner). Rumor has 
it that if you leave out a glass of good wine at night, it might be gone in the morning: Hillyard was a 
bona fide oenophile. Sounds like the kind of ghost we could hang with. 



Photo of Woodburn, the Delaware Governor's Mansion 
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9. FLORIDA 


Ebyabe, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY SA 3.0 

The Don CeSar hotel in St. Pete Beach, Florida, 
was built by Thomas Rowe and named for a 
character in the opera Maritana. Rowe had attended 
the opera during his time as a student in London, 
and he fell head over heels for its star, a Spanish 
aristocrat named Lucinda. They regularly met at a 
fountain in the city and made plans to sail to 
America and be married. But Lucinda’s parents 
didn’t approve of their romance and took her back to 
Spain. He wrote her faithfully, but his letters were 
returned unopened. Only one letter of Lucinda’s 
ever reached Rowe. “Time is infinite,” she wrote. “I 
wait for you by our fountain ... to share our timeless love, our destiny is time.” According to legend, 
Lucinda died of a broken heart; Rowe, who said he would never love anyone else, would go on to 
build his hotel. It was completed in 1928 and features an exact replica of the fountain where the 
lovebirds spent happier times. Rowe’s ghost has been spotted on the beach, on the hotel’s fifth floor 
and in the lobby, and in the garden, where he is sometimes seen holding the hand of a woman 
believed to be Lucinda. 

10. GEORGIA 



A photo of the exterior of the Don CeSar Hotel in Florida. 


Peter Salanki, Flickr // CC BY 2.0 

When the Army Corps of Engineers flooded 
the foothills of the North Georgia mountains to 
create Lake Lanier in the 1950s, 59 square 
miles of farmland, homes, and businesses 
disappeared beneath the water. In the 
process, the federal government relocated 
more than 250 families—along with 20 
cemeteries and all their corpses. A nasty 
streak of freak accidents and mysterious 
drowning deaths have convinced locals that 
the lake has been cursed ever since. Some 
people who have survived near-drownings at 
the lake have reported feeling hands dragging them down beneath the surface. 

11. HAWAII 

iStock 

According to legend, the fire goddess Pele and a hog-faced demigod named Kamapua’a had a star- 
crossed love affair. The lovers were elemental opposites: Pele’s lava flows brought flame and 
destruction, while Kamapua’a restored rain, vegetation, and animal life. Ultimately they decided to 
part forever, with Pele claiming one side of Oahu for fire and Kamapua’a retreating to the other side, 
where all is wet and lush. Today, Hawaiian motorists are careful never to drive with pork in their car 



Lake Lanier in Georgia at sunset. 


http://mentalfloss.com/article/504950/spookiest-ghost-stories-all-50-states 


4/20 









10/19/2017 


The Spookiest Ghost Stories From All 50 States | Mental Floss 


along the old Pali highway, which crosses 
Oahu. According to legend, carrying pork— 
representing hog-faced Kamapua’a—over to 
Pele’s side of the island will enrage her spirit, 
and she will get her revenge by making the 
car stall until the driver throws the pork out the 
window. 

12. IDAHO 

dieseldemon, Flickr// CC BY 2.0 

When it comes to abandoned buildings, 
penitentiaries might rank only slightly behind 
psychiatric hospitals in creep factor—and the 
Old Idaho Penitentiary, with its built-in gallows 
and death row, may be one of the country's 
creepiest. Between 1872 and 1973, the Boise 
prison served as a temporary home to more 
than 13,000 prisoners—including Raymond 
Allen Snowden, a.k.a. "Idaho's Jack the 
Ripper." Some believe he still haunts what is 
known as 5 House, where the prison's gallows 
were located. On October 18, 1957, Snowden 
was brought here to be executed, but the 
noose that should have broken his neck didn't; 
it took 15 minutes for him to suffocate. In the 
years since, visitors to the "Old Pen" have 
reported strange happenings in 5 House and other areas of the former prison, such as hearing odd 
sounds and voices and being overcome by strong feelings of sadness. The prison is open to the 
public year-round for paranormal enthusiasts who want to test their mettle. 

13. ILLINOIS 



Blue skies and coconut trees in Hawaii. 



Cells in Old Idaho Penitentiary. 



In the depths of the 
Great Depression, 
the Oh Henry 
Ballroom southwest 
of Chicago drew 
young people 
hoping to dance 
away their troubles. 

The main gate of Resurrection Cemetery in Justice, Illinois. ^ ... 

One night, a 

teenage girl named Mary had a fight with her boyfriend at a dance and decided to walk home along 
Archer Avenue. She was killed by a hit-and-run driver and buried nearby in Resurrection Cemetery. 


MrHarman, 
Wikimedia 
Commons // CC BY 
SA 3.0 
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Since then, residents have described a girl in a white party dress hitchhiking along the avenue. A 
cab driver even picked her up, and she asked to be taken to the cemetery. But by the time they 
arrived at the gates, Resurrection Mary had vanished. 

14. INDIANA 



w.marsh, Flickr// CC BY 2.0 

The tiny township of Tunnelton was named for the 
number of railroad tunnels constructed around it, 
beginning in the 1850s. One of them, Tunnelton 
Tunnel (a.k.a. The Big Tunnel), is one of the Hoosier 
State's most feared landmarks. Reportedly, there 
are a few ghosts who refuse to leave the area, 
including a man who was beheaded in an accident 
during the tunnel's construction and still roams the 
grounds with his head in one hand and a lantern in 
the other. But the most famous of this tunnel's 
tenants is Henry Dixon. In 1908, the body of Dixon 
—who worked as a night watchman for the railroad 
—was found just inside the tunnel with a gash to the back of his head, his lantern still lit beside him. 
Dixon's murder was never solved, and locals claim that he still haunts the area seeking justice for 
his death. 


The entrance to Tunnelton Tunnel in Indiana. 


15. IOWA 



The exterior of Coe College in Iowa. 


Library of Congress, Wikimedia Commons // Public Domain 

Coe College in Cedar Rapids is said to be haunted by the ghost of a freshman named Helen Esther 
Roberts, who died after becoming ill in the 1918 flu pandemic. As legend has it, the ghost of Roberts 
set up residence in an old grandfather clock—in Voorhees Hall, her former place of residence— 
which her parents donated to the school in her memory. While the clock was being installed, 
students claimed they saw an apparition hovering over their beds at night, pulling the covers off, and 
even playing the piano in the lobby, before taking a quick trek to her old room. Some even claimed 
that the clock would act up or stop working altogether at 2:53, the time of Roberts’s death. When the 
clock was removed in the ’70s, the sightings promptly ended at Voorhees Hall. But then they 
manifested in Stuart Hall—the grandfather clock’s new home. 

16. KANSAS 
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Sand Hills in Kansas. 


iStock 

People in Hutchinson, Kansas, know not to 
venture into the surrounding sand hills alone— 
because that's where the Hamburger Man 
lives. Some say the monster, horribly mutilated 
by a fire or car crash sometime in the 1950s, 
abducts victims by brandishing a long knife or 
meat hook, and then carries them back to his 
lair where he grinds them up for dinner. The 
locals aren't sure whether the half-human, half¬ 
ghost was ever a real person—or why he 
seems to crave so many burgers. 


17. KENTUCKY 


iStock 

In 1891, just a year after thousands of 
spectators converged on Pikeville to see the 
last hanging in the trial of the Hatfields and the 
McCoys, a newlywed named Octavia Hatcher 
died. Octavia had fallen into a depression 
shortly after her only child had died in infancy, 
and then slipped into a fatal coma. Since it 
was a hot spring, her husband wasted no time 
in burying her. But soon doctors began to 
notice a strange—but not lethal—sleeping 
sickness spreading through the town. 
Panicked, her husband exhumed her casket 
and found its inner lining shredded with claw marks and his wife’s face frozen in a mask of terror. 
Wracked with guilt, he reburied Octavia and had a tall stone statue of her placed above her grave. 
Locals say they can still hear Octavia crying, and that once a year—on the anniversary of her death 
—the statue rotates and turns its back on Pikeville. 


iStock 

Louisiana’s Cajun communities have an 
explanation for sleep paralysis: cauchemar, a 
species of nighttime witch that immobilizes 
sleepers and rides them like horses. Some 
say the cauchemar comes to those who forget 
to say their prayers before going to bed. Its 
unfortunate victims lie awake, unable to move, 
as the cauchemar presses down on their 
chests, and no matter how much they try to 
call out, their screams catch in their throats. 
Some have even reported waking up with 


18. LOUISIANA 
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An empty bed in a dark room. marks on their bodies from the bridles and 

whips that the cauchemar uses to mount and ride sleepers. Beware: Talking about cauchemar 
increases the likelihood it will visit you tonight. 

19. MAINE 


InAweofGod'sCreation, Flickr // CC BY 2.0 

In the mid-19th century, a lighthouse keeper and his wife moved in to the 
lighthouse on Seguin Island, a 64-acre speck of land two miles out to sea. 
To stave off their loneliness and boredom, the man ordered a piano and 
some sheet music from the mainland, so that his wife could learn to play. 
Dutifully, she learned her first song—then she played it again and again 
and again, the same song, every day. Eventually, it drove the lighthouse 
keeper mad. He took an axe first to the piano, then to his wife, and finally 
took his own life when he realized what he had done. Visitors to the island 
say they sometimes hear phantom piano music, and occasionally catch a 
glimpse of the lighthouse keeper walking by, still carrying his axe. 

20. MARYLAND 

iStock 

With thick cypress swamps fringing a black 
river, the Pocomoke Forest on Maryland's 
Eastern Shore has birthed several ghostly 
legends. Folks say that a teenage couple 
drove into the forest but ran out of gas. The 
boyfriend went to get help, and the girlfriend 
was woken in the middle of the night by 
scratchy sounds on the car's roof. In the 
morning she discovered her boyfriend hanging 
upside-down from a tree and his fingernails 
trailing on the metal. In another tale, a couple 
in a car heard a radio report of an escaped 
murderer with a hook for a right hand. The girl noticed a strange sound outside the car, and when 
she opened the door, a hook was hanging from the handle. Locals also talk of fireballs erupting from 
thickets and a six-fingered sea captain who killed his adulterous wife and bastard child in the forest. 
The baby's wails still echo through the trees. 

21. MASSACHUSETTS 

Boston Public Library, Flickr // CC BY 2.0 

Minots Ledge, a tiny outcropping of rock rising from the sea a mile off the coast from Cohasset, was 
a ruthless destroyer of ships and sailors. Between 1695 and 1754, the ledge sank 80 ships and 
drowned 400 men. But no one knew how to build a lighthouse on such a perilous sliver of rock in the 
middle of the sea. Finally, in 1850, Massachusetts erected a small granite beacon tower on nine 
cement pylons grounded on the ledge. One year later, a furious nor’easter hit and set the tower 
swaying. During a lull in the storm, the lighthouse keeper rowed to the mainland, leaving his two 



A cypress swamp. 



The exterior of Seguin Light in 
Maine. 
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assistants behind to man the 
beacon. All night, townspeople on 
the shore heard the lighthouse bell 
ring furiously, perhaps as a final 
goodbye from the assistants. In the 
morning, the tower was gone, 
toppled into the sea. The assistants’ 
bodies washed up days later. 
Passing fishermen say they can still 
hear their ghosts crying for help. 

22. MICHIGAN 


iStock 

Be careful where you roam at night in western 
Michigan: The Melon Heads might come after 
you. Said to haunt the woods near Saugatuck, 
these childlike figures have oversized heads 
and mostly white eyes, with irises barely 
visible above the lower eyelid. They might 
knock on your car window, or they might stalk 
you as you walk the dog. Some speculate that 
the Melon Heads were children in the late 
19th century with hydrocephaly who escaped 
a local hospital where a doctor had been 
conducting terrible experiments on them. Be 
especially wary if you're a young couple 
making out in a parked car; the Melon Heads like to tap on the windows to get your attention. 



23. MINNESOTA 


McGheiver, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY 
SA 4.0 

Ghost hunters have come from all over the 
country to visit the Palmer House Hotel in 
Sauk Centre in the hopes of glimpsing a 
permanent guest: Lucy, a ghost who hasn't 
forgiven the male gender for her tragic life 
and even more tragic demise. As the story 
goes, Lucy was a prostitute who worked in a 
brothel erected on the future site of the 
hotel. It burned down, taking Lucy and other 
escorts with it. When men pass by, she's 
said to slam doors and drop the 
temperature. Guests can ask for Room 17—Lucy's favorite—if they're feeling adventurous. 

24. MISSISSIPPI 



The exterior of the Palmer House Hotel in Minnesota. 
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NatalieMaynor, Flickr // CC BY 2.0 

At the center of the historic section of Glenwood 
Cemetery, Yazoo City’s public burial grounds, 
there’s a grave surrounded by a chain link fence. 
Local lore claims that the grave belonged to a witch 
who lived along the Yazoo River, who used to lure 
fishermen to the shore to torture them. When the 
Yazoo County sheriff came to arrest her, she fled 
into the swamp and fell into quicksand. The sheriff 
found her half sunk. Before she drowned, she swore 
to take revenge on Yazoo City. No one thought 
much of her threat, but they fenced in her grave just 
in case. Then, on May 25, 1904, a fire nearly wiped 
out the entire city, spreading quickly on unusually fierce winds. After the fire, Yazoo City residents 
found the chain link around the witch’s grave cut open. 

25. MISSOURI 



Glenwood Cemetery in Yazoo City, Mississippi. 


iStock 

An old couple in Overton, who made a trickle 
of income lodging travelers in their home, 
decided one night to murder a wealthy 
boarder and make their fortune. They hid his 
body, took his money, and used it to build a 
grand new house. Years later, as the woman 
lay on her deathbed, she made her husband 
promise to keep their secret and never to 
remarry ... but he took a new bride within a 
year. The people of Overton, disapproving of 
the widower’s impropriety, harassed the 
couple on their wedding night with catcalls, 
drums, and rifle shots. But when the man went outside to shush the crowd, he was startled to see a 
black carriage pull up to the house. Inside sat a woman, pale as death and dressed in black. Without 
a word, the man got into the carriage. It drove off and he was never seen again. Ever since, 
townspeople have spotted the black carriage and interpreted it as an omen of danger. 

26. MONTANA 

iStock 

Taking a drive along Highway 87 by Black Horse Lake in Montana? If the legends are true, you’ll 
want to think twice before agreeing to pick up just any hitchhiker. Locals claim that a man known as 
the Phantom Hitchhiker of Black Horse Lake—a Native American man wearing a jean jacket— 
appears on the road, then violently smashes against your windshield as if struck by your car. It is 
said that the man was involved in a fatal car crash many years ago and has reenacted it ever since. 

27. NEBRASKA 



Close up of a black horse's hooves as it walks through the dirt. 
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A close up of a man's hand as he hitchhikes. 


Wikimedia Commons // Public Domain 

Blackbird Hill, Nebraska, is best known as the 
gravesite of the eponymous Omaha Indian 
Chief named Blackbird, who was famously 
buried sitting upright on his most prized horse. 
But the hill is also home to one of Nebraska’s 
oldest ghost stories. In the late 1800s, a local 
man discovered that his wife still had feelings 
for a long-lost lover. Consumed in a fit of 
jealous rage, he stabbed his wife and then, in 
a panic, picked up her body, ran to the cliff on 
Blackbird Hill, and jumped. It’s said that if you 
listen closely on October 17, you can hear a 
woman screaming near the top of that hill. 

28. NEVADA 

i Stock 

Long before the founding of Las Vegas, a 
pair of lovers named Timber Kate and Bella 
Rawhide toured the saloons of Nevada 
performing a live sex show. One day, Bella 
abandoned the act and left Kate for a man 
named Tug Daniels, breaking her former 
partner’s heart. Kate eventually ran into 
Bella and Tug in a Carson City brothel, 
resulting in a knife fight. During the melee, 

Tug murdered Kate, and it's been said that her 
disheveled ghost still haunts the halls of the 
bordello. 

29. NEW HAMPSHIRE 

Ken Gallager, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY 
SA 3.0 


Before the Portsmouth Music Hall was built on 
' ’ , / Chestnut Street in 1878, the site was home to 

„ ‘ , XI _ ^ ^ * the Temple, a public meeting house where 

black abolitionists like Frederick Douglass 

spoke against slavery; a Baptist meeting hall; an 18th-century prison; and one of the first 
almshouses in the colonies. With all that history, its ghosts could be a mixed bag, but they seem to 
be all about the stage. Audience members have reported seeing a man dressed in clothing so 
convincingly Victorian, they thought he was an actor—until he faded away. They've heard shuffling 
feet near the box office and loud footsteps in the empty hallway. Some have witnessed a shadowy 
mist blocking their view of the stage, dark shadows passing in front of their seats, or the stage 
curtains rippling as if someone were walking behind them—but no one was there. Sounds like at 
least one phantom is still yearning for some time in the spotlight. 



A painting of Blackbird Hill by Karol Bodmer. 
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The exterior of the music hall in Portsmouth, New Hampshire. 


Manuel Rionda, a sugar 
baron living in the 
wealthy New Jersey 
enclave of Alpine, 
wanted to do something 
nice for his wife Harriet. 
In 1910, he built a tall 
gothic stone tower to 
give her a view of the 
New York City skyline. 

But the gesture lost its charm when, sitting atop the tower one day, Harriet spotted Manuel with 
another woman. With years of fears and suspicions confirmed, Harriet grew despondent and leapt 
from the tower. Afterward, every time Manuel walked up its stairs, he heard footsteps and sobs or 
felt the push of a cold, angry hand. Overcome with guilt and fear, Manuel walled up the tower, 
vowing that no one should ever climb it again. After his death in the 1950s, construction crews came 
to tear the tower down, but after several men fell to their deaths, they left the building as it was. 


A photo of Alpine, New Jersey 


30. NEW JERSEY 


By Doug Kerr, Flickr, CC 
BY-SA 2.0, Wikimedia 
Commons 


31. NEW MEXICO 


iStock 

In the Wild West days, Johnny, a lieutenant 
posted at Fort Union, fell in love with a 
flirtatious woman named Celia. One night, as 
the two danced at an officer’s birthday party, a 
messenger burst in to announce an Apache 
raid. Fearing he might not get another chance, 
Johnny immediately proposed to Celia, who 
said yes and promised that if he didn’t return, 
she would never marry. Some soldiers died in 
the fight, including Johnny. Despite her 
promise, Celia soon married another man. At 
their wedding ball, a ghoul in uniform 
appeared, a gash on his head and fire in his eyes. He pulled Celia from the arms of her new 
husband as the musicians, entranced, played an eerie waltz. Johnny’s spirit danced Celia around 
the room. She grew pale and died in his arms. Faithful in death, Celia's ghost can still be heard 
weeping over Johnny’s grave. 

32. NEW YORK 

Erin McCarthy 

The first recorded murder trial in American history dates to 1800, when New Yorkers discovered the 
body of Gulielma Sands in the Manhattan Well in SoHo. Rumors quickly spread that Sands had 
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Wikimedia Commons // Public Domain 

A portion of a well surrounded by 
clothing. 


The infamous pirate Blackbeard— 
whose real name was Edward Teach 
—is said to haunt a cove on Ocracoke 
Island, in the Outer Banks, where he 
was executed by members of the 
British navy in 1718. Blackbeard's 
head was severed and hung from the 
bowsprit of one of the British sloops, 
and his body tossed overboard. The 
body swam around the ship several 
times before succumbing to its watery 
grave. Some tales say that a headless 
figure has been spotted splashing 
around in the small, sheltered bay, which is known as Teach’s Hole. Other reports say Blackbeard 
has been seen roaming the beaches with a lantern, looking for his lost head. 



JHM| 

jnp 

A drawing of the pirate Blackbeard's head 
hanging from a bowsprit. 


been murdered by Levi Weeks, an alleged lover who lived in the same 
Greenwich Street boardinghouse as Sands did. Levi was the brother of 
Ezra Weeks, a prominent New York City architect who designed 
landmark buildings like the Hamilton Grange. With his brother’s help, 

Levi hired an all-star defense team that included Alexander Hamilton and 
Aaron Burr—and beat the charges. Ever since, people have reported 
strange shrieks and flashes of light emanating from the well, which 
remains untouched in the basement of a clothing store at 129 Spring 
Street. 

33. NORTH CAROLINA 


34. NORTH DAKOTA 



Once a thriving pioneer outpost, today Sims is 
a ghost town in more ways than one: Its only 
permanent resident is a spirit. Known as the 
Gray Lady of Sims, she’s said to be the wife of 
a minister of the Evangelical Lutheran Church, 
one of only a few buildings remaining in town. 
According to legend, she fell ill and died in the 
church parsonage sometime between 1916 
and 1918, after which her husband married 
her sister and left the region. By the mid- 
1930s, the Gray Lady had begun haunting the 
parsonage’s second floor, pulling back the curtains, opening and closing windows, and pumping its 
well with her invisible hand. Her antics so spooked the congregants, they wrote a letter to a local 
bishop to complain about the supernatural activity, which they said kept scaring off new ministers. 
The spectral figure is said to still haunt the church, which is home to an active congregation. 


The church in Sims, North Dakota. 


Andrew Filer, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY 
SA 2.0 


http://mentalfloss.com/article/504950/spookiest-ghost-stories-all-50-states 


13/20 












10/19/2017 


The Spookiest Ghost Stories From All 50 States | Mental Floss 


35. OHIO 


Jayson Shenk, Flickr // CC BY 2.0 

The darkest, most desolate stretch of the 
Marietta and Cincinnati Railroad ran through 
Moonville, Ohio. According to local legend, an 
epidemic once spread through the tiny 
community and trains were forbidden from 
stopping there. Running low on supplies, 
residents sent a volunteer with a lantern to flag 
down a cargo train on the edge of town. The 
idea was that the train’s conductor would start 
to slow down after seeing the man outside 
town and come to a stop by the time he 
cleared the passage. But the plan never had a 
chance to come to fruition: The volunteer was late getting to the tunnel, and the oncoming train 
struck and killed him before he could reach the other side. Today, the Moonville Tunnel is one of the 
few remaining landmarks from the defunct mining town, and some visitors still claim to see a ghostly 
figure carrying a lantern in the darkness. Others are convinced they've encountered one of the many 
other souls who are said to have lost their lives at the location. 

36. OKLAHOMA 



The spooky Moonville Tunnel in Ohio. 


Matthew Rutledge, Flickr// CC BY 2.0 

Decades ago, when the owner of what’s now the 
Skirvin Hilton Hotel in Oklahoma City discovered 
that he had impregnated a housekeeper, he 
responded by locking the maid in one of the rooms. 
She was to stay there even after she had the baby. 
However, the despairing housekeeper had other 
plans and threw herself and the baby out the 
window. Nowadays, her spirit tends to get a lot of 
press for terrorizing NBA players. Opponents of the 
Oklahoma City Thunder typically stay at the century- 
old hotel, and athletes have reported hearing a 
baby’s cry in their rooms and knocks at their doors. 
They’ve also seen drawers open and doors close without reason. The New York Knicks once 
blamed a loss on a restless night caused by the prank-playing spirit. “She is an apparitional sixth 
man, of sorts,” The New York Times reported. 

37. OREGON 

i Stock 

The Kuhn Cinema in Lebanon, Oregon is a relic of movie houses gone by—ornate and without the 
trappings of a generic multiplex. But preserving that kind of legacy isn't without some risk: Legend 
has it that a theatergoer once plummeted from a second-floor balcony to her death. Now, her image 
can be allegedly be seen flickering on the screen, shocking patrons into spilling their sodas. 
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38. PENNSYLVANIA 

i Stock 

There’s no shortage of haunted spots related 
to the Battle of Gettysburg, but Devil’s Den 
may be the most infamous. Local lore has it 
that the rock formation was viewed as a 
cursed place long before the Civil War. When 
Confederate and Union troops clashed at the 
site in July 1863, the craggy boulders gave 
them a convenient place to hide. Battalions 
were separated, and men on both sides were 
ambushed. Some of the bloodiest, most 
confused fighting of the battle took place at 
Devil’s Den, earning it the nickname the 
“Slaughter Pen” from soldiers. A few days after 
the battle ended, Union soldiers returned to the 
area and found it still littered with the bodies 
and viscera of the fallen. Some Confederate 
soldiers were allegedly tossed into crevices 
between boulders and left to rot. It’s said that 
the spirits haunting the area sometimes appear 
in photographs—that is, when photography 
equipment works there at all. 

39. RHODE ISLAND 

Josh McGinn, Flickr// CC BY ND-2.0 

In the late 19th century, the people of Exeter 
responded to an outbreak of "consumption"— 
tuberculosis—with an infamous vampire panic 
that ended in the exhumation, mutilation, and 
cannibalization of the corpse of Mercy Lena 
Brown. Science knew little of tuberculosis, 
and superstitions quickly spread that the 
wasting away it caused was due to the 
nefarious influence of undead family 
members. Mercy died at age 19 in January 
1892, shortly after her mother and her sister. 
Since her corpse was the best preserved of 
the three, she was singled out as a vampire and blamed for the illness of her brother, Edwin, who 
had also contracted tuberculosis. Villagers cut out Mercy's heart, burned it, mixed the ashes with 
water, and made Edwin drink the concoction. Edwin died two months later. Mercy’s spirit still lingers 
forlornly about her disturbed grave. 

40. SOUTH CAROLINA 

ChasNerd, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY SA 4.0 



The group of rocks in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania known as Devil's 

Den. 



A photo of Mercy Lena Brown's grave in Rhode Island. 



The interior of an empty movie theater. 
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The exterior of Old City Jail in 
Charleston, South Carolina. 


According to some historians, America’s first convicted female serial 
killer was a Charleston woman named Lavinia Fisher, who ran an inn 
called the Six Mile House with her husband John. Most of Lavinia’s 
victims were wealthy men traveling alone. She would offer her 
unfortunate guests a cup of poisoned tea, then direct them to a room 
with a specially designed trapdoor bed. When the ill man laid down, 
John pulled a lever and the guest fell into a pit below the house. There 
John would make sure the man was dead and relieve him of his 
valuables. The story goes that the couple was caught when a traveler 
—who hated tea but was too polite to decline Lavinia’s offer—poured 
his cup into a nearby plant and retreated to his room. As he sat at his 
desk that night, he was shocked to see his bed plunge into a pit. He 
ran out of the inn and told the police, who soon found the bodies of 
missing travelers buried nearby. The couple were hanged, and legend 
has it that Lavinia’s ghost still haunts her cell at Charleston’s Old Jail. 


41. SOUTH DAKOTA 



The exterior of the Old Fairmont Hotel in Deadwood, South 
Dakota. 


Library of Congress, Wikimedia Commons // Public 
Domain 

The Fairmont Hotel—formerly a brothel and saloon, 
now an oyster bar—is widely considered the most 
haunted landmark in South Dakota. The place has 
seen its share of jealousy and heartbreak: There’s the 
ghost of a man who shot the client of his prostitute 
girlfriend, and then accidentally shot himself; there’s 
the spirit of an angry fellow whose girlfriend died of 
syphilis; and there’s the ghost of a prostitute named 
Maggie who jumped out a window to her death. On 
more than one occasion, visitors have reported 
seeing an apparition with red hair and a green dress 
—perhaps Maggie herself—lurking in the hallways 


upstairs. 


42. TENNESSEE 



iStock 

The Chickamauga battlefield, which in 1863 
saw a key Union defeat and one of the 
bloodiest battles in the Civil War, is now home 
to a haunting monster known as Old Green 
Eyes. One legend maintains that the creature 
was a Confederate soldier whose head was 
blown off during the battle. His spectral head 
floats around the battlefield, searching for his 
missing body. Another, apparently older tale 
claims that Old Green Eyes is a humanoid 
monster, with glowing green eyes, light- 
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Cannons on chickamauga battlefield in Tennessee. colored waist-length hair, and huge deformed 

jaws sporting massive fangs. 


43. TEXAS 


J. T. Mitchell/Three Lions/Getty Images 

In the frontier days, a settler family eked out a living on 
the banks of Elm Creek near San Antonio. One day, the 
son of a wealthy merchant in town passed through their 
property and was bitten by the family mule. Enraged, 
the young man began beating the animal and wouldn’t 
stop. The family depended on the mule for their living 
and in desperation pelted the man with stones until he 
left—but before he did, he vowed revenge. That night, 
he rounded up a posse and set fire to the family home. 
The men came armed and waited to gun down the 
family members as they fled the fire. When the mother 
ran out, she was deformed nearly beyond recognition: 
Her fingers had fused almost into hooves and the flesh on her face sagged terribly. With a screech, 
she hurled herself into the creek, where her ghastly spirit remains. Locals say they still hear shrieks 
coming from the creek and nearby woods, and some have reported a terrifying creature with hooves 
dropping onto their cars and scratching at their windows, trying to get inside. 

44. UTAH 



A photo of the Elm Creek, Texas watershed 


By Cory Maylett, Wikimedia Commons // CC 
BY-SA 3.0 

One of the first gravediggers in Salt Lake City, 
Jean Baptiste was otherwise unremarkable; 
he lived with his wife in a two-bedroom home 
in town, had few friends, and was punctual. 

He was, perhaps, unusually well off for a 
gravedigger—and authorities learned the 
reason why in 1862. In just three years, 
Baptiste had robbed the graves of more than 
300 people, stripping them of clothing and 
possessions, and dumping their naked bodies 
back in the caskets. The police found his 
home filled with clothing; he'd sold many of the possessions. Baptiste showed up in court wearing a 
suit a local storekeeper had been buried in. Banished to a remote island in the Great Salt Lake, 
Baptiste vanished six weeks later. Many say his ghost roams the southern coast of the lake carrying 
an armful of wet, rotting clothing. 

45. VERMONT 

i Stock 



Cub Island on the Great Salt Lake 
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Boot prints in the snow. 


If you ever stay at the Green Mountain Inn in 
Stowe, Vermont during a snowstorm, listen 
carefully for the sounds of boots tapping on 
the rooftop. You may hear Boots Berry, the 
ghost that’s said to have haunted the inn since 
his tap dancing days at the turn of the 20th 
century. Boots was born to the inn’s horseman 
and chambermaid in the building’s servants’ 
quarters in 1840. As an adult, he followed in 
his father’s footsteps and became a 
successful horseman. He even achieved hero 
status after gaining control of some runaway 
horses pulling a stagecoach. 


But his glory days were short-lived: Boots developed a drinking problem that got him fired from the 
inn and landed him in jail. It was one of his fellow inmates at a prison in New Orleans that taught him 
how to tap dance. Years later, Boots’s quick feet came in handy: He was back at the Green 
Mountain Inn in 1902 when he learned that a girl was stuck on the building’s roof during a 
snowstorm. Recalling the secret route he took to the roof during his own childhood, he arrived there 
in time to return her to safety. Unfortunately, Boots himself wasn’t so lucky and he slipped and fell to 
his death. 


46. VIRGINIA 


New York Public Library Digital Gallery, Wikimedia Commons // Public 
Domain 

The Wythe House, a colonial-era Georgian townhouse, draws its name 
from George Wythe, the country’s first law professor and one of the 
signers of the Declaration of Independence. Wythe was an eminently 
respectable judge, but his great nephew, George Wythe Sweeney, was 
his opposite: a profligate gambler with a mounting debt problem. By 
1806, the elder Wythe was widowed and childless, and Sweeney was 
one of his last remaining heirs. Eager to hasten his inheritance, 
Sweeney offered to move into his great uncle’s house to look after the 
old man. At the first opportunity, he slipped arsenic into Wythe’s coffee. 
The judge fell violently ill and died two weeks later—but not before he 
grew suspicious and wrote Sweeney out of his will. Legend has it that 
Wythe’s spirit never left his house. 

47. WASHINGTON 

Joe Mabel, Wikimedia Commons // CC BY SA 3.0 

Perhaps it's no surprise that Kell's Pub, on the former site of Seattle's first full-service mortuary, 
would be home to several spooky tales. One of the most famous surrounds a mischievous little girl 
with long red hair who was apparently looking for pals. One day, a young mother came in for a job 
interview at the bar with her small daughter, who was told to go play by herself while the mother 
spoke with a manager. Halfway through the interview, the little girl appeared with a rag knotted in the 
shape of a doll. Confused, the mother asked her daughter where she had gotten the toy. The little 
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girl replied that her new friend, a little girl with 
long red hair in the corner, had shown her 
how to make it. Surprised, the manager and 
mother insisted there were no other little girls 
at the bar, and sent her off to play again. A 
little while later, the mother called for her 
daughter and received no reply. After a frantic 
search, she finally found her sitting on the 
floor, playing with the rag doll and conversing 
with a spectral presence. The mother whisked 
her daughter away, never to return to the bar 
again. 


One of the entrances to Kell's Pub in Seattle, Washington. 


48. WEST VIRGINIA 


i Stock 

The Appalachian woods of West Virginia are 
stalked by the Tailypo, a strange, cat-like 
creature [PDF] with long claws, sharp teeth, 
and a thick, hairless pink tail. Legend has it 
that one winter night, a hermit living deep in 
the woods with his dogs was about to go to 
bed hungry when the Tailypo crawled into his 
cabin. The man lunged at the revolting 
creature with a hatchet, managing to lop off its 
tail before it scurried away. Overcome with 
hunger, he cooked the fleshy tail into a stew 
and ate it for dinner. Throughout the night (or 
over a couple of nights, depending on who’s telling the tale), the creature returned, calling in an 
inhuman voice, “Tailypo, Tailypo ... where is my Tailypo?” The hermit sent his dogs after the 
creature; they didn’t return. Despite the unsettling voice outside his door, the man fell into an uneasy 
sleep just before dawn, only to wake up and find the creature, with its red eyes, staring at him from 
the edge of his bed—just before the Tailypo ripped him apart. Hunters and hikers say that on some 
nights, they can hear a strange refrain on the wind: “Tailypo! Tailypo! I got my Tailypo!” 



Photo of Appalachian Mountains in West Virginia 


49. WISCONSIN 


Al, Flickr // CC BY-NC 2.0 

Visit Appleton’s Riverside Cemetery during a full moon and you might see one of its historic 
tombstones ooze blood. Located on an isolated wooded bluff, the grave is the final resting site of 
Kate (“Kitty”) Blood, the daughter of an influential 19th-century settler who has been the subject of 
many a bloody tale. According to one legend, Blood murdered her husband and children with an axe 
before killing herself—but that can’t be true, because her spouse, George W. Miller, outlived her by 
42 years, as you can see right on her tombstone. Another account says that Blood’s husband 
murdered her, and yet other speculative accounts have her pegged as a witch. The real-life Blood 
died in 1874, reportedly from tuberculosis, at age 23, and Appleton’s community mourned her loss. 
Blood’s remote grave and evocative maiden name likely played a part in the formation of these 
spooky tales. Today, they play such a large part in Appleton’s historic lore that a local grocery store 
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has even sold tombstone-shaped cookies with 
Blood’s name on them. 


50. WYOMING 


Erin Kenney, Flickr // CC BY-NC-ND 2.0 


The exterior of the Carnegie Library in Green River, Wyoming. 
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The grave of Kate M. Blood in Appleton, Wisconsin. 


In Sweetwater County’s library system, you don’t 
need to pick up a book to experience a good ghost 
story: just stay overnight. The branch at Green River 
was accidentally built on top of a graveyard. 
(Construction workers, believing that the graves had 
been relocated ages ago, were shocked when they 
dug up caskets.) Patrons and employees have 
come home telling spooky tales ever since: A 
few years ago, a reporter is said to have 
stayed at the library overnight and discovered 
a voice speaking into his tape recorder. 
Another time, a janitor was vacuuming the 
bottom floor when he noticed a lightbulb 
glowing on an upper floor. He went up to turn it 
off. But when he returned downstairs, his 
vacuum cleaner had gone missing—that is, 
until he heard the vacuum running by itself, 
upstairs. 


©2017 Mental Floss, Inc. All rights reserved. Mental Floss® is a registered trademark owned by 
Felix Dennis, mentalfloss.com is a trademark owned by Felix Dennis. 
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Not surprisingly, I began to think that Egyptian religion was focused on 
death and the afterlife. I was sure of it when I was shown the 50-foot 
wooden boat assembled from pieces buried near the Giza Pyramids. 
Its intended use? To ferry the dead to their next life. I started wishing to see something about life 
and happiness. So, when the opportunity arose to visit the old Jewish synagogue of Cairo, I jumped 
at the chance. 


By Paul V.M. Flesher 

A few years ago, I traveled to Egypt and found myself visiting the 
tombs in the Valley of the Kings, the pyramids, the mastaba burial 
chambers and the temples the ancient Egyptians used for conveying 
the dead to the next world. 


I was so excited about seeing the synagogue that I did not notice the area the guide took me 
through to get there. The synagogue itself was quite fascinating, but that is another story. On the 
way back to the tour bus, I took more interest in my surroundings and immediately began to get 
nervous. 


At first, I thought my nervousness was due to the fact that we were the only people on the streets. 
The streets were clean, dusty and yet, totally deserted. What made this stranger was we were in 
Cairo, where the sidewalks are so crowded you could lift your feet up and let the crush of people 
carry you forward, and where the buses are so crowded people hung outside from the windows in 
order to get home. The lack of people here was definitely strange. 

The hair on my neck began to rise when I realized that the houses showed no signs of life. From the 
number of buildings around us, this seemed to be a populous area. There were many one-story 
family dwellings; most had stone walls around their small yards, and they seemed to be in a fairly 
good state of repair. Through a few windows, I could see a table here or a chair there, so they were 
not empty. They were just devoid of human life. The farther we walked through this city, the more I 
strained to see people, on the street or in the houses. The emptiness continued. 

And, then, I noticed the silence -- the birds and animals also were missing. No chirping or bird 
songs. Only the distant roar of the Cairo streets, somewhere beyond where we were. A hush settled 
on the group. Suddenly, through a window, I saw a cat -- a thin, emaciated cat, with its skin 
stretched tightly over its skull. It darted quickly from view, but not before I could see it had one red 
eye and one yellow eye -- the only parts of it that looked alive. 

Finally, as we neared the bus, the guide provided an explanation. We were walking through Cairo’s 
famous “City of the Dead,” its cemetery. In Cairo, the wealthier inhabitants had purchased family 
plots in the cemetery, buried their dead in the ground, and then built houses above the crypts. The 
living relatives would visit their dead by coming to the houses. Once or twice a year, large numbers 
of relatives would gather in a house and have a party, a party in which, they believed, the spirits of 
the deceased took part. 


http://www.uwyo.edu/uw/news/2017/11/uw-religion-today-a-ghost-story-from-egypt.htnnl 
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So, the modern City of the Dead was a way of connecting the living and the dead, of providing the 
dead with a place to live, much like the ancient Egyptians had tried to provide their dead with the 
things of a new life. So, despite the heavy Muslim character of Egypt, religious practices that 
preceded Islam’s rise by millennia old continued. 

Flesher is a professor in UW’s Department of Philosophy and Religious Studies. Past columns and 
more information about the program can be found on the web at www.uwyo.edu/RelStds. To 
comment on this column, visit http://religion-today.blogspot.com. 
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Ghostly Gin Cursed by Witch in Britain’s Most Haunted Town 

Paul Sea burn (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/author/paulseaburn/) 

October 25, 2017 (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/2017/10/25) 
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If you’re looking for the perfect Halloween gift for the person who has everything (and is over 21), you can’t go wrong with a 
bottle of Evil Spirits Gin. Its main ingredients come from England’s most haunted town, each bottle is personally cursed by a rea 
witch and the gin is green so you can get sick a second time as you watch it come back up. 



Evil Spirits Gin (moonpig.com) 












The limited edition spirit of spirits was brewed over a two week period in September by Union Distillers using “an authentic and 
unique triple-chilling filter process.” During the distillation, the gin was infused with “possessed” apples and mint that were 
grown and picked in Pluckley, which was once listed in the Guinness Book of World Records as England’s most haunted village. 
(More on that later). To top it off, the alcohol was sprinkled with Devil’s Claw, an African plant popular with witches because of its 
shape and used by herbalists as a treatment for lower back pain. (Perhaps here it’s to ease the ache caused by spending hours 
bent over retching into a commode?) 



Devil’s Claw (Harpagophytum procumbens ) 


After the 80-proof gin was bottled, each glass container was individually cursed during October’s full moon by Ms. Julianne 
White (http://www.dailymail.co.uk/femail/article-3233144/Rise-modern-witch-educated-good-jobs-think-want-casting-spells.html), 
a professional witch (and a screenwriter when not casting spells). Here’s how she describes the spell: 


“(It) empowers the drinker to follow whatever their hearts desire - whether it is for good or evil.” 



Witch Julianne White casting her gin spell (Moonpig.com) 


The cases of Evil Spirits Gin were then delivered to the Moonpig.com (https://www.moonpig.com/uk/gifts/halloween-gin/bsprt16/) 
online store to be sold for Halloween parties until supplies run out. 










Witch Julianne got help cursing Evil Spirits Gin from the ghosts of Pluckley - the 12 spirits haunting the town 
(https://www.thesun.co.uk/archives/news/68980/britains-most-haunted-village/) that put it in the Guinness Book of Records in 
1989 (locals proudly put the total at 16). They include the ghosts of a screaming brickworker who fell to his death, a highwayman 
who was run through with a sword and pinned to a tree at Fright Corner and a schoolmaster hanged by his students. 

The most famous Pluckley ghost would likely be a fan of Evil Spirits Gin. A pipe-smoking old woman who sat on a bridge drinking 
gin and selling watercress was burned to death when an ember from her pipe accidentally ignited her gin-soaked dress. The 
Watercress Woman is said to have haunted the bridge ever since. 


With or without the witch, that’s enough paranormal power to permeate everything in town, says Helen Baird, who owns the 
Pluckley farm shop and supplied the locally-grown apples and mint. 



Evil Spirits Gin (moonpig.com) 

“The ghosts here are legendary - you grow up knowing their stories and looking out for them around the village. With all the 
produce we sell at our farm shop grown within the village area, you could say that the spooky spirit runs through everything 
we eat and drink.” 

If she’s a good businesswoman, she’s probably stocked up with a big supply of curse-breaking Evil Spirits Aspirin. 
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My Haunted Life Too 

29 September 2017 | Haunted houses, Your Stories, Your True Encounters 

This happened all in the first month or two when I first moved into my apartment back in November 
and December of 2012. There were three occasions where I’m pretty sure I had a strange 
experience. 

When the first experienced happened, I was in bed and it must’ve been early, around eight o’clock 
A.M. I was woken up by the sound of someone pacing back and forth from my front door all the way 
to the middle of my hallway, which happens to be just across from my bedroom, and I could hear a 
faint male voice mumbling. I couldn’t quite make out what the voice was saying for some reason, but 
I I remember it sounded as though they were wearing wind pants and pacing quickly, three times. I 
was so scared, I froze, not wanting to open my eyes or move because I thought somebody broke 
into my apartment! After the third time I heard it pacing away toward the front door, I noticed there 
was no sound of the door opening or closing. 

The second time happened maybe a couple of weeks later. It was similar to the first time, except I 
could begin to make out what was being mumbled, and it sounded like a man was pacing up to the 
hallway across from my bedroom, which is also where the thermostat is. I remember hearing it 
mumble out loud something about checking the thermostat. After that, I just heard it pacing back to 
the front door, and again, no sound of the door opening and closing. It just went away. Again, I was 
scared frozen, refusing to open my eyes or move to check it out. 

The third experience happened around December, and similar to the previous experience, except 
this time, it entered my room, went up to my bed and even got into it! I felt the bed move and a 
depression in the mattress, and this time, it was mumbling things that sounded perverted. I just kept 
my eyes closed and hoped for it all to stop, and it did. I haven’t had anything like that happen again, 
and I still live in the same apartment after all this time. 

Submitted by Carla 

© 2017, G. Michael Vasey & My Haunted Life Too. All rights reserved. 

Copyright (c)2013-2017 Gary M Vasey All Rights Reserved. 
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A figure 
inexpressibly 
thin and 
pathetic, of a 
dusty leaden 
colour, 

enveloped in a 
shroud-like 
garment, the thin 
lips crooked into 
a faint and 
dreadful smile, 
the hands 
pressed tightly 
over the region 
of the heart. 

“Lost Hearts,” 
M.R. James 



Ghosts in Grave-clothes John Donne in 
his shroud, engraved by Martin 
Droeshout. He posed in his shroud for 
the portrait on which the engraving is 
based in and then kept it on until he 
died, five weeks later. National Portrait 
Gallery 


Recently I’ve 

been digging up the dirt on burial shrouds, trying to determine exactly what the well-dressed corpse was wearing 
and when. While there is no doubt a certain esoteric charm in studying Z-spun tabbies and shrouding flannels, 
what I found even more fascinating was the ghosts who appeared clothed in their grave-clothes, often of a 
markedly archaic pattern. Andrew Lang gives us an striking example: 


The most impressive spectre he [Andrew Lang] had ever heard of, he says, in substance, appeared 
in an English village. Haifa dozen children who had been playing together in a house rushed out 
through the open door in a frightened state of mind, and one of them fell down in a fit. A lady who was 
driving through the village stopped, attended to the child who was lying on the ground before the 
horses, and asked the other children as to the cause of the panic. They said they had been playing 
on the staircase when “a dreadful woman” suddenly appeared among them. The only reason they 
could give for saying that the woman was dreadful was that she wore a long woolen robe and had her 
brow and chin bound up with white linen. “In fact,” says the writer, “she was a walking corpse come 
back from the days when the law compelled us to be buried in woolen for the better encouragement 
of the wool trade. This wandering old death, seen in the sunlight by the children, has always appealed 
to me as a very good example of ghosts and of their vague and unaccountable ways. For it is most 
unlikely that the children knew anything of the obsolete law of the ancient English mortuary fashions.” 
Religio-Philosophical Journal 7 February 1891: p. 578 


“Buried in woolen” refers to the Burial in Woollen Acts of 1666-1680, requiring burial in a shroud of pure 
English wool. The acts were resented and were largely ignored after the late 18th century. They were repealed in 
1863. Obviously the walking dreadful woman was one of the unhappy woolen-shroud wearers. 


Some of you may be familiar with the statue of John Donne depicted in his shroud, which is knotted on top of his 
head, as pictured in the engraving above. This ghost, seen in a church chancel, presented a virtually identical 
appearance, as well as making a curiously incongruous rustling noise. 
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Out of the Long Ago 

In 1907 my late husband and I were visiting some friends when the subject of ghosts arose in 
conversation. My husband did not believe in spirits appearing from another world. I did, for I had seen 
my father who had, at the time, been dead over twelve months. He also spoke to me. I knew I was 
awake when I saw the apparition, for I awoke my husband to tell him, as I was frightened. As soon as 
my husband spoke, the apparition vanished. My mother also saw my father’s spirit twice, and she 
was the least imaginative of women. My husband’s friend, a young man of about thirty-two, said he 
believed in ghosts, for he himself had seen one when a boy. He then went on to elate the following 
remarkable story. I have put it down just as he gave it, without embellishments of any kind. “When I 
was about twelve or thirteen,” he said, “I visited some relatives in a village near London. About eleven 
o’clock one morning, I went with the vicar’s two boys, with whom I was friendly, to get a book from the 
vestry of the church where their father officiated. The elder of the two boys went to get the book, 
whilst the younger one and I went down the aisle to wait, and to pass the time until the book was 
found. Hearing a sound, I thought my playmate was coming for us, and looked up towards the 
chancel. Walking across the chancel I saw a tall figure shrouded in a sort of blanket affair, dull and 
drab and gathered on the top of the head, and tied in a bunch from which it hung down in folds over 
the figure, which was walking or gliding toward the vestry door. There was no sound of foot-falls, but, 
as the apparition moved, it made a sort of rustling noise, like walking amongst dry withered leaves. 
Thinking some one was playing a trick I followed, hoping to see the fun, but the figure vanished at the 
vestry door. I looked inside and asked my friend, who was not quite ready to leave, if any one had 
been into the room, and told him what his brother and I had seen. He answered that he had not seen 
or heard anything unusual. The church, for certain reasons, was always, except when in use, kept 
locked. My playmate of the church aisle was full of our adventure, and he told the vicar what we had 
seen. He strictly forbade us to repeat the story to any one, and went on to say if we did he would be 
exceedingly angry. His reason for keeping such a tale secret was obvious. When I grew up to 
manhood,” the narrator continued, “I received a letter one day, from a gentleman who lived, or had 
lived, in the village where I had seen the ghost in the church chancel. He enclosed me a sketch of the 
apparition, which he himself had seen when about sixteen years of age. He wanted to know if the 
drawing was like the figure I had seen. I wrote that it was exactly the same, except for the side face, 
which I did not remember to have seen. The side face was thin and keen, and the nose thin also, and 
very prominent. The writer went on to explain that he had heard I had seen the ghost and, like myself, 
in the broad daylight, and that he was very interested in looking the matter up.” 

“In 1911 we called to see the relator of this story, when he at once mentioned that there had been 
further development in his ghost story. The gentleman who had sent him the sketch had written to 
inform him that the apparition had again been seen. He was inquiring the time and date of the 
previous appearances as he was anxious to ascertain if the uncanny visitor came at stated intervals. 
The shroud that covered the ghost was probably one of the very old-fashioned shrouds that used to 
be tied on the top of the head. Uncanny Stories Told by “Daily News” Readers, S. Louis Giraud, 1927: 
p. 30-31 

Sometimes even the minutest details of the shroud were noted by a witness. 

SPECTRAL ILLUSION 

The following is one of the most remarkable of the ghost stories in Sir David Brewster’s late book: 

About a month after this occurrence, [the appearance of her husband’s doppelganger] Mrs. A., who 
had taken a somewhat fatiguing drive during the day, was preparing to go to bed, about eleven 
o’clock at night, and, sitting before the dressing-glass, was occupied in arranging her hair. She was in 
a listless and drowsy state of mind, but fully awake. When her fingers were in active motion among 
the papillotes,[papers for making butterfly curls] she was suddenly startled by seeing in the mirror, the 
figure of a near relation, who was then in Scotland, and in perfect health. The apparition appeared 
over her left shoulder, and its eyes met hers in the glass. It was enveloped in grave-clothes, closely 
pinned, as is usual with corpses, round the head, and under the chin, and though the eyes were 
open, the features were solemn and rigid. The dress was evidently a shroud, as Mrs. A. remarked 
even the punctured pattern usually worked in a peculiar manner round the edges of that garment. 
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Mrs. A. described herself as at the time sensible of a feeling like what we conceive of fascination, 
compelling her for a time to gaze on this melancholy apparition, which was as distinct and vivid as 
any reflected reality could be, the light of the candles upon the dressing-table appearing to shine full 
upon its face. After a few minutes, she turned round to look for the reality of the form over her 
shoulder; but it was not visible, and it had also disappeared from the glass when she looked again in 
that direction. On the 26th of the same month, about two P. M., Mrs. A. was sitting in a chair by the 
window in the same room with her husband. He heard her exclaim, “What have I seen?” And on 
looking on her, he observed a strange expression in her eyes and countenance. A carriage and four 
had appeared to her to be driving up the entrance-road to the house. As it approached, she felt 
inclined to go up stairs to prepare to receive company; but, as if spell-bound, she was unable to move 
or speak. The carriage approached, and as it arrived within a few yards of the window, she saw the 
figures of the postilions and the persons inside take the ghastly appearance of skeletons and other 
hideous figures. The whole then vanished entirely, when she uttered the above-mentioned 
exclamation. The Schoolmaster, and Edinburgh Weekly Magazine, Volumes 1-2, John Johnstone, 

Publisher, 1832: p. 221. 

If the date on this story wasn’t much too early, we might suggest that Mrs. A. had been to Paris’s Cabaret du Neant 
and seen the coffined living decomposed to a skeleton and back in just minutes! To be Relentlessly Informative, 
the “punctured pattern” was an eyelet-like effect punched in the cloth with pinking irons. It was a cheap way to 
achieve a lacy look for grave-clothes and linens. 


In some variants of this next story, which was a popular 
urban legend, the ghost was recognized by a particular 
detail of the shroud. 

A woman not far from Emly, buried her husband, a 
few months ago. A knock came to the door some 
night last month. She asked who was there. A hollow 
voice answered, “I am your husband, whom you 
buried, and I am very miserable in purgatory till my 
debts are paid. Sell the two pigs you have, and be 
sure you have the money for me on such a night 
when I call.” The poor woman did as he required, and 
felt happy at being able to meet his request, either 
through fear or love (as he appeared with his shroud 
and pale face.) Between the first and second visit of 
the ghost, the poor woman went and told her story to 
the priest; he told her it was all very good, but at the 
same time to have two policemen in the house when 
she would be giving the money. Accordingly, after getting the money, the purgatorial and shrouded 
ghost came and was arrested by the police and lodged in Limerick jail, there to undergo a little more 
purgatory till his trial comes on. This ghost turned out to be a near neighbor, who is god-father to one 
of her children. The Weekly Vincennes [IN] Western Sun 15 March 1862 



Ghosts in Grave-clothes This post-mortem negative from Norway 
shows the “punchwork” commonly used on shrouds and grave-clothes 
http://digitaltmuseum.nO/011015155636 


In this account from the seance-room, an apparition draws attention to her burial robe as proof of her identity. 


The next one who appeared was Mrs. Mary Ann Waugh, wife of the late John M. Waugh, of Rock 
Island, who died about thirteen years ago at this place; a sister of Mrs. Hill’s, and also sister of mine. 
The test in this case was remarkably good, principally in her general appearance of features and the 
manner she used to wear her hair, and some peculiarity in her burial robe, in the material used, and 
something very peculiar in the style and make, which she seemed very desirous of my wife seeing, as 
she assisted in the making of it. Religio-Philosophical Journal 20 March 1875: p. 2 


The shroud was also regarded as an infallible, if nuanced, death token in stories of second sight, presenting a sort 
of sliding scale of death. 


The event was usually indicated by the subject of the vision appearing in a shroud, and the higher the 
vestment rose on the figure, the event was the nearer. ‘If it is not seen above the middle,’ says Martin, 


http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/ghosts-news/ghosts-in-grave-clothes/ 


3/5 


11/10/2017 


Ghosts in Grave-clothes - Haunted Ohio Books 


‘death is not to be expected for the space of a year, and perhaps some months longer. When it is 
seen to ascend higher towards the head, death is concluded to be at hand within a few days, if not 
hours, as daily experience confirms. Examples of this kind were shewn me, when the person of whom 
the observation was made enjoyed perfect health.’ Domestic Annals of Scotland from the 
Reformation to the Revolution, Volume 3. Robert Chambers, 1861: p. 290 

This seeress predicted the death of a young boy without giving her reasons. After his death, she explained what 
she had seen: 

I carried the boy’s corpse aboard with me, and, after my arrival and his burial, I called suddenly for 
the woman, and asked her, what warrant she had to foretell the boy’s death? She said, that she had 
no other warrant, but that she saw, two days before I took my voyage, the boy walking with me in the 
fields, sewed up in his winding sheets, from top to toe: and that she had never seen this in others, but 
she found that they shortly thereafter died: and therefore concluded, that he would too, and that 
shortly. Light 9 February 1889: 66-67 

One of these seers had his vision calibrated to a nicety. 

Two seers at work, one a gentleman and the other ‘a common fellow’, who were both visiting the 
manse of an Inverness minister. All at once the common fellow began to weep and cry out that a 
certain sick woman about five miles away was either dead or dying. 

The gentleman seer—naturally the expert—replied, ‘No, she’s not dead, nor will she die of this 
disease.’ 

‘Oh?’ said the fellow. ‘Can’t you see her covered in her winding sheet?’ 

‘Aye,’ replied the gentleman, ‘I see her as well as you do, but do you not also see that her linen is wet 
with sweat? She will soon be cooling of her fever.’ And so it turned out. The Revd Hector Mackenzie 
vouched for the story’s truth. Ravens and Black Rain: The Story of Highland Second Sight, Elizabeth 
Sutherland, p. 62 

Shrouds seen via second sight might not only predict a death, but the form or color of that winding sheet. 

“Florence MacLeod, spouse to the present minister of St. Kilda, informed me lately, that her mother 
Elizabeth MacLeod, a gentlewoman distinguished from sevrals for piety and good morals, having 
come out of her house at Pabbay in the Harris, with a clear moon-shining night, and having sat down 
to enjoy the pleasure of a calm serene air, and the beautiful prospect of a glittering starry firmament; 
both of them observed a domestic girl, who had been a native of St. Kilda (they had left the house), 
issuing from it, covered with a shroud of a darkish colour, and stalking across the distance betwixt 
them and the house as if she intended to frighten them, and after continuing in this manner for some 
time, disappeared. Upon their return to the house, the said Elizabeth, challenged the girl for her 
frolick, who affirmed, with many asseverations, she had not left the house all the time her mistress 
and daughter were absent: to which the other servants gave testimony. In a short time thereafter, the 
same girl died of a fever, and as there was no linen in the place but what was unbleached it was 
made use offer her sowe, [winding sheet] which answered the representation exhibited to her 
mistress and the declarant as above.” Light 9 February 1889: 66-67 

Today, although shrouds are making a comeback in the context of green burials, most people go to their final rest 
in their own clothing. Although I haven’t done a scientific survey, I’ve heard from people who have seen 
apparitions of friends and relatives wearing the same clothes they were buried in. That would not be particularly 
remarkable-if you saw the clothes at the viewing or funeral, you might picture the visitation wearing those clothes. 
Where that logical argument sometimes breaks down is when the witness did not go to the funeral or have any 
information about what the dead person wore in their coffin, but could describe the burial clothing anyway. Such 
anecdotes reopen the whole question of why ghosts are seen wearing clothes and why, if, as some psychic 
researchers used to suggest, the dead can project whatever image they want to those they visit, they choose to 
wear their last outfit? 

Other stories of ghosts in grave-clothes or burial garments? chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 


http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/ghosts-news/ghosts-in-grave-clothes/ 


4/5 



11/10/2017 


Ghosts in Grave-clothes - Haunted Ohio Books 


I’ve written before about shrouded specters and superstitions involving shrouds. 

Chris Woodyard is the author of The Victorian Book of the Dead, The Ghost Wore Black, The Headless Horror, 
The Face in the Window, and the 7-volume Haunted Ohio series. She is also the chronicler of the adventures of 
that amiable murderess Mrs Daffodil in A Spot of Bother: Four Macabre Tales. The books are available in 
paperback and for Kindle. Indexes and fact sheets for all of these books may be found by searching 
hauntedohiobooks.com. Join her on FB at Haunted Ohio by Chris Woodyard or The Victorian Book of the Dead. 

Chris Woodyard 
on November 7, 2017 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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Northwestern Ghosts and Hauntings: Ghosts of Wellington on the Iron Goat Trail - Skykomish, Washington 


Ghosts of Wellington on the Iron Goat Trail - Skykomish, Washington blogspot.com 


http://northwesternghostsandhauntings.blogspot.com/2011/09/ghosts-of-wellington-on-iron-goat-trail.html?m=1 

Northwestern Ghosts and Hauntings 

Ghost stories, haunted places, and the paranormal from the northwestern United States including Oregon, 
Washington, Idaho, Montana, Wyoming and Alaska. 

Saturday, September 10, 2011 

In the late 1890s The Great Northern Railway completed a rail line through the mountains of Washington State that 
cut through Steven's Pass deep in the Cascade Mountains, linking Seattle with the Mid-west. Engines had to 
labor up the mountain pass through switchbacks, sharp curves, and steep grades with the assistance of helper 
engines as well. A tunnel that emerged on the western side of the pass at Wellington eased the burden on the 
engines, however one thing that the railway had a hard time conquering was the winter. 

Tons of snow would hold up trains on their travels through the Stevens Pass as the passage would become over 
burdened with the accumulations coming off of the mountains. It was in March of 1910 that the winter weather in 
the pass would show the Great Northern Railway exactly what it could be capable of. 



The construction of the Great Northern Railway through Stevens Pass in the late 1890s 



The rail depot at Wellington, WA around 1900 

After a savage storm that lasted 9 days and dropped at times a foot of snow an hour, a west bound passenger 
train had to hold up at the Wellington depot to wait for the snow to be cleared. An eastbound mail train also had to 
sit out the storm along side of the passenger train. Unfortunately for the occupants of the two trains, the snow had 
turned to rain making the snow very heavy and it is believed lightening struck near to top of Windy Mountain just 
above the town of Wellington. This strike triggered the heavy snow to begin to slide down the mountain snapping 
of trees and moving huge boulders very quickly down the mountain side towards the sleeping passengers and 
train crews in a half mile long and quarter mile wide moving mass of destruction. 
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Stevens Pass at Wellington shortly after the avalanche of 1910 

As the avalanche reached Wellington, it barely missed the town but struck the train depot as well as the two fully 
loaded trains as they sat waiting. The cars were pushed off the tracks and swept down the mountain side, the 
combination of the heavy snow, snapped off trees and boulders crushing the cars and their occupants. The 
wreckage was strewn all over the mountain and into Tye Creek at the bottom. In all, 96 people lost their lives that 
night as only 26 survivors were pulled from the carnage. The bodies had to be removed via sled. It took twelve 
days to dig the snow away from the tracks. Some bodies took over four months to recover. It was the worst and 
this date, the most devastating avalanche in the United States. 



Two of the locomotives can be seen buried in the snow along with some of the other wreckage of the Wellington 
Depot after the avalanche of 1910 



The destructive power of the Wellington avalanche can be seen in this photo taken shortly afterward. Workers can 
be seen working through the mangled train cars, trees, and snow looking for survivors. 
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The Wellington avalanche victims had to be taken out by sled as it took 12 days to dig out the tracks 

A short while after the disaster, the Great Northern Railroad began to build concrete and steel snow tunnels to 
protect the trains from the avalanches. One three quarters of a mile long was constructed at the site of the 
Wellington avalanche. The town of Wellington did not want it's name to be associated with the disaster and 
changed it's name to Tye. Eventually, the new eight mile long Cascade tunnel was built so that trains could pass 
safely under Stevens Pass. This spelled the end of Tye and all that remains today is the concrete snow bunker 
which now serves as a monument to the disaster of 1910. 



All that remained after the town of Tye (formerly Wellington) closed were the rail depot building and the snow 
sheds in the background at the site of the avalanche of 1910. 



Today Iron Goat Trail goes through the old snow sheds constructed to protect the railway tracks which no longer 
exist 
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The old rail tunnel along the Iron Goat Trail can be a creepy place to hike through given the torrid history of how 


The Iron Goat Trail can also be a very beautiful place to hike 


The Wellington site can be accessed via the Iron Goat Trail which is named after the nickname of the Great 
Northern Railroad of which the trail was built on. Some travelers along this trail claim that the victims of the 
Wellington avalanche are still there. There have been reports of disembodied voices echoing through the 
avalanche tunnel when no one else is there or no one else accompanying them has spoken. Strange feelings of 
hair raising on end and cold spots have been reported. Many reports have centered around the bridge that stands 
near the site of the old railroad depot. Some people have claimed to have actually heard the sounds of a phantom 
avalanche with the rumbling, trees snapping, and the sound of metal crushing. So take a hike on the Iron Goat 
Trail and see if you encounter the ghosts of Wellington. 

JackMcat 11:26 PM 

8 comments: 

1. 

JEB BUCKINGHAMMay 26, 2016 at 12:52 PM 

It is my understanding that none of the park rangers will go up to the parking lot at night. WILL NOT. 

2 . 

AnonymousJuly 17, 2017 at 6:11 PM 

Jul 17 2017.1 just hiked the iron goat trail. I had three gost cross the trail 30 feet in front of me.each time i 
got to the spot thinking they were real people there was nothing bhu a 150 foot drop.i know they did not 
jump.the place is haunted like crazy.and this was in the day time. 
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3. 

AnonymousJuly 17, 2017 at 6:18 PM 

Jul 16 2017 i just hiked the iron goat trail. I had three gost cross the trail 30 feet in front of me with in 20 
minutes. Each time i went to take a look thinking they were real people there was nothing but a 150 foot 
drop.i know they did not jump.the place is haunted like crazy.and that was the day time.no bull. 

4. 

Willie PreshaJuly 19, 2017 at 10:54 PM 

I can not stop telling the storys of my hike on the iron goat trail. Never been any were that scary in my life. 
There are people talking to you at every turn. But you can not see them.at the end of the shead stop and sit 
for a while. And when you hear that poor little girl crying an screaming dont panic like i did trying to find 
her.even though you will hear her crying vary load. Those crys are a hundred years old.so scary. So sad.it 
broke my heart. 

5. 

Bert CoatesSeptember 4, 2017 at 6:33 PM 

I want to clear a few things up. Park rangers DO show up at night and are NOT afraid of "ghosts" of 
Wellington. Cold spots can be felt outside no matter where you are.I've investigated the history and ghosts ( 
NWPIA )in this area since 2004-current and without a doubt can say, Wellington has it's ghosts.You can see 
the research that we have done on youtube under nwpia or under Bert Coates. 

6 . 

Willie PreshaSeptember 5, 2017 at 1:04 AM 

Thanks bert.i follow you guys.i was alone up there won't do that agin. 

7. 

Willie PreshaSeptember 5, 2017 at 1:58 AM 

Thanks agin bert.i came across some footage of you and your wife down in the valley. You guys heard 
something larg coming threw the woods.and hurred back up on the trail.i got scared all over agin.my haert 
was racing watching you.guys.glad you are ok.lol 

8 . 

Willie PreshaOctober 16, 2017 at 6:35 PM 

Bert coast said .it has its ghost. That is a under statement. I would like to meat these guys some time in the 
future. And i hope they have figured out that those black shadows are pure evil. One name for them are 
shadow people. They are not ghosts because they never lived.and if they latch on to you.well lest say you 
will not be your self. 
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Flashback: 'Girl of White Rock Lake' spooked residents in 1964 


dallasnews.com 



Filed 

under 

From 

the 


DALLAS NEWS 



Dallas News 


Archives at Yesterday 

Editor's note: Take a look at The Dallas Morning News archives. 


Have you seen the Girl of White Rock Lake? She still may be haunting there. 

Instead of going to a haunted house during the spooky season, go on a paranormal journey to find the girl behind 
the Dallas urban legend. The girl reportedly drowned in the lake years before Dallasites claimed to have seen her 
ghost walking around the area in a wet white evening dress. Many Dallas residents wrote to The Dallas Morning 
News to share their encounters with the girl. 
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TOLBERTS TEXAS 


More oil Beautiful 
Ghost of the Lake 
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Dallas resident Mildred Hall wanted to get a description what the famous ghost of White 
Rock, perhaps in case she encountered her, too. Apparently, the girl tells people she was 
involved in a boating accident and needs to get to an address on Gaston Avenue. When she 
gets into a car's back seat, she disappears. 
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TOLBERTS TEXAS 

White Rock Girl 
• Ghost Seen 


Now that you have details of the famous ghost girl, maybe you 
can find her yourself and give her a ride to Gaston Avenue. 
That is, until she disappears. 
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Doctors remove glass cup stuck up patient's butt, man won't tell them how it got there: Shanghaiist 


Doctors remove glass cup stuck up patient's butt, man won't tell 

them how it got there shanghaiist.com 


by Alex Linder in News on Sep 4, 2017 10:00 pm 


Surgeons in Guangzhou recently 
removed a glass cup from a married 
man's anus, and he isn't saying how 
it got there. 

However, it was apparently up in 
there for two full days before the 
pain became too unbearable and 
the man rushed into the hospital at 2 
a.m. screaming for doctors to help 
him. 

Quickly, doctors took an X-ray and 
discovered that yup, he had a cup stuck up his bum. More specifically, that cup was made of glass, 

8 centimeters tall, 7 centimeters in diameter, resting in the upper part of his rectum, and could lead 
to his death if not removed quickly and carefully. 




Afterward, 
the man 
spent some 
time in the 
hospital 
recovering 
from the 
surgery, but 
has since 
returned 
home. He 
never did 
tell doctors 


how the cup got up there in the first place. Reportedly, he is a married man in his thirties with 
children. 


According to a local news report, doctors at first tried to take out the 
object the same way that it came in. Using drugs to relax the man's 
anus, they were able to reach the cup, but found it too slippery to pull 
out. 

Worried that the glass cup might shatter if they tried to force it out, 
doctors instead decided to cut the man open to retrieve the cup from 
his abdomen. 


Earlier this year, another man from Guangzhou also required medical attention after sticking a live 
eel up his butt, hoping to cure his constipation - A folk remedy that nearly killed him when the eel 
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started burrowing through his intestines. 

[Images via Kankanews] 
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Shock as GORILLA arm washes up on beach in Kilkee, Clare - with local dog warden left in charge of solving mystery of where it came from 


Shock as GORILLA arm washes up on Clare beach - and no-one knows 

why thesun.ie 


News Corp is a network of leading companies in the worlds of diversified media, news, education, 
and information services. 




The Irish Sun, A News Ireland Company 

It was initially thought to be a human's arm but analysis has now found the limb belonged to a large 
primate such as a chimpanzee or gorilla 

By Tia Clarke 

28th September 2017, 3:52 pm 
Updated: 28th September 2017, 5:10 pm 

A GORILLA’S arm has washed up on a Clare beach - and experts are clueless where it came from. 
The huge primate limb was discovered by a member of the public on the beach in Kilkee last week. 

5 

Dog warden Frankie poses with shock find 
5 

The gorilla arm which was found on a Co 
Clare beach 


5 

Arm belonged to a large ape 


RTE 


Getty - Contributor 


The arm 
was passed 
on to the 
care of 


Clare County Council dog warden Frankie Coote who is currently keeping the “highly unusual 
discovery” in his freezer. 


Eamon Ward 


It was initially thought to be a human limb - 
but was eventually identified as being of 
animal origin after an analysis. 


Experts now 
believe the 
limb 

belonged to 
a large 
primate 
such as a 
chimpanzee 
or gorilla. 


https://www.thesun.ie/news/1598261/shock-as-gorilla-arm-washes-up-on-beach-in-kilkee-clare-with-local-dog-warden-left-in-charge-of-solving-mystery... 1/2 












9/28/2017 


Shock as GORILLA arm washes up on beach in Kilkee, Clare - with local dog warden left in charge of solving mystery of where it came from 


He told RTE: “It was washed up at the beach and was believed to be human. So the Gardai 
removed it and they had tests done on it. 

“They came back and said it was some form of animal and contacted me to dispose of it. 

“Then I saw it and it was like a monkey or a gorilla or chimp - some form of primate. I was interested 
to see where it came from.” 



RTE 


Limb find was made in Kilkee 


Dog warden Frankie Coote with the primates 
arm 

The dog warden - who has been conducting 
his own research on the internet about the 
limb - said it is a tad larger than a human 
arm. 

Frankie also told how a number of zoos had 
been contacted about the find but 
that “very few” places would deal 
with such an unusual find. 

He said: “We’re waiting on phone 
calls from a couple of places in 
Ireland which do this kind of thing. 


“But I’d like to get to the bottom of it 
really. It’s an unusual one.” 

Contact Clare County Council if you 
have any information. 


©News Group Newspapers Limited in England No. 679215 Registered office: 1 London Bridge 
Street, London, SE1 9GF. "The Sun", "Sun", "Sun Online" are registered trademarks or trade names 
of News Group Newspapers Limited. This service is provided on News Group Newspapers' 

Limited's Standard Terms and Conditions in accordance with our Privacy & Cookie Policy. To inquire 
about a licence to reproduce material, visit our Syndication site. View our online Press Pack. For 
other inquiries Contact Us. To see all content on The Sun, please use the Site Map. The Sun 
website is regulated by the Independent Press Standards Organisation (IPSO) 
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Newspaper Clipping of the Day strangeco.blogspot.it 

Wednesday, October 4, 2017 


001 LKTTa&S F&OU HIS D£AD wife. 

Every 
now and 

Tlie “tranffi ElJ frlru e of u » arm Hand then, i 

Ukl W - \ ■ t across an 

old 

newspaper story that is impossible to characterize as anything other than "Really Freaking Weird." This item from 
the "Chicago Tribune" (January 2, 1888) is one of them. 


Nebraska Letter to "Kansas City Journal": William S. Aimison, a farm-hand working for a man by the 
name of Bills, about fourteen miles west of this city, was in the city Friday, and related a strange story, 
which in substance was as follows: 


He says he was married in Illinois about six years ago and three years later his wife died very 
suddenly. He attended the funeral, as a matter of course, looked for the last time upon the face he 
had loved in life, now cold in death, saw the coffin closed, lowered into the grave, and heard that 
awful sound as the earth from the grave-digger's shovel fell upon the coffin-lid that hid from sight all 
that he held dear in this world. Shortly after the death and burial of his wife he removed to Kansas 
and for the last year has been in Nebraska. In all this there is nothing singular; such things happen 
every day. 

Now comes the strange part of his story. He says that shortly after he reached Kansas he received a 
letter, dated and postmarked at his old home in Illinois, signed by his wife's name, "Lulu," and 
unmistakably in her handwriting. Of this latter fact he is assured, as he compared the handwriting with 
that of several letters received from his wife before his marriage, which he still has in his possession. 
She said in the letter that she was very lonely, missed him greatly, and implored him to return to her. 
The only singular thing to one not knowing the facts of the case was a sentence something like this: 
“You all thought I died, but I did not, and am much better than when I saw you last.” To the latter part 
of this sentence Aimison could or would not attempt an explanation. Otherwise the letter was such as 
any wife might write to an absent husband. 

Since then at irregular intervals he has received other letters, all couched in endearing language, but 
making no attempt to explain the mystery. One came from Concordia, Kas., near which place he was 
located before coming to Nebraska. In this the writer bitterly bewailed the fact of his leaving before 
she reached him. 


At first Aimison thought some of his former acquaintances in Illinois were playing a ghastly practical 
joke, but after receiving several letters began to feel disturbed, and sent them back to his wife's 
parents in Illinois. They agreed with him that the handwriting was that of their daughter, but could offer 
no explanation. He answered one of the letters, addressing it, "Mrs. W.S. Aimison," and it was 
returned to him at this city from the Dead-Letter Office. The last letter received from his "wife" came 
about three weeks ago, dated at Table Rock, this state, and stated that "Lulu" was there sick, out of 
money, and asking him to come to her relief. Aimison left immediately upon receipt of this letter for 
Table Rock. 


Upon investigation after his arrival he found that a woman had been at the hotel there, arriving 
several days before he did. She was sick when she reached there, confined to her room most of the 
time, and left after a week's stay for no one knew where. In the register at the hotel he found the 
name "Mrs. Lulu Aimison," no place of residence being given. The handwriting was identical with that 
of the letters he had received. The description of the woman given by people at the hotel was almost 
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identical with that of his wife the last time he saw her alive. There were slight discrepancies, but 
nothing but what three years' time accounts for. Aimison, now thoroughly aroused and determined to 
get at the bottom of the affair, left at once for Illinois and had the remains of his wife exhumed, finding 
them as they had been buried: there could be no mistake about that. The question is, Who sent the 
letters and who is the woman? Mr. Aimison is a fairly educated man, not at all superstitious, but 
acknowledges that the affair has worried him a great deal. His reputation here is good, his employer 
speaking very highly of him. He says if he receives any more letters he will not allow them to trouble 
him, but will make an earnest effort to discover their author, and when he does has promised to tell 
what happens. 

I've found nothing further about this story, suggesting that Aimison never did find out what in the hell was going on. 

2 comments: 

1 . 

busterggiOctober4, 2017 at 11:39 AM 

Someone crazy enough to believe she was the dead woman and dedicated enough to be able to copy her 
handwriting? But then we're stuck with another mystery - what happened to her? 

At least they got along well. 

2 . 

John BellenOctober 5, 2017 at 5:30 PM 

That's very weird, all right. It's one of those stories that would make a great movie - until the explanation let 
it down. I'd be creeped out by the fact that the woman kept getting closer to him, town by town - until she 
disappeared. 

/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px!important; left: 50% !important; margin-left: -lOOpx 
!important; width: 200px!important; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid!important; border-radius: 4px!important;} .en-markup-crop-options div 
div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx!important;} 


http://strangeco.blogspot.it/2017/10/newspaper-clipping-of-day.html?utnn_source=feedburner&utnn_nnediunn=email&utm_campaign=Feed:+StrangeCo... 


2/2 



9/30/2017 


Granddad Became a Seal - Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 


Granddad Became a Seal - Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog strangehistory.net 
Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 
Granddad Became a Seal March 21, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Modern , trackback 

Busy day here as the students are to be crucified in a ritual quiz. Here is a curious seal story from 
Ireland; there are, Beach thinks, other British or Irish story of humans becoming animals at death, 
but he can’t find them. Can anyone help? drbeachcombing At yahoo DOT com 

I don’t exactly know whether it was in this Poulnashanthana, but it was in one of the 
caves that are found between Downpatrick and Kilcummin Heads, and which can only be 
entered when the tide is out, and then you must use lights, and at all times it is fearfully 
dangerous, for there is a terrible swell even in the greatest calm, and if the wind was in 
the least to rise with a point to north or north-west, they and their boat would be ground 
to atoms. Well, on a calm fine evening, two young fellows had urged their curraghs [tiny 
boats] into a cave where the seals were known to breed, and they had brought besides 
poles to knock down the creatures, plenty of dry bog fir to keep up a blaze, and having 
got far in, the place was alive with seals, and the poor things were toddling about 
amongst the round stones at the end, and the boys were busy enough striking them on 
the head, and all they could reach were finished off and ready to be brought out, when 
in the farthest end of the cavern, and sitting up on its bent tail in a corner, just as you 
may suppose a tailor would sit on his board, there sat a fellow, his head as round as a 
man’s, and it looked white, shining, and bare, with a flat nose and two grey eyes just like 
an old fellow who was laid up past his labour in the chimney corner. So one of the boys 
was just making up to him to strike him down with his pole, when the seal cried out in a 
squeaking, snivelling, supplicating voice, ‘Och, boys! och, ma bouchals! spare your old 
grandfather Darby O’Dowd,’ You may suppose that the BOYS were not a little 
astonished and frightened when they heard a seal speak; but one of them plucking up 
courage, accosted the creature and said, ‘Now, that is all a joke, you’re no grandfather 
of ours, for Darby O’Dowd is long ago, long ago in his grave, and God be merciful to 
him, he lies in Dunfeeny churchyard.’ ‘You may say that, and thrue it is for you, 
grandson Tim. It’s thrue I was dead and dacently buried, but here I am for my sins, 
turned into a sale, as other sinners are and will be. See what comes of selling mangy 
sheep for sound bastes, and a wearing away before a coort a neighbour’s good name; 
and Heaven is just, and here I am making my purgathory as a sale, and if you put an 
end to me and skin me, as I see you are for, maybe it’s worser I’ll be, and go into a 
shark or a porpoise, or some fish that will never have the honour or glory of sitting as I 
do now on firm land. Mind my bidding then, boys avick; lave your ould forefather where 
he is, to live out his time as a sale. Maybe for your own sakes, for they say every dog 
has his day, you will ever hereafter leave off following and parsecuting and murthering 
sales, who may be nearer to yourselves nor you think.’ It may be supposed that the 
young seal hunters gave up their occupation and left their grandfather alone; at all 
events, let there be what foundation for the story there may, it is universally believed, 
and on the strength of it the people have given up seal hunting. 
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Anything else from British or Irish folklore of people becoming animals postmortem?! 

drbeachcombing At yahoo DOT com Of course, there is an Irish tradition of seals becoming men but 
that is not the same thing... 

WDR writes, 30 Mar 2017: In the 1993 book The Folklore of Birds, Laura C. Martin writes, 
concerning the Atlantic Puffin: “The Irish, however, did not eat puffins, as it was believed that the 
reincarnated spirits of monks lived within these birds.” (No source is given.) A brief internet search 
turned up no new information on this belief, only a few passing mentions. I did, however, come 
across a site (http://www.iansimages.com/lcelandicPuffins.html) that claims: “King Arthur was 
reincarnated as a raven, chough or puffin according to Cornish folk-lore, and he is said to frequent 
his favourite haunts in Cornwall in one of these forms.” 

Leif, 30 Mar 2017: Dr. Beachcombing wishes to know of British or Irish folklore of people becoming 
animals postmortem. Christopher Moreman’s paper gives a number of examples of birds embodying 
spirits of the dead. These come from many countries, including Britain and Ireland. See pp 9- 
10. Leif. Christopher Moreman, On the Relationship between Birds and Spirits of the Dead Society 
& Animals, 1-22, 2014. 

Southern Man, 29 Sep 2017: This is from Andrews, Ulster Folklore. 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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SS ULSTER FOLKLORE 

JoJrn Sweeney, an inspector of National Schools, 
who wrote about forty years ago a senes of letters 
describing Donegal and its inhabitants.* In his 
account of Arranmore he says: “Until lately 
the islanders could not be induced to attack a 
seal, they being strongly under the impression 
that these animals were human beings meta¬ 
morphosed by the power of their own witchcraft. 
In confirmation of this notion, they used to 
repeat the story of one Rodgers of their island, 
who, being alone in his skiff fishing, was over¬ 
taken by a storm, and driven on the shore of 
the Scotch Highlands. Having landed, he ap¬ 
proached a house which was close to the beach, 
and on entering it was accosted by name. Ex¬ 
pressing his surprise at finding himself known in a 
strange country, and by one whom he had never 
seen, the old man who addressed him bared his 
head, and, pointing to a scar on his skull, reminded 
Rodgers of an encounter he had with a seal in one 
of the caves of Arranmore. ‘ I was,' he said,' that 
seal, and this is the mark of the wound you inflicted 
on me. I do not blame you, however, for you were 
not aware of what you were doing.' " 

1 fear I have lingered too long over these 
old-world stories. To me they point to a far- 

• I was shown a MS. copy of some of these letters by a 
relative of the writer at Burtonport. 1 believe they were 
written for a newspaper, and were afterwards republished in 
'• The Derry People," under the title " The Roeses Thirty Years 
Ago." They contain much interesting information in regard 
to the traditions current among the peasantry. 


FOLKLORE FROM DONEGAL 83 

distant past, when Ulster was covered with forests, 
in which the red deer and perhaps the Irish elk 
roamed, and inhabited by rude tribes, some of them 
of dwarfish stature, others tall; but these giants 
were apparently even less civilized than their 
smaller neighbours. Wars were frequent; the 
giant could hurl the unwieldy mass of stone, and 
the dwarfish man could send his arrow tipped with 
flint. Even more common was the stealthy raid, 
when women and children were carried off to the 
gloomy souterrain. How long did these rude 
tribes survive ? It would be difficult to say; possibly 
until after the days of St. Patrick and St. Colum- 
Icill. 

I will not, however, indulge in a fancy sketch. 
The pressing need is not to interpret but to collect 
these old tales. The antiquary of the future, with 
fuller knowledge at his command, may be better 
able to decipher them; but if they are allowed to 
perish, one link with the past will be irretrievably 
lost. 
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RED SPRINGS — All his life, Everton Chavis has heard the legend, the claims from elders of the Lumbee Indian 
tribe that the first English child born in the Americas is buried in Robeson County. 

The unverified grave site, largely abandoned and neglected in a rural stretch of the county, is one mile west of the 
Philadelphus Presbyterian Church outside the town of Red Springs. 

“That is where Virginia Dare is buried,” Chavis maintains. “I had a grandma, aunt, uncle, who stayed right there in 
that community. History has been passed down from generation to generation that that’s who is buried there. 

That’s sacred ground for the (Lumbee) community.” 

A superstition has lingered among some tribal members that “the Great Spirit will frown upon those who dare 
molest this sacred soil,” according to an Associated Press story that appeared in Lumberton’s Robesonian 
newspaper on May 18, 1938. That news account is reprinted in the books “The Survival of the Lost Colony: The 
Untold Story” and “The Lost and Found.” 

The spot, roughly 175 yards from the two lanes of Buie-Philadelphus Road, can be found off a short, sandy 
farming road toward the back of a near orchard of pine trees. A small white cross, embedded in the ground in 
more recent years, is said to mark the spot, according to Chavis. It is one of 14 weathered crosses emerging from 
the strewn blanket of dead leaves and fallen pine needles beneath the massive trunk of an age-old oak tree, much 
of it snapped off and scattered about the ground. 

One woman, who grew up near the site, called it a “little skull” of a tree. 

“My Lord in heaven,” an animated Chavis said while standing at the supposed grave site, under the hull of the 
dying tree. “And in this condition — the first English child buried here. Four hundred years right here. We know 
who it is. We got the history.” 

Chavis has bought into the story: He’s a believer. 

Virginia Dare’s grave 

The date and location of Virginia Dare’s death, like the perplexing account of the Lost Colony where she was born, 
remain unsolved. 

In 1587, Englishman John White led more than 100 men, women and children (numbers vary) in the first attempt 
to establish a permanent English colony in the New World. The group settled on Roanoke Island, which is part of a 
chain of barrier islands now known as the Outer Banks. After returning from England following a prolonged three- 
year absence for additional supplies, White found the colony abandoned, with no trace of the settlers or signs of 
distress. 

Left behind, according to historical accounts, was the word “CROATOAN,” carved in either one or two places. 

‘I have no doubt’ 
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On Saturday, a public meeting is planned for 1 p.m. at the Philadelphus Presbyterian Church, 4520 Buie- 
Philadelphus Road. Scheduled to appear is Anne Poole, the co-founder and research director of the Lost Colony 
Genealogy DNA and Archaeology Research Group, which conducts oral family histories and performs DNA tests 
on families in North Carolina who claim to be descendants of the Lost Colony. 

William Pate, who has conducted research and written on the Lost Colony, also is expected to be on hand. The 
93-year-old Pate, who lives in the Gray’s Creek community, said he placed the crosses at the site a couple of 
years ago. He said a man from Whiteville helped him identify 15 graves. 

“He found the grave by use of a metal divining rod,” he recalled. “We met there three times. He could tell whether it 
was male or female by the action of the rod when it crossed the ground.” 

The action of the rod, Pate claimed, determined what he believes to be Dare’s grave. 

“Over and over,” he said, “I’ve heard the story. As early as 30 years ago, I heard the story that the Indian people in 
the Philadelphus Church area opposed an attempt to change the road. They said a white Indian goddess was 
buried there. That it was sacred ground.” 

In 1938, he added, Garry Lewis Barton, an editor with the Wilmington Morning-Star newspaper, wrote an article 
about the legend of the Virginia Dare site. The editor said she was buried near the base of that old oak tree and on 
her grave grows no grass or weeds. 

“That graveyard is where Virginia Dare is buried,” Pate said, “I have no doubt.” 

There’s a difference in the soil that leads up to the grave site, according to 81-year-old Annie Pearl Cummings. 

She grew up across the field from what may or may not be Virginia Dare’s final resting place. 

“It’s got a color to it. It’s sort of red looking,” Cummings said. “It’s not dark land like the other land is. Part of that 
field, up to where there’s the grave, was red land. Our yard was dark land.” 

Cummings said her grandmother Mathia Revels and Cummings’ aunts told her “that she was buried there, and 
(that) she was Virginia Dare. We grew up and heard that all our life. They heard it from their ancestors, too. It 
come down through the years. We growed up to believe it. Still believe it, after all these years.” 

The late Adolph Dial, a Lumbee Indian who headed up the Department of American Indian Studies at University of 
North Carolina at Pembroke and served in the N.C. House of Representatives, was convinced that the lost 
colonists were the ancestors of the Lumbees. He believed that he himself was a descendant of Virginia Dare. 

Dial was 73 when he died in 1995. 

“The oral tradition is clear that Virginia Dare’s family survived and that the Dials in Robeson County are her 
descendants,” he told the Chicago Tribune in a story published Aug. 18, 1987. “Even today, if you pronounce Dare 
with the accent people speak here, it sounds very much like Dial.... Not only that, there are at least 41 names of 
the lost colonists that are still among our people here in Robeson County — names like Brooks, Berry and Jones.” 

The weekend meeting, Chavis said, is meant to draw attention to what he calls Dare’s burial place and what some 
historians have long speculated — that the Lumbees are descendants of the colonists of the ill-fated Lost Colony. 

“Take all the history and all the evidence that has been written ...,” he said, without completing the thought. 

On Aug. 18, 1587, the colony’s Eleanor Dare gave birth to a baby girl and named her Virginia — Virginia Dare. The 
rest of her life, if she did happen to live on after the doomed settlement on Roanoke Island, is a question mark. 

“I have absolutely no clue,” Poole replied, when asked if she believes that Dare is buried in what is now Robeson 
County. “It could be true; it may not be true. We wouldn’t know until it’s dug up and maybe found something. 
Something that could indicate this burial was a female and British.” 

Renewed interest 

Over the last couple of years, the mystery of the Lost Colony has resurfaced, generating a new wave of interest. 
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In July 2016, archaeologists discovered evidence that a portion of the colonists from the Lost Colony may have 
resettled up in Bertie County. And while the findings did not prove the colonists lived there, Clay Swindell of the 
Museum of the Albermarle in Elizabeth City told The Virginian-Pilot of Norfolk that the findings certainly show they 
could have. Citing Google Earth, the newspaper reported that the Bertie site lies 49.32 nautical miles from 
Roanoke Island. 

Before White, the governor of the Roanoke settlement, left the colony for England in 1587 to bring back supplies, 
historical accounts say, he told members of the settlement to “remove 50 miles into the main.” 

Last year’s sixth season of the FX program “American Horror Story,” subtitled “My Roanoke Nightmare,” spun its 
modern-day fictional tale from the history of the British settlement on the Outer Banks. The 2015 film “Roanoke: 
Search for the Lost Colony” was also a fictional account based on true events, and the History Channel has aired 
the specials “Return to Roanoke: Search for the Seven” and “Roanoke: A Mystery Carved in Stone” in recent 
months. 

Speculation on the colony — one of America’s oldest mysteries — has intrigued students of history for more than 
400 years. Historians have advanced various theories, with some believing that the settlers starved to death. 
Others theorize that they were attacked and killed or attempted to leave by boat and drowned. 

There also has been speculation that the settlers might have been absorbed, intermarrying into friendly Native 
American tribes, perhaps after moving further inland into what is now North Carolina. Pate subscribes to the latter 
theory. He has based his belief on his studies of books, newspaper articles and interviews with longtime Robeson 
County residents. 

Those findings count Pate among those who believe that the Lumbees have roots in the Lost Colony. Many have 
long believed that the Lumbees were mostly Cheraw Indians and related Siouan-speaking tribes. 

As part of what he calls proof of the Lost Colony connection, Chavis cites the similarities between the Lumbee 
Indian and Outer Banks dialects. The unique dialect that the Lumbees have carved out over the years is a key part 
of their cultural legacy. It differs in many ways from the accents of the surrounding Southern whites and African- 
Americans. Researchers have said that includes the pronunciation of words and the way that words are put 
together to create sentences. 

“That is our orchard — that colony. That’s how we have our accent,” Chavis said. “That’s the reason people here 
(members of the Lumbee tribe) are what they are because of that blood. The colonists and full-blooded Indians 
were having children, who were mixed breed.” 

Nancy Fields, the director and curator of the UNC Pembroke’s Museum of the Southeast American Indian, said 
state legislator Hamilton McMillan used this speculative link as a kind of enticement when trying to gain state 
funding for the establishment of the Croatan Indian Normal School, a training ground for Robeson County 
teachers. McMillan, the founder of the school that would grow into UNC Pembroke, is said to have become 
convinced that those people now known as Lumbee were descendants of Sir Walter Raleigh’s Lost Colony. He 
used that unverified information to help enact legislation that would serve to provide education to the Indian 
children of Robeson County. 

The school opened in 1887 with 15 students and one teacher, and has since erected a statue in McMillan’s honor 
on campus in front of the Old Main building. In 1888, the McMillan book “The Lost Colony” was published. 

“Whether he truly believed it or not,” Fields said, “it was genius. That sentiment that vessels of people embodied, 
or carried on, the blood of the former Lost Colony. He wrote about it, and there’s some correspondence to where 
he was exploring the idea. I think the greatest evidence was the speech. Folks were coming down from that area, 
from northern Virginia where they were essentially isolated. Most were indentured servants, under contract, who 
came out of England. They literally brought over Elizabethan English. And it just carried forth.” 

Though never been proven, Chavis clings to the belief that Virginia Dare’s remains lie under that old oak tree, 
surrounded by farmland off Buie-Philadelphus Road. He’s passionate about it, and he wants to get the word out to 
the public. 
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“There are going to be some of my people who will consider me a traitor. The people need to know,” he said, while 
walking back to his car from the site. “Whether a full-blown archaeological team comes or not, this is Virginia 
Dare’s grave.” 

Staff writer Michael Futch can be reached at mfutch@fayobserver.com or 486-3529. 
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Considering the trouble I had finding examples of ghosts from the 
orange/yellow part of the spectrum, it came as a relief to find myself in the 
more familiar landscape of the green-clad Gentry, in an embarrassment 
of verdant riches. 

Green is decidedly the color of the uncanny; think of the Green Children 
of Saint Martin’s Land, the sinister leafy masks of the Green Man, the 
beheaded-yet-living Green Knight of Sir Gawain, Little Green Men.... On 
mortals, however, it was not a good look, for the Fae were said to be 
territorial about their favored color. 

Green is worn by the fairy folk, for green is the colour of eternal 
youth, and they guard it jealously against presumptuous mortals. 

There was a curious instance of this superstition in a Cornish fishing village a year or two 
ago. “I’ve seen Miss A. in a green dress,” said an old villager; “she’ll be wearing black 
before many weeks are out! I’d never let none of my maidens wear green.” And sure 
enough, within a month, Miss A. was in mourning. The Occult Review February 1922: p. 

91-92 

Even in the 1930s, the belief was still current among those of Scottish heritage: 

GREEN IS FAIRY-LIGHT 

Our Old Country folk carried many a poetic belief to the new lands, sometimes to fit in 
rather well with primitive popular fancy. The other day a Wellington woman paid a visit to 
an old Scottish acquaintance, a Western Highlands dame of eighty-six. The visitor was 
wearing a new all-green dress. “My dear,” said the old lady, “you shouldn’t be wearing 
that dress. You must always wear a bit of blue or some other colour with it.” “Why?” was 
the natural inquiry. “Because,” the Highland woman explained, “green is the colour of the 
little folks. They are always dressed in green, and it is not right or lucky to wear exactly 
what they wear. When you go home you should alter it. Meanwhile”—and she pinned a 
marigold posy on her friend’s dress. 

The old lady was not joking, as she told her friend; she was brought up with a faith in all 
manner of fairy lore, and it persisted through a long life.... I have read of a small lake in 
the hills of the Isle of Skye which is deep green in hue, and the people say that the fairy 
folk wash their garments in it, hence the colour. Auckland [NZ] Star, 15 June 1935: p. 8 
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Green was the quintessential fairy color, but in contrast to the stories above of fairies being jealous 
of mortals wearing green, this account suggests that the color could be used by occultists as a 
protective charm against them. 

In the British Museum is such a formula contained in the Papyrus of Nesi Amsu, a Scribe 
of Amen Ra (No. 10188), dated in the twelfth year of Pharaoh Alexander, the son of 
Alexander (i.e. Alexander II), about B.c. 312, almost every detail of which may be 
paralleled from the witchcraft trials. It must be recited over the name of Apophi, written in 
green ink on new papyrus, and over a wax figure of Apophi inscribed with his name in 
green ink. This green ink was for some time a puzzle to me, for the black magical rituals 
mostly prescribe the writing of names in blood, usually the blood of a crow, but 
occasionally of other birds or beasts. But an old minister from the western islands, a 
great Gaelic scholar, knowing that I was curious in such matters, showed me an ancient 
Gaelic MS. of fairy lore, wherein it was said that one may perhaps be afflicted by ill- 
disposed fairies, and for remedy thereof a certain fairy name should be written in green, 
the same being the fairy colour, and if this were buried by the doorstep of the afflicted 
person the fairies would be unable to attack him. The Occult Review August 1917: p. 77- 
78 

Green was one of the tints of the underworld. It was also the color of the Cu Sith, the death-dealing 
Scottish fairy dog and was sometimes worn by the Banshee and other messengers of Death, such 
as “The Green Laddie” of Fyvie Castle. 

Among those who have suffered in this manner are Lord and Lady Leith, who, when they 
acquired Fyvie Castle, in Aberdeenshire, were disposed to ridicule the idea that it was 
accounted unlucky. Lady Leith is an American woman, a daughter of D. A. January of St. 
Louis, and her husband, after retiring from the British navy, established himself in 
business in this country, and made a large fortune in Chicago as president of the Joliet, 
the Illinois, and the Federal Steel Companies, before returning to his native land to buy 
Fyvie Castle. All sorts of legends cluster round the latter, including that of the Trumpeter 
of Fyvie, whose unhappy love for Annie Tifty, the miller’s daughter, has furnished the 
themes of so many poems. 

The Trumpeter’s tragic death, which is said to have caused even the very stones to 
weep, led to the imposition of a curse upon the castle by that master of magic and spells, 
Thomas the Rhymer, who, angered beyond measure at the disposition of the lord of the 
castle to ridicule the idea that stones could weep, declared that the ownership of Fyvie 
should never pass from father to son until the third of three stones known as “The 
Weeping Stones” was recovered. One of the stones is built into the castle walls, where it 
absorbs and exudes moisture in a most curious way; another is transferred to the 
possession of each purchaser or tenant of the estate; while the third, which is missing, is 
currently believed to be lying embedded in the mud at the bottom of a terribly deep lake 
in a remote portion of the property. Whatever doubts may have existed in the mind of 
Lord and Lady Leith as to the value of this superstition were set at rest by the death of 
their only son Percy in South Africa during the Boer War. 

Not but his parents were prepared for their bereavement. For fully twenty-four hours 
before the receipt of the despatches containing news that the young officer, born in 
America, had fallen in battle, the people of Fyvie Castle had been troubled by the 
appearance of the specter of the Trumpeter, known in the countryside as “The Green 
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Laddie,” who for the last five hundred years has invariably shown himself when ever any 
calamity was about to overtake the owners or occupants of Fyvie. Evening Star 
[Washington DC] 27 January 1907: p. 9 [Other sources say that the Laddie is a Lady.] 

That lyrical paranormalist, Elliott O’Donnell, told of a kindly banshee, dressed in a bright green 
dress, who kept a lonely boy company until, one night, she came to fetch him away. This gentleman 
of the Gentry, dressed in an archaic green coat, also attempted to lure away a child. 

The Green Man 

An old lady in Yorkshire related as follows:—My eldest daughter Betsey was about four 
years old; I remember it was on a fine summer’s afternoon, or rather evening, I was 
seated in this chair which I now occupy. The child had been in the garden, she came into 
that entry or passage from the kitchen (on the right side of the entry was the old parlour- 
door, on the left the door of the common sitting-room; the mother of the child was in a 
line with both the doors); the child, instead of turning towards the sitting-room made a 
pause at the parlour-door, which was open. She stood several minutes quite still; at last I 
saw her draw her hand quickly towards her body; she set up a loud shriek and ran, or 
rather flew, to me crying out ” Oh! Mammy, green man will hab me! green man will hab 
me!” It was a long time before I could pacify her; I then asked her why she was so 
frightened. “O Mammy,” she said, “all t’parlour is full of addlers and menters.” Elves and 
fairies (spectres ?) I suppose she meant. She said they were dancing, and a little man in 
a green coat with a gold-laced cocked hat on his head, offered to take her hand as if he 
would have her as his partner in the dance. The mother, upon hearing this, went and 
looked into the old parlour, but the fairy vision had melted into thin air. “Such,” adds the 
narrator, “is the account I heard of this vision of fairies. The person is still alive who 
witnessed or supposed she saw it, and though a well-informed person, still positively 
asserts the relation to be strictly true. The Fairy Mythology, Thomas Keightley, 1850: p. 

308-09 

The castles of Scotland positively bristle with Green Ladies, most with tragic and legendary back- 
stories, first recorded in the heyday of Sir Walter Scott. The Green Ladies are generally 
so legendary that they appear only in folklore collections, rather than in person. So it is refreshing to 
find several eye-witness accounts of “Green Jean” of Wemyss Castle. 

My last reminiscence will be a ghost story for which I can vouch the truth. 

My sister Millicent (who, as I have said married Mr. Hay Erskine Wemyss, of Wemyss 
Castle) herself told me the story. 

There was a large party staying at Wemyss Castle for Christmas, and my sister had 
arranged some theatricals for Christmas evening for the amusement of her guests. She 
had driven out to Kirkcaldy, the nearest town in those days, to purchase several 
requisites for the evening’s amusement, and had not returned when what I am about to 
relate took place. 

I ought to have begun by stating that “the ghost” of Wemyss Castle was always styled 
“Green Jean,” and was supposed to appear in the form of a beautiful, tall, slim lady, clad 
in a long gown of green that “swished” very much as she walked, or rather, glided, by. No 
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one seemed to know her history, or, at all events, it was a subject which was to be 
avoided. 

But to my story. 

Everything had been prepared for the theatricals, which were to take place in a large 
room, which was then used as a dining-room. A stage had been placed at the further 
end, and a curtain was hung in readiness. It must be noted that there was a small room 
which led from the stage, its door being in front of the curtain, and in view of everybody. 
This door was kept shut, the room being generally used by the butler to keep glasses, 
&c., in. At the time it was perfectly empty. 

On the afternoon in question, two girls, my sister’s eldest daughter and a girl friend, were 
sitting over the fire. It was a cold, wet afternoon, and though it was late, except for the 
fire, which was a roaring one in an enormous fireplace, there was no light; the room was 
shut up and the candles were not yet lit. 

My niece and her friend were talking over the coming theatricals. Nothing could be heard 
but their two voices, and the violent rain which was pouring against the window. 

Suddenly a rustling sound smote their ears, as if coming from the stage. They looked up; 
the curtain, however, remained down. But presently it was gently pushed aside to make 
room for the entry of a tall, pale-looking lady dressed in green, who held a sort of 
Egyptian lamp (lit). 

The lady took no notice of either of the girls, but, holding the lamp well in front of her, she 
walked calmly (her long gown “swishing” after her as she went) up to the door, before 
mentioned, in front of the curtain. She opened it, passed into the room, and closed it 
noiselessly. My niece was much excited. She sprang to the door, and taking the handle 
in her hand she called out to her companion, “Get a candle quickly; there is no way out 
of the room into which she is gone, and it is quite dark.” The other girl hurriedly brought a 
light and ran to the door. They opened it. It was pitch dark-no sign of the Green Lady. To 
their amazement she had disappeared into space. 

Not long after my sister’s carriage was heard driving up to the door. The two girls rushed 
out to meet her, and told her “We have seen ‘Green Jean!'” My sister knew the effect 
such a report might have upon the visitors and the servants, and that it might alarm the 
latter so much as to spoil the arrangements and the pleasures of the evening. She was 
not the person herself to be alarmed at a ghost, but she feared the effects of such a 
report upon the others, so the story was hushed up. 

Not long after my sister herself saw the Green Lady. But to relate this, I must state that 
my sister’s sitting-room, in which she always sat and wrote her private letters, donne-e d 
on the sea, into which you could easily throw a stone from the window. The door of this 
room was at the end of a long gallery, upon which the doors of several rooms opened. 
The next room to my sister’s sitting-room was her son’s sitting-room, in which he 
transacted all business, and that room led into his bedroom. All the doors of these rooms 
opened on a gallery, which looked out (or used to do so—for I have not been at Wemyss 
Castle for many years) on to a court-yard with a plot of grass in the middle. 
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On the evening of the event I am about to relate, it was, as often is the case in bonnie 
Scotland, a pouring wet night. My sister’s son had been out riding most of the day, and 
he being at that time rather delicate-chested, his mother was anxious that he should 
come home. 

Suddenly she heard the door-bell ring, and then her son’s hasty footsteps into his sitting- 
room, and thence to his bedroom. Feeling much relieved, and knowing a young man’s 
dislike to espionage, even as regards his health, she waited quietly in her sitting-room. In 
about half an hour’s time, hearing no more, she put her head into his sitting-room, and 
walked through into his bedroom, which was lit by gas. Seeing that his wet clothes were 
all lying on the ground she was satisfied, and made good her way out on to the gallery, 
when, to her surprise, she saw, about twenty yards off, coming towards her along the 
gallery, a tall lady in green! Although the house was full of guests, my sister could not 
conceive for a moment who this lady could be, for it was some one she had never seen 
before. 

The lady walked in a slow, dignified fashion, and seemed in no way put out at seeing 
another person on the gallery. For a moment my sister stared in astonishment, but in a 
flash she felt who it was. 

“It is ‘Green Jean,'” she said to herself, “and I shall wait till she comes up to me, and then 
I shall walk by her side, and see what she will say.” She waited. “Green Jean” joined her, 
but turned her head away ! My sister moved on by her side, but, as she afterwards told 
me, she felt tongue-tied. The figure accompanied her to the end of the gallery, and then 
—was gone. 

My sister felt, I think, annoyed with herself for not having done or said something. But 
when afterwards some one rebuked her for her faintheartedness, she said truly, “I 
walked by her the whole length of the gallery, and I don’t think there are many who would 
have done that —but speak / could not. ” 

My Memories and Miscellanies, by The Countess of Munster [Wilhelmina FitzClarence, 
Countess of Munster], 1904: pp. 159-164 

I think we can all agree that Millicent did well to walk even a few feet by the side of the 
reticent green wight... 

Has “Green Jean” been seen since? And who was the “old minister from the western islands, a 
great Gaelic scholar” who said that he possessed a manuscript recommending green ink? Green 
with envy over that ms. of Gaelic fairy lore... chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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Imaging the year is 1925 and 
it is a dark winters night, the 
sky is clear and the air is cold, 
a frost is starting to bite at the 
whitening verge side. You and 
your partner are driving along 
the B3212 between 
Postbridge and Two bridges 
after visiting friends in 
Moretonhampstead. This old 
turnpike road was once known 
as the ‘Carters Road’ because 
a man called Carter built it. 
The car is freezing and to 
keep out the moorland chill 
you both have heavy coats 

and thick gloves. On the left the moon is peering up over Arch tor and the combination of it’s yellowish beams and 
the dim car headlights a pair of fiery eyes are gleaming in the middle of the road. As you get nearer a brown 
hunched figure stands transfixed, those blood red eyes just stare deep into your soul. Your partner screams and 
you grab the brake, the heavy rubber tyres slide across the icy surface. Seconds seem like minutes as the vehicle 
glides gracefully sidewards along the bumpy road and stops just short of the static monster of the night. Gradually 
your racing heart slows down and your senses return, and there a red deer, transfixed with fear in the glare of the 
headlights, stands quivering. Your partner is not sure whether to laugh or cry, the deer regains its wits and 
gracefully bounds off towards Archerton Bog, the swishing of the icy grass is the only sound that betrays the path 
of the animal. 

If it was not so cold you would take off your gloves and light a cigarette, but there are many miles to go before you 
sleep so onwards speeds the little car. The headlights pick out the small Cherrybrook Bridge in the distance and 
you can see the sharp right hand bend leading into it. Knowing the road is icy you gently apply the brakes and 
select your course, allowing for the hard granite parapet of the bridge. Suddenly and for no reason the car sharply 
veers to the left hand side of the road, you grip the wheel tighter and notice a pair of severed hands clamped 
around it. No matter how hard you try to force the car back onto the road the hands stubbornly steer it towards the 
verge. A sickening jolt announces that the car has just left the road, this is followed by a nerve grating screeching 
sound as the willow branches scratch along the side of the vehicle. Eventually the car crashes to a halt, steam 
billows hissing up into the cold night air and there is silence, a stomach churning silence. Nervously you glance at 
the steering wheel those putrid, ghostly hands have vanished as quickly as they appeared. You check your 
partner, she is as white as the big moon that is hanging over the moor, the smell of hot oily water and burning 
rubber flares your nostrils... Congratulations you have just met the ‘Hairy Hands of Dartmoor’! 

Some time around the early 1900’s a series of accidents were reported along the stretch of the B3212 road which 
runs from above Postbridge to Two Bridges. Cyclists said how suddenly the handlebars of their bikes were 
wrenched out of their hands, forcing the bike into the ditch. Pony and traps were also forced off the road and onto 
the verge. Drivers of cars and motor coaches were experiencing the same occurrences. In 1921 Dr Helby from 
Princetown had his motorcycle and side car suddenly forced out of control. His two children were tossed out of the 
sidecar and sadly the doctor was killed. Not long after this tragic event and Army Officer was injured when his 
motorcycle was driven off the road, he lived to tell the tale and the one he told was that of muscular, hairy hands 
clamping over his and forcing the bike into the verge. The Daily Mail soon picked up the story and the ghostly 
events became headline news. The local authorities sent engineers to investigate and repairs were made to the 
road. There is a tale that later that year a charabanc carrying some tourists along the B3212 had an unfortunate 
encounter with the ghostly ‘Hairy Hands'. Apparently the vehicle was merrily speeding along when suddenly it 
swerved and shot across to the otherside of the road and mounted a bank. At this point of time seat belts were not 
compulsory and so several of the passengers were ejected out of the charabanc, one of which was seriously 
injured. Afterwards the driver reported that a pair of ghastly hairy hands had grabbed the wheel and forced him off 
the road. 
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In the 1920’s a woman staying in a caravan parked in the ruins of Powder Mills was woken one night and saw a 
hairy hand creeping up the window, she made the appropriate sign of the cross and the dismembered limb 
vanished. 

A car was then found upturned in the ditch with its driver dead at the wheel, the cause of the accident was never 
established. To this present day there are still reports of either spectral hands grabbing the steering wheel or of an 
evil presence inside the car which in some cases leads to erratic steering. 

STOP PRESS ! STOP PRESS ! STOP PRESS 

A world exclusive, whilst driving over the Higher Cherrybrook Bridge I saw the ‘Hairy Hands’, (June 8th 2006), I 
swung the car violently into the car park, grabbed my camera and went back to investigate. There right in front of 
my eyes were the two black hairy hands swinging on the barbed wire fence - wow!!!! 

I put before you the very first photographic evidence of the ghostly ‘hairy hands’ of Dartmoor which I will add, I 
risked life and limb to get. 



Hairy Hands 


As with most things, the danger of putting them in 
the public domain always risks exposure to the 
arseholes in life and such is the case with the 
monkey. Some faceless creep has decided to 
pinch the ‘hairy hands’ and so you will no longer 
see him! 

© Copyright Legendary Dartmoor 2017, All Rights 
Reserved 
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The Local 
5 October 2017 
12:06 CEST+02:00 

Italy’s Health Ministry has ordered the recall of a batch of 
frozen spinach after several people who ate it suffered 
signs of mandrake poisoning. 

A family of four in Milan sought emergency treatment for 
“mental confusion and amnesia” on September 30th, 
reported Italian news agency Ansa, after each of them had 
eaten frozen spinach produced by French company 
Bonduelle. 

Their symptoms were found to be consistent with ingesting 
mandrake, a poisonous plant with hallucinogenic properties. 
Native to the Mediterranean region, it can potentially sprout 
up amongst food crops - which is how, it is feared, its leaves may have made their way into packs of spinach. 

The scare prompted the Italian Health Ministry to issue a nationwide recall for the batch in question, lot 15986504- 
7222 45M63 of Bonduelle’s 750g packs of Spinaci Millefoglie, with the expiration date 8/2019. 

While stressing that none of its products had been confirmed to be contaminated, Bonduelle said it would recall 
four other batches of frozen spinach as a precaution. 

They will be taken off sale in supermarkets and removed from future distribution, the company said. Any 
consumers who have already bought one of the packs are advised not to eat them. 

Mandrake plants have long been the subject of legend, including the belief that 
their roots scream when they are dug up. Photo: De Materia Medica by 
Dioscurides in the Biblioteca Nazionale of Naples, via Wikimedia Commons. 

The lots affected are: 15986504, 15986506, 15995174 and 16008520, all with 
the expiration date 8/2019. 

If eaten mandrake plants can cause hallucinations, blurred vision, headaches, 
vomiting and raised heart rate, among other symptoms. They were nonetheless 
used in traditional medicine for centuries for their supposed abilities to relieve 
pain and put people to sleep. 
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Towards the end of 1803, a number of people in the 
Hammersmith area of London claimed they had 
seen and, in some cases, even been attacked by 
a spectre which they believed to be the ghost of 
someone who had committed suicide. What they 
allegedly saw was an apparition dressed in white 
robes. One woman, in particular, said that she saw 
something rise up from the tombstones, she tried to 
run but the ghost overtook her, held her in its arms, 
she fainted and was discovered later by neighbours 
who took her home and put her to bed. At that time it was the case that anyone who committed 
suicide could not be buried in consecrated ground as it was believed that their souls would not rest. 


On January 2, 20150ctober 31,2017By Sarah 
Murdenln 18th Century FolkloreSupernatural 



With all these reports the locals set up patrols 
and on the 3rd January 1804 Francis 
Smith, aged 29 years, an excise officer, armed 
with a gun saw a figure in white. He demanded 
the identity of the figure and when the figure 
did not respond but moved towards him, Smith 
shot the apparition. It was established 
afterwards that the apparition who died from 
this shot was a 23-year-old James or 
Thomas Milwood, a bricklayer, who according 
to the Old Bailey transcript was wearing: 


‘ Linen trowsers [sic] entirely white, 

washed very clean, a waistcoat of flannel, apparently new, very white, and an apron, 
which he wore round him; his trowsers [sic] came down almost to the edge of his shoes’ 


We have seen records that name him as James Milwood, but just to confirm, according to the burial 
records for Hammersmith the deceased was a Thomas Milwood, aged 22. 
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Milwood 


P Francis 
Smith 
gave 
himself 
up to the 

police and was put on trial at the Old Bailey for murder. It was decided by the judge that if the case 
were proven then he would be found guilty of murder and nothing less. The jury, however, was 
sympathetic and gave the verdict as manslaughter but the judge was not happy with this and the 
jury was forced to revise it to murder. 
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After passing the sentence of death Lord Chief Baron Macdonald reported the case to the King and 
the sentence was reduced to a year’s hard labour. 

After the trial, a shoemaker, by the name of John Graham, admitted that he was the ‘ghost.’ He had 
covered himself in a white sheet to frighten his apprentice for reading ghost stories to his children. 

Full transcript: Old Bailey Online 

2 thoughts on “The Hammersmith Ghost” 

1 . 

First Night Design 

Reblogged this on First Night History. 

January 3, 2015 at 4:17 pm Reply 

2 . 

Pingback: Assembly Rooms, February 2015 

The articles published on All Things Georgian are copyright by their respective authors. An article 
may not be reproduced in any medium without the authors permission and full acknowledgement. 
You are welcome to cite or quote from an article provided you give full acknowledgement to the 
original author. 
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Posted on January 30, 2017 by Feather Schwartz Foster 


Grave robbing, and its cousin, body snatching has been around since antiquity. 




photos-of-ben 


Body 

snatching is 
somewhat 
different. This 
entails taking 
the corpse 
itself, a 
practice that 
had become 
widespread 
during the 18th 

and 19th century in America (older than that in Europe), mostly for the purpose of selling corpses to 
medical schools for dissection. Students had to learn. Cadavers had to be provided for anatomy 
classes. 


Anatomy students dissecting a cadaver. 


Archaeologists always sigh at the amount of 
priceless treasure and artifacts and history lost over 
the centuries to grave robbers who search tombs 
and cemeteries for the remains of wealthy or 
prominent citizens for treasures that may have been 
entombed with them. Taking one’s valuables to the 
afterlife was a long-time tradition in many societies. 


Occasionally, a body might be snatched for truly nefarious purposes, such as the aborted ransom 
scheme to steal the corpse of Abraham Lincoln in 1876. When the martyred president was re¬ 
buried, it was in a steel lined casket, buried in a ten-foot deep crypt, covered by ten feet of cement. 

John Scott Harrison: Son and Father 


The only man who holds the distinction of being both the son and the father of a president is John 
Scott Harrison (1804-1878), youngest son of the 9th President, William Henry Harrison, and the 
father of the 23rd President, Benjamin Harrison (by his second wife). While John Harrison came 
from a distinguished family (his grandfather was a signer of the Declaration of Independence), the 
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William Henry Harrison, grandfather of 
Benjamin Harrison. 


John Scott Harrison, son-of Benjamin Harrison (1833-1901) had an 

and father-ofpresidents. undistinguished youth-to-manhood, save for 

the fact that he moved to Indianapolis and 
became an attorney of mediocre success. In 
a profession where young lawyers were 
dependent on referral scraps from established colleagues’ tables, Harrison received few 
opportunities or encouragement, since he had a reputation of being aloof, or a cold-fish, with few 
friends. He took on several paying-positions within the court system to augment his meager 
practice. 


low birth order and a couple of generations of large Harrison families had 
diluted their fortune. To wit, he was not wealthy. 

He had studied early on to become a doctor 
(much like William Henry Harrison had 
done), and gave it up to manage his property 
in North Bend, Ohio. He served for two terms 
as Whig Congressman in the 1850s, and 
past that, little is known of him. Until he died. 

Benjamin Harrison: Lawyer, General and 
POTUS-to-be. 


Then came the Civil War. Northern Governors were tasked to provide volunteer 
soldiers, and authorized to commission officers. Harrison duly set up a recruiting 
office, raised a regiment and was commissioned Colonel, despite the fact that he 
had no military experience. Nevertheless, he served with Sherman’s army 
capably, competently, learning on-the-fly, and with sufficient distinction to become 
brevet Brigadier General. 

After his discharge in 1865, he returned to Indianapolis where being a lawyer, a 
Republican and a Brigadier General overcame his lack of personality. Having 
Grandpa WHH didn’t hurt, either. He became a political figure, ran-and-lost in 
some local elections, but at only 43, was considered someone to “keep a political 
eye on” in 1876. 

The Death of John Scott Harrison 

John Harrison died in 1876, and the family gathered to pay their respects. At the cemetery, however, 
one of Ben Harrison’s brothers noticed a nearby grave of a friend who had died a few days earlier. It 
had been visibly disturbed, and the Harrison family was suspicious of mayhem. They insisted their 
father’s coffin be covered with heavy rocks and cement prior to final interment, and engaged a guard 
to watch the gravesite for a month. 

The next day, Ben’s brother John and a friend, accompanied by three policemen went to investigate 
the suspected grave-robbery of their friend, a young man in his early twenties, who had died of 
consumption. Their investigation took them to the Medical College of Ohio, a prime venue for 
receiving stolen cadavers. The newspapers even reported that someone had seen “a stiff’ wrapped 
in white cloth being taken into the school in the wee hours of the morning. 



Benjamin Harrison, 
sandwich president 
between Cleveland 
administrations. 
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The janitor of the school hemmed and hawed, but the body of Augustus Devin, the fellow in 
question, could not be found. Young Harrison and his friend (and presumably the policemen) 
pressed on, and investigated further. Their snooping uncovered what looked to be a trap-door in an 
upstairs floor. When they pried it open, they were stunned to see a naked corpse suspended upside 
down by a rope, inside the shaft, obviously to hide it from prying eyes until it could be “utilized” by 
the college anatomy students. 

But the amazing surprise was that it was not the body of a young tuberculosis victim - it was the 
body of their father, the 73-year-old John Scott Harrison! The body snatchers had obviously been 
watching the interment, and later drilled opened the casket from the “foot” end, pried the body out, 
yanking it by the ankles. 

The Aftermath of the Body-Snatching 

Of course it made the newspapers! The medical professors were 
unapologetic, insisting it was the only way sufficient cadavers could be 
obtained for research and training purposes. There were no answers and 
no indictments were brought. But the backlash was strong. 

Benjamin Harrison, son-and-lawyer, filed a civil suit against the medical 
college, but Ohio’s Hamilton County Courthouse burned down in 1884, 
and all records pertaining to the suit were lost. It was also not an episode 
that the Harrisons were eager to share, particularly once Ben became a 
US Senator, en route to the White House in 1888. 

But in reaction to the Harrison body-snatching, at least five states 
amended their grave-robbing laws to include stiff penalties (no pun 

Twelve years after his father’s intended) for illegal stiffs. Medical schools would thereafter rely solely on 

body snatching incident, 

Benjamin Harrison was elected unclaimed bodies who had died in state care or institutions: paupers, the 
president. insane, orphans or prisoners. 



Sources: 

Sievers, Harry J. - Vol. 2 Hoosier Statesman From The Civil War To The White House 1865-1888 - 
University Publishers, 1968 

http://www.presidentbenjaminharrison.org/ 

http://afflictor.eom/2014/02/28/old-print-article-how-harrison-found-his-fathers-body-new-york-times- 

1910/ 

http://blog.constitutioncenter.org/2015/10/two-body-snatching-tales-with-presidential-connections/ 
http://bioguide.congress.gov/scripts/biodisplay.pl?index=h000272 
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The stark island mass burial site off of New York for the city's dead dailymail.co.uk 


Daily Htail 

.com 


New York's Island of Lost Souls: The largest mass 
burial site in America where more than 1 MILLION 
nameless adults and babies are laid to rest in 
trenches dug by inmates 


• Hart Island is a small strip of land off the coast of the Bronx which has functioned as 
a New York City burial ground for nearly 150 years 

• The island has hosted everything from a rehab center to a workhouse to a Nike 
missile site during its history 

• Hart Island is run by the Department of Correction, and inmates from Rikers Island 
are driven over from the prison to bury the city's dead - earning 50 cents per hour 

• Trenches are left open until they are filled with the coffins of 150 adults or 1000 
babies buried in pine boxes 

• The island has been plagued by vandalism and erosion, resulting in exposed bones; 
the government allocated more than $13million after Hurricane Sandy to facilitate a 
cleanup 

• Access to the island is severely restricted; relatives of the dead are only allowed to 
visit on one designated day per month and must register beforehand, sign a waiver and 
relinquish phones and digital devices 

• Many New Yorkers have no idea that Hart Island exists, and many people do not 
realize that their relatives ended up in mass graves at the burial site 

• The identities of those buried on Hart Island reflect New York City's diversity, ranging 
from drug addicts to academics to stillborn babies and accident victims 

• Artist Melinda Hunt has spent decades advocating on behalf of the Hart Island dead, 
starting a nonprofit that aims to strip away the anonymity and memorialize the people 
buried there 

• The Hart Island Project's Traveling Cloud Museum lists the dead and maps their 
burial plots, offering families a chance to share the stories of their lives 


By Sheila Flynn For Dailymail.com 


The plain wooden coffins are lowered, one by one, from the back of a morgue truck into the hands 
of waiting inmates, men standing in a pre-dug trench already filled with other bodies on a small, 
narrow strip of land off the coast of the Bronx. The only other people on the island - beside the 
inmates and the dead - are armed Department of Correction officers, overseeing this New York City 
burial as the rest of the nation’s largest metropolis - almost wholly unaware this place exists - get 
ready for work. 


This is just a regular Thursday on Hart Island, essentially the city’s potter’s field - though not all who 
end up here, it turns out, are destitute or unknown. The bodies are collected from the city morgues 
several times a week, ferried to a dock at the end of a residential street by a truck driver who 
alternately naps and drinks Dunkin Donut’s coffee as he awaits the arrival of inmates from Rikers 
Island. Then the morgue truck and the inmates take a boat across the Long Island Sound, 
disembarking to drive along unpaved roads to open grave sites. Trenches ten feet deep are left 
open, week after week, until they’re filled with 150 adult coffins, stacked three high, or 1,000 tiny 
pine boxes holding babies. Once the trenches are filled, the graves are covered in and eventually 
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marked with nothing more than a stark white stake. The dead, on Hart Island, are nameless. It’s the 
largest mass burial site in America. 

Hart Island was purchased by New York City nearly 150 years ago, and its use as a potter's field 
began the following year; the Department of Correction has been in charge of island burials for 
much of that time. New York residents being interred today by inmates earning 50 cents an hour join 
more than one million city residents who represent snapshots of the city’s history, from Civil War 
veterans to casualties of 1960s drug abuse - including child star Bobby Driscoll - to early victims of 
the AIDS crisis, buried 14-feet deep amidst fear and confusion about the deadly virus. 


The island itself has served a range of functions, hosting at different stages a workhouse, a 
tuberculosis hospital, an asylum, even a Nike missile installation during the Cold War. The last 
occupied structure, a rehab center, closed in the 1970s, and the abandoned buildings are now 
crumbling and filled with rubble. Vandalism by adventure seekers - who flout the law and take their 
own boats or dinghies to the island - has been a consistent problem over the years. 


Hart Island, off the coast of the New York 
City borough of the Bronx, is reached by 
ferry from City Island; here, a ferry carries 
inmates from Rikers Island on a trip to bury 
the city's dead 

Once the inmate bus and morgue trucks 
leave the ferry dock, they travel past 
abandoned buildings on the island - which 
has housed everything from a rehab center 
to a hospital during its history - as well as 
past white markers denoting mass graves 



. 
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Inmates, accompanied by armed Department of Correction officers, unload coffins from the morgue 
truck and transfer them into pre-dug trenches, which are left open until they are filled with 150 adults 
or 1,000 babies 


The inmates assisting in Hart Island burials are paid 50 cents an hour for their work; many New 
Yorkers have no idea that the island serves as the city's burial site or that prisoners bury the city's 
dead 
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It’s arguably easier for vandals to 
visit the island than it is for 
relatives of the people who are 
buried there. Unlike cities such as 
Los Angeles, which cremates its dead and 
holds an annual commemoration ceremony in 
the cemetery, New York buries its residents in 
a place that’s off limits to the public. For years, 
even the mothers of infants buried on Hart 
Island were denied permission to visit. But a 
New York Civil Liberties Union (NYCLU) 
lawsuit in 2014 paved the way for relatives to 
pay their respects on the island once a month 
on a designated day, allowing 50 people per 
visit - a number that has since been 
increased to 70. They’re required to register 
beforehand, relinquish phones and cameras 
and sign a waiver warning that any trips are taken at their own risk - absolving the DOC of 
‘exposure to dangerous chemicals, wild animals, collapsed building structures, spikes or pikes in the 
ground, or large or small holes.’ 


Vandalism has not been 
uncommon on Hart Island over 
the years, though - as property 
run by the Department of 
Correction - it is technically closed 
to the public and even relatives of 
the dead can only visit at certain 
times 


On one gloomy Saturday morning, DailyMail.com joined such relatives for the journey, invited by the 
great-great-great grandson of a man buried on Hart Island. The quiet group that gathered for the trip 
across the water was diverse: a 31-year-old Chinese hairdresser clutching a bouquet of flowers 
mourning his recently-deceased father; an elderly, flame-haired mother and her adult son, looking to 
pay respects to her own mother who died young; a Hispanic father from the Bronx who lost his baby 
25 years ago and only recently discovered his child’s burial site. 

There were no trenches being dug or filled on this weekend morning, and the relatives - all 
complete strangers beforehand - were accompanied the entire time by armed guards. When their 
visit was nearing an end, a guard offered to take a group picture - and, awkwardly, those assembled 
stood together, posing and then waiting their turn to grab a copy of the Polaroid before making the 
journey back. 

Hart Island is located a short ferry ride from City Island in the borough of the Bronx 

They were also accompanied by frequent visitor Melinda Hunt, who has dedicated countless hours 
of her time to Hart Island, the people buried there and their loved ones. Ms Hunt, an artist, first 
became interested in the island 30 years ago, when she visited the site for a photography project - 
and she has been passionate about it ever since, creating the nonprofit Hart Island Project, which 
features an interactive map and listings of people buried on Hart Island since 1980. The website 
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includes a clock for each person 
measuring the period of time they 
have been buried in anonymity until 
someone adds a story or image to 
memorialize their life. 


Canadian artist Melinda Hunt first 
visited the island for a photography 
project three decades ago and 
became dedicated to identifying the 
people buried there and advocating 
for change at the burial site; this photo 
shows an adult mass grave in 1992 


MJ Adams, who gave birth to a stillborn boy name Juan Carlos Gabard, spent 20 years trying to find 
the location of her son's grave after being told he would be 'buried with other babies' 


Traveling Cloud Museum: Memorial to the Hart Island dead 


The Traveling Cloud Museum is an interactive effort to remove from anonymity the people buried on 
Hart Island, offering relatives, friends or simply members of the public an opportunity to tell their 
stories and memorialize them. 


It was the brainchild of artist Melinda Hunt, founder of the Hart Island Project, who has spent 
decades raising awareness about Hart Island and advocating on behalf of the people buried there 
and their families. 


While the Department of Correction offers a database of Hart Island burials, The Traveling Cloud 
Museum lists each person’s name in chronological order, along with a ticking clock - which only 
stops after someone has posted a story or photo about the person’s life. The time they’ve remained 
or were anonymous - whether four weeks or four years - remains beside their name. 

Stories have poured in from everyone from children to neighbors of the Hart Island dead - as well 
as strangers who simply write ‘God bless you.’ 

The museum includes the person's name, date of death, date of burial, and plot number, as well as 
an interactive map of the Hart Island grave sites. 
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Ms Hunt is visibly saddened by that anonymity and the fact that many New Yorkers have no idea 
that their loved ones are buried in mass graves on Hart Island - particularly mothers who lose their 
babies and, for whatever reasons, consent to city burial, unaware their infants will end up in 
trenches of 1,000 on an island with restricted access. 

Her dedicated efforts played a huge part in the NYCLU lawsuit which partially opened the island to 
family members, albeit on such a limited basis. Soft-spoken but dogged, Ms Hunt is fighting for Hart 
Island to be made public and advocating for control to be transferred from the DOC to the 
Department of Parks and Recreation. 

The island has been plagued by erosion and exposed bones; a 2013 report from New York’s Office 
of the Chief Medical Examiner assessed the shoreline of the northern portion of the island and found 
human remains ‘eroding from the cliff banks in numerous locations.’ The bones, the report found, 
belonged to numerous individuals and were observed on the shoreline and along the cliff bank, 
while at least two exposed burials were observed actively eroding. 

The members of the OCME Forensic Anthropology Unit also came upon one nearly complete 
cranium with distinctive dental work, including fillings and gold crowns. The remains have since 
been gathered and reburied and were plentiful enough to necessitate an adult coffin. Indicative of 
the level of deterioration, Hart Island was awarded more than $13.2million after 2012’s Hurricane 
Sandy for repair and restoration and hazard mitigation work to its seawalls and shoreline. 

DOC spokesman Peter Thorne told DailyMail.com: The Department of Correction has administered 
the city cemetery on Hart Island for more than a century and considers this a solemn responsibility,' 
pointing out that the 'expanded visitation capacity for family members in a manner consistent with 
visitor security and safety concerns.' 

And as debate rages about the management of the island and its graves - and maintenance work 
continues - Ms Hunt hears daily from families trying to find their loved ones; countless people have 
located their relatives through the Hart Island project website. Some have chosen to exhume their 
loved ones; others have chosen to leave them at rest on the island; for others, it’s not even possible 
to find the graves given the amount of time that has passed. 

Now, family members share with DailyMail.com the stories of their loved ones’ lives, how they came 
to be buried on Hart Island... and how they eventually found out they were there. 

CAROL ANN MORGAN AND JOE CANONICO: Siblings who doted on each other and found resting 
places nearby - albeit on Hart Island - unbeknownst to their extended family 

Carol Ann Morgan was always flawlessly turned out for family occasions, dressed up with her 
mother, Ida, as they visited with relatives in Brooklyn. Born in 1948, Carol Ann had Down Syndrome, 
but her mother was determined not to give in to norms of the time and put her in an institution or 
hide her away; instead, Carol Ann lived at home and enjoyed a happy family life. 

‘At that time, you know, if you had a Down Syndrome child, they just would take it or say put it in an 
institution - and my aunt refused to do that,’ says Marguerite Vigliante, whose father was Carol 
Ann’s first cousin. ‘Carol Ann grew up living with her until my aunt died, which was in the 1990s. 

‘She was treated just normally; she was very beautiful. She couldn’t really go out on her own, so she 
lived with my aunt. She just had a beautiful personality. She came to all family events; my aunt 
always dressed her up. They’d come out with their mink coats and stuff. She had a very incredible 
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memory; she could remember anything. Every week she would memorize the TV guide. Every week 
you’d just call up and say, “What’s on TV Wednesday at six o’clock?” Boom - she’d know 
immediately. 

‘She used to do the Abbot and Costello routine, the baseball routine Who’s on First. She knew that 
by heart; she would just recite it for you. She was just a beautiful little personality.’ 

Carol Ann was doted on by her older half-brother, Joe Canonico, from her mother’s first marriage. 
When Ida died, Joe and his girlfriend took over care of Carol Ann, but the extended family saw her 
less and less. 


Joe worked in television but was always a bit of a mystery to his relatives, and Marguerite admits 
that he ‘got into some kind of issues.’ 



Carol Ann Morgan, 
center, is 

remembered by her 
cousin, Brooklyn 
resident Marguerite 
Vigliante, as a 
'beautiful little 
personality' who 
moved in with her 
brother following her 
mother's death 


Extended family lost 
track of Carol Ann, fourth from left, following her 
brother's death; they thought she had been living with 
his girlfriend but then learned she had died in an 
institution in 2008 and was buried on Hart Island 


Carol Ann's older 
brother Joe, 
pictured as a child 
in Brooklyn, was 
also buried on Hart 
Island following his 
death in 2003 


‘We wouldn’t see 
him for a while, 
then he would 
show up. He was 
involved in a lot of 

shady things. He would show up sometimes at 10 o’clock at night and he’d bring my father cigars 
and wine; he would just come with presents and things and then he’d disappear again,’ she says. 


When Joe died in 2003 at the age of 69, nobody claimed his body, despite the fact he had an ex- 
wife and children, as well as a girlfriend. 
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‘We didn’t know what to do, because we weren’t really next of kin - so nobody claimed the body,’ 
says Marguerite. ‘We don’t know what happened.’ 

They didn’t know where the burial was, but they still thought his girlfriend was taking care of Carol 
Ann - until the family realized they hadn’t had contact with the woman or Carol Ann in some time. 

Marguerite became curious a few years ago and began trying to find her first cousins once removed; 
she knew there was a city burial site and took a chance, coming upon the Hart Island database. She 
found out Carol Ann had died in 2008, at the age of 60, and been buried in New York’s potter’s field. 
The place of death listed was Brookhaven Rehabilitation and Health Care Center, and Marguerite 
believes Carol Ann spent her last years in at least one institution. 

‘It’s really sad, because she just had a really good life, and my aunt was so adamant about not 
sending her to an institution - and then she ended up in an institution,’ she says. 

Once she tracked Carol Ann to Hart Island, she suspected that Joe might have ended up there, too 
- and she was right. He died in April 2003 - and he’s also buried on the island. 

No one is exactly sure of the route either sibling took before ending up there - and Marguerite, like 
so many, was totally unfamiliar with the name Hart Island before her search for her cousins. 

‘I hadn’t heard anything,’ says the lifelong Brooklyn resident. ‘Everybody sort of knows there’s like a 
potter’s field someplace, so we knew there was a place that was basically a potter’s field, but I never 
knew where it was or it had a name or anything. I just assumed it was somewhere in the city or 
somewhere in the state. I had no idea; I had no preconceived thoughts.’ 

Brooklyn woman Marguerite Vigliante says that, before she 
found out her cousins were buried on Hart Island, she hadno 
idea that it functioned as the city's potter's field 

She says that, while it saddens her to think of her cousins’ final 
years - especially those of Carol Ann - it gives her some 
comfort to think that they’re buried in the same cemetery. And 
the ability to write their stories in the Hart Island Traveling Cloud 
museum also gave her a tiny bit of closure, which she feel 
extends to other families in similar situations with relatives on 
Hart Island. 

The online thing, it was very sort of satisfying to be able to 
actually be able to write something about both of them,’ says Marguerite, who added her cousins’ 
stories to the cloud. ‘And have a place to go, at least, even though it’s online. It’s like you have a 
place to go to sort of make a connection.’ 

She’s considered trying to visit Hart Island, but the logistics have so far deterred her. 

‘I’ve thought about it; my mother could not make that kind of trip, she’s 91,’ Marguerite says. ‘It 
seems a little daunting ... it’s not easy to do.’ 

She says she’s grateful to Melinda Hunt, as well, for all the research she’d done into Hart Island and 
for connecting so many families with relatives of whom they’d lost track. 
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‘I think she’s doing a great job; I think it’s amazing, to me, that as one person, she has taken this 
on,’ Marguerite says. ‘It seems like almost a solo project.’ 

BABY JUAN CARLOS GABARD: The beloved stillborn son of a mother who spent 20 years 
searching for his grave - only to find that visitation was not allowed 

The nightmare for MJ Adams began on August 20, 1995 with five words that every pregnant woman 
dreads hearing: ‘We can’t find a heartbeat.’ 

She was nine months pregnant and past her due date, and a scan a few weeks beforehand had 
revealed no problems with her baby - yet here she was with her husband at St Vincent’s Hospital in 
Manhattan, staring at the medical team in disbelief, absolutely devastated to learn that her baby 
would be stillborn. Later that day she naturally delivered her son, Juan Carlos, and agreed to an 
autopsy in the hopes of discovering what led to his death; in their grief, the financially struggling 
couple also consented to a city burial for Juan Carlos after being told that he would be laid to rest 
amongst other babies. 

The words ‘Hart Island’ were never mentioned, MJ says, nor was she informed that she would be 
unable to freely visit her son’s grave. 

MJ was, however, allowed to choose an outfit for her son’s burial, and she lovingly selected clothes 
she had received at her baby shower. It gave her peace of mind to know that she dressed her son 
for his final resting place, but even that dream would be shattered when she returned to the hospital 
for her six-week checkup and the autopsy results. 

‘It was just awful,’ she says. ‘I went and sat in that same room with all these other women that were 
pregnant. It’s really hard. And when they called my name, they put me in this room, and I’m just 
sobbing ... it’s just so weird. And then she came in and she’s like, “Oh my God, I don’t even know 
how to tell you this ... they buried your baby without the autopsy.’” 

She was left not only with no answers about the cause of her baby’s death, but also with doubts 
about whether he was dressed in her lovingly-chosen ensemble. 

Distraught, she wrote a letter to the hospital president on October 10, 1995, saying: ‘You can’t begin 
to imagine how hurt and angry I felt. To have been waiting for nothing! This loss is the second for my 
husband (he had lost a baby in the eight month in a previous marriage) and was the main reason we 
went ahead with the autopsy. I know that an autopsy of a stillborn may or maynot (sic) reveal 
anything but it could at least rule out some things. We would of (sic) liked to have some information 
since we plan on having another baby in the future. 

‘What is even more upsetting is that I went to the hospital a week after my delivery to give clothes 
for my baby to be buried in. This mental image of my baby in clothes that I especially had chosen 
has helped me tremendously get through the many bad days that I have experienced and now that 
memory has been destroyed since all I can think of is if the hospital even bothered to perform this 
task or that my baby was possibly already buried by the time I even dropped off the clothes.’ 

The hospital apologized and offered counseling and medical evaluations, but MJ and her husband 
were further horrified by the response they got when they broached the subject of exhumation. She 
says they were basically told: ‘We can’t dig your baby up, because if we dig your baby up, we’re 
going to have to dig up hundreds of other babies, and you wouldn’t want that.’ 
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‘What a horrible image,’ she says. ‘It never was once mentioned that I would never ever be able to 
go visit that place.’ 


It would be nearly 20 years before MJ found out that all of this could have been easily prevented; 
records eventually proved that, while she was grieving and complaining to the hospital, Juan Carlos 
was not actually buried until October 26, 1995. An autopsy still could have been carried out, and she 
could have ensured he was buried in the clothes she chose, if there had been proper monitoring of 
his body and burial and notification. 



MJ Adams, who now works as a chef in South 
Dakota, was nine months pregnant and past 
her due date when she was told doctors could 
no longer find a heartbeat; she consented to 
burial on Hart Island without realizing she 
would not be allowed to freely visit her son's 
grave 

MJ spent 20 years trying to discover the exact 
location of the resting place of her son, who 
she named Juan Carlos Gabard; the ferry that 
takes inmates and visitors - separately - to 
Hart Island leaves from the end of this 
residential street 

The efforts of Melinda Hunt, who started the 
nonprofit Hart Island Project, eventually led to 
the identification of the plot in which Juan 
Carlos was buried on Hart Island 

MJ still cherishes the sonogram of her son, 
left, but finds the hurdles to vising his grave - 
registration, a ferry trip and Department of 
Correction chaperones - to be daunting 

MJ finally got the chance to visit her son's 
grave in 2014; she was one of the first 
relatives to do so since the island was closed 
to the public in the 1970s. Because she was 
not allowed to take photos, she gathered some 
dirt from his gravesite, which she keeps 
displayed in her bedroom to feel close to him 

She also spent nearly 20 years trying to 
discover the exact location of her son’s burial 
place. Traumatized after the still birth, she and 
her husband left New York, moving to her 
native South Dakota - and their efforts to get a 


MJ still cherishes the sonogram of her son, Juan Carlos but finds the hurdles to vising his grave - 
registration, a ferry trip and Department of Correction chaperones - to be daunting 
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MJ finds the hurdles to vising his grave - registration, a ferry trip and Department of Correction 


death certificate over the phone, and even 
during a trip back to the city, yielded nothing. 
MJ wondered constantly about her son but 
had no idea where exactly he was; she was 
trying to keep a restaurant business afloat in 
South Dakota, however, and her marriage to 
Carlos disintegrated. While Juan Carlos was 
always in the back of her mind, she didn’t 
know how to go about locating his resting 
place. 

All that changed on an ordinary Sunday in 
2010, however, while she and her new 
husband, Walter, were reading the paper. Walter had made efforts to find her son’s grave site, to no 
avail, but on this fateful day MJ noticed a story in the local Rapid City paper about a burial island in 
New York City. She had a feeling this could be where Juan Carlos ended up; the article mentioned 
Melinda Hunt and her Hart Island Project, and they got in touch. Through painstaking research 
wading through handwritten records, Ms Hunt realized that MJ’s name had been misspelled - but 
eventually located the burial record. 

MJ had the opportunity to visit Hart Island for the first time in 2014, one of the first relatives allowed 
to do so since the island was closed to the public in the 1970s. She describes the experience as 
‘surreal.’ 

‘I had to sign this waiver; what was so weird about it was it was like: “We will not be responsible if 
you are bitten by a wild animal or if you fall into a hole.” I am like, where am I going? What wild 
animal? They just really did not want you. They would scare you. They did not want you to go to this 
place.’” 

She was determined, however, after nearly two decades without visiting her son, her only child, and 
the DOC did try to sort out flowers for her to bring - though wires were crossed and her visit was 
delayed for an hour as a staffer was dispatched to pick them up (though the only plant he could 
source was a blooming cactus.) 

The island was particularly unkempt following damage from Hurricane Sandy, but MJ turned down 
an offer of a van ride in favor of walking to her baby’s gravesite, accompanied the whole time. She 
stayed for about 20 minutes at Juan Carlos’ gravesite, thinking, she says: ‘You didn’t even do an 
autopsy; maybe this isn’t even my baby. But you just have to hope that it is.’ 

‘Walter and I stood there for a little bit and said a prayer and we asked to have some space, 
because, again, it’s not like any cemetery visit; you have people watching you, there’s a gentleman 
in a van waiting for you, and you’re like, will I ever be back? Should I stay here an hour or two? They 
didn’t tell me there was any time limit.’ 

Describing the island, she says: ‘I don’t want to say soulless ... but it’s just empty - which is how I 
kind of felt: empty. Which I always will be.’ 


chaperones - to be daunting 



http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-4977742/The-island-mass-burial-site-New-York-city-dead.html 


10/20 






10/14/2017 


Hart Island is mass burial site off New York for city dead | Daily Mail Online 


She says: ‘I was kind of sad they wouldn’t let us take a picture, I don’t know why, and so I decided 
that I wanted some mementos. I didn’t know if they were going to take them, I thought, please don’t. 

I just took a piece of driftwood and rock.’ 

Melinda had realized MJ might want to gather some earth from her baby’s gravesite and thoughtfully 
brought along a jar, which MJ filled with soil. 

‘I actually had some grass, too, and then I got the driftwood and rock, so I have it in my bedroom - 
so I can at least feel like I have a piece of something from Hart Island.’ 

She compares the ferry crossing from the island to the River Styx and says: ‘It was a windy day; we 
walked back and took the ferry boat back. It’s not like a real visit, really. As my husband said, he felt 
like ... it’s a prison for dead people. Any cemetery in America you can walk into, pretty much, and 
visit, but Hart Island, you can’t. It’s just ridiculous.’ 

She believes the island should not be run by the DOC and instead should become a park; while she 
hasn’t been back since that haunting trip, she’d like to return, alone, without supervision, and spend 
some peaceful time reflecting and looking at the water. 

‘If I had all the facts, if I had known that he was going to be buried in a place with thousands of other 
babies in just a pine box with just a number on it, and that I would never be able to go there and 
visit, and prisoners were burying the bodies ... it just sounds like a horror movie,’ she says. 

‘In a way, I feel like a bad ...’ her voice chokes up. ‘You think if you couldn’t be a mother, well, now 
you’re a bad mother, in a way. And I know I’m not, but ...there’s so many broken systems in the 
world, and this is definitely a broken system.’ 


Relatives visiting the island have to 
sign a waiver warning that any trips 
are taken at their own risk - 
absolving the Department of 
Correction of ‘exposure to dangerous 
chemicals, wild animals, collapsed 
building structures, spikes or pikes in 
the ground, or large or small holes’ 

A 2013 report from New York’s Office 
of the Chief Medical Examiner 
assessed the shoreline of the 
northern portion of the island and 
found human remains ‘eroding from the cliff banks in numerous locations;’ this photo shows 
exposed bone that was visible in 1992 

Describing the island - which hosts this Department of Correction compound - MJ Adams says: ‘I 
don’t want to say soulless ... but it’s just empty - which is how I kind of felt: empty. Which I always 
will be’ 

OCTAVIA AND LORD BALTIMORE KINARD: The church-going Brooklyn grandparents killed in a 
house fire and given a city burial as their grandson fought for his life 
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Grandparents Octavia and Lord Baltimore Kinard were 
stalwarts of their Brooklyn community, devoting their 
lives to family and church - an arena in which Octavia, 
71, particularly excelled. She was hugely active in the 
Mount Lebanon Baptist Church, working tirelessly with 
the youth and the ushers, encouraging her grandson, 
O’Justin, to join the program - inspiring him to 
eventually become Junior Usher State President for 
New York. 

‘She took initiative; she was always the one cooking 
meals, serving meals,’ says college student O’Justin, 
now 21. ‘She loved doing soup kitchens and things like 

He says she was also the New York States supervisor for the young adult program at the Church 
Ushers Association, ‘taking care of the trips and finding us transportation, things like that.’ 

Both Octavia and Lord moved from South Carolina to New York when they were young; she initially 
wanted to be a scientist, but ‘life happens,’ says her daughter Carrie, 49 - and Octavia pursued 
domestic and family life instead, marrying Lord, whom she knew from home and reconnected with at 
a party, and giving birth to Carrie and her brother, Malcolm. 

‘Mom never did go back to school,’ says Carrie, who didn’t know for years about her mother’s 
scientific ambition. ‘I didn’t know about this thing, how she felt, until way later on. If she had told me 
this earlier in life, I think I would’ve pushed her to take a class now and then - but she was having 
fun in her life, she loved ushering.’ 

She adds: ‘She was always real smart, real creative.’ 

Lord Baltimore worked for a company making chemicals and dyes before jobs were cut and he 
found new employment with Domino Sugar; he loved music and was the singer of the family, along 
with Carrie, she and O’Justin explain. 

‘Daddy was more of a “throw some piece of meat on the barbeque, grill outside, get a couple of 
beers, play some Sam Cook, either R&B or soul or gospel, gather everybody round'" type of man, 
Carrie tells DailyMail.com. ‘We’d all start singing; Dad was good with that. That could be every day 
of Dad’s life... Dad loved to party, but he could party at home. He didn’t have to be at a club or at a 
bar; he could be right in the house, sitting in the kitchen, radio playing, laughing joking.’ 

O’Justin grew up in the house with his mother and grandparents and particularly looked up to Lord. 

‘I used to tell him all the time that he was the main man in my life,’ O’Justin says fondly. ‘He loved to 
crack jokes, but he was so stern and so serious. He used to pick me up; I went to school about five 
blocks from the house ... and on Fridays, I got out at 1.30, and he’d always be right there to pick me 
up every Friday. That was great.’ 

O’Justin bonded not only through ushering with his grandmother, but also through their trips through 
their Brooklyn neighborhood for treats such as ice cream. His mother laughs about how they’d 
disappear on their little journeys; the entire family were thick as thieves, and Carrie and O’Justin 
laugh about Octavia’s small gambling hobby. 
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‘She played the penny and nickel machines,’ says Carrie. ‘Any casino she found, that’s what she 
found: the penny and nickel machines - and sat there back in the day pulling a lever; now it’s 
pressing a button.’ 

Octavia would never overplay, however, saving enough for food and then the trip home after having 
her fun with the innocent slots. 


Carrie explains how her mother would reason: ‘I’m down to my last $25; they’ve got a seafood 
restaurant down there. I’m going to get something to eat and then I’m going for the bus.’ 


O'Justin Kinard and his mother, Carrie, are mourning the loss of her parents Octavia and Lord 
Baltimore Kinard, who died in a November 2015 fire at the family's home in Brooklyn 



Carrie, right, recalls the love her father, Lord, (left) had for singing; he had 
relocated as a young man to New York from South Carolina and spent years 
working for Domino Sugar to support his wife and two children 


Octavia 
Kinard 
was very 
active in 
the 

ushering 
program at 
her 

church; 
her 

daughter 
consented 
to her 

parents' burial on Hart Island following their tragic death because she was at her son's side as he 
fought for his life after suffering severe burns in the house fire 



Carrie and O’Justin enjoy sharing the happy memories they have of Octavia and Lord, but the grief 
is evident even through their laughter; the grandparents were killed in November 2015 in a fire at the 
family home which also left O’Justin with third degree burns over nearly 50 percent of his body but 
thankfully left Carrie relatively unharmed. It was during the ensuing weeks - as O’Justin recovered 
in a burn unit, with his distraught mother at his side - that Octavia and Lord would end up on Hart 
Island. 


Carrie takes a moment to compose herself before explaining the painful period that followed the 
devastating fire. 

‘I didn’t want to make any funeral arrangements without my son,’ she says. ‘Everyone was against 
that, very against it; I didn’t care. My brother came from Florida and we talked; he was at the 
hospital with my son, O’Justin was in the bed. I said, “Listen. We’re broke.” There was no insurance, 
there was no life insurance, there was literally nothing in my pockets.’ 

Some church donations were coming in for the family, but Carrie - beside herself - decided: ‘I’m not 
doing anything for Mom or Dad until the doctor says to me: “Your son can leave here.’” 
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As time continued to pass, a woman from the Medical Examiner’s office explained to Carrie about a 
city burial on Hart Island; a lifelong Brooklynite, Carrie had never heard of it. 

‘She gave me plenty of time,’ she says. ‘I spoke to our pastor, and he said whenever I was ready, he 
would have a service at his church, bodies or no bodies. I said, “What bodies? I know where they 

jjj 

are. 

Her thinking was, Carrie explains, ‘Mom and Dad are still in the house, so what am I burying?’ 

So Carrie told the Medical Examiner’s office that Hart Island was fine with her. 

‘She said, “Anytime you want any information on it, just call me back,’” Carrie says. ‘I didn’t get into 
a whole lot of detail, because, again, my son was fighting for his life. To me, there was nothing I 
could do about that; I’m focusing on my son. 

‘That’s how they got there, basically, because what other choices did I have? I’m sure my family 
don’t agree, but my brother, my son and myself made the decision. Everybody else, I don’t care.’ 

As O’Justin healed, he and Carrie would visit the burnt-out family home to pay their respects to 
Octavia and Lord. 

‘Originally he said, “Mom, I don’t have nothing to go visit,”’ Carrie says of her son. ‘I said, “You can 
always go by the house.” So that’s what he used to do. He used to come over here, take pictures, 
post on Instagram, Facebook, “Hey Grandma, Hey Grandpa.” That’s where we visit them.’ 

O’Justin only recently found out about Hart Island, and he was taken aback by stark pictures of the 
burial site online. But both he and Carrie hope to visit their loved ones soon in the Bronx. 

‘Any day he says, “Ma, I want to go up there,” we’re going to go,’ Carrie says. ‘I’m going to figure it 
out.’ 

She believes that, like her, many native New Yorkers have no idea that the island exists - and more 
openness and information should surround the burial site. She was wholly unaware that inmates 
would be burying her parents. 

‘Potter's Field, that’s all you ever hear about,’ she says. 

EVELYN LETFUSS: The former UN interpreter who took her own life and wanted to donate her 
body to science - only to end up in a Hart Island grave 

There is a nostalgic excitement in David Eber’s voice when he describes visiting the New York City 
apartment of his charismatic uncle, David Finkelstein, and his uncle’s girlfriend, Evelyn. Uncle David 
was a lawyer-turned-journalist; Evelyn spent years in the Austrian diplomatic corps and worked as a 
translator for the United Nations. The couple had met in Asia, and their New York apartment was 
always a welcoming hive of conversation, debate, camaraderie and food. 

Mr Eber and his wife, Jessica, always stayed with the couple while visiting New York, and David - 
who also became a lawyer - looked up to his opinionated, worldly uncle and his big personality. 
Evelyn was quieter but fascinating, trying her hand at photography, writing and jewelry making in 
addition to her diplomatic skills - and the couple had a vast social network of interesting friends. 
They were childless, however, and after the 2005 death of Mr Eber’s mother, they asked him to 
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become the executor of their wills, going over their assets and, surprisingly, showing him their 
marriage certificate - though Mr Finkelstein spent decades railing against the institution of marriage. 

Mr Eber’s memories and descriptions are joyous and heartfelt, but everything changed in 2015. He 
and his wife planned a visit to the couple for Thanksgiving that year, but they received a shocking 
phone call a week beforehand; Evelyn had thrown herself from a balcony on the 20th floor of the 
couple’s building. 


No one - not Mr Eber and his wife, not his uncle, not their wide circle of friends - had an inkling of 
what led her to take her own life at the age of 66. 



Evelyn Letfuss, a native of Austria, led an 
international life and worked as a translator at the 
United Nations in New York before she took her 
own life in 2015 



Evelyn, left, had wanted to donate her body to science but it was not eligible; her husband, David 
Eber, was so distraught that he consented to a city burial - and took his own life not long after 


When the couple's nephew, David Eber, realized 
where Evelyn, right, had eventually been buried, 
he arranged an exhumation and scattered both 
her ashes and those of his uncle, left, in the 
Atlantic Ocean 

‘We have spent so much time, and we’ve talked 
to so many people to try to figure out what 
happened,’ Mr Eber says. ‘Why it happened or 
what gave rise to it, I think will remain a mystery 
forever. 

‘We’ve tried and tried and tried to figure that out; 
we’ve talked to all their friends who were also mystified ... [there was] almost certainly something 
going on with her that no one really knew, which gets back to this idea that he was the open one and 
always talked about everything and there was always something a little not quite open about her.’ 



His uncle was left utterly heartbroken by her death, Mr Eber says sadly. 
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‘It was a complete shock, and David - who was always a very strong, rational person - he was 
devastated, absolutely devastated,’ he says. ‘He was 78.’ 

Both Mr Finkelstein and his wife had wanted their bodies to be donated to science, but her suicide 
made that impossible - and a grief-stricken Mr Finkelstein seemed unable to think clearly about the 
funeral practicalities. 

This was really David’s decision; we thought that it was a decision he might want to make, that he 
needed to make, and in retrospect it was a mistake for us to have David make this decision, 
because he was so distraught,’ Mr Eber says. ‘He wanted nothing to do with anything, particularly 
with sort of sitting there and figuring out what to do with her body.’ 

He says the ‘passive solution was they’ll just take care of it and they’ll send the body to - I don’t 
think they used the word “Hart Island” - some city burial place. 

The mistake was made, really, when we said, “David, what do you want to do?” And he kind of just 
said, whatever, city burial, and that was a mistake that we then did that - but that’s what he said and 
that’s what happened.’ 

Despite the intervention of friends and family, and their best efforts, Mr Finkelstein was so bereft that 
he, too, took his own life the following month. It was only when Mr Eber began to execute the will 
and try to obtain a death certificate for Evelyn that he realized, to his distress, where she had ended 
up. 

‘Her friends wanted to know where she was, and we couldn’t tell them. It was uncomfortable, 
because we’re telling these people who cared a lot about her that she’s in the equivalent of potter’s 
field - and as respectful and kind as most people were to us, you couldn’t avoid a little, so to speak, 
body language in their emails saying, “That’s weird” or “How did that happen?” 

‘People didn’t react well to that, and I certainly get it.’ 

His uncle’s body also could not be donated to science because of the time between his death and 
when his body was discovered, and they had him cremated - and soon made the decision to reunite 
him with his wife. 

‘Meanwhile, Evelyn is buried in an unmarked grave, and A.) we needed to get the death certificate 
and B.) it just seemed kind of crazy,’ says Mr Eber. 

‘Either no one told us or he didn’t think to ask about that, and it turned out shortly she was there,’ he 
says of Hart Island. ‘We realized that it was a terrible mistake, both as a practical matter and just as 
an emotional matter. 

‘So we had her exhumed; she then was cremated.’ 

The family scattered both of their ashes in the Atlantic; the same way that Mr Finkelstein’s father, a 
fisherman, had been laid to rest. 

Mr Eber says that, until his family faced these twin tragedies, he had been generally unaware of 
Hart Island - and certainly didn’t expect people like Evelyn to end up there. 
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‘What we didn’t realize ... was how unusual it was in a situation like that,’ he says . ‘My uncle had 
means; he was far from a pauper and ... she was not an unknown person.’ 

JACK ALAGONA: The charismatic brother who succumbed to drug addiction after a decades-long 
struggle - and was buried on Hart Island by a system that never even notified his sister 

Sally Alagona smiles down at pictures of her older brother spread across her dining room table in 
the New Jersey home she shares with her partner in a cookie-cutter-perfect retirement community. 
Jack smiles back in his First Holy Communion outfit in one photo; in another, he looks smart and 
handsome, his Navy uniform offsetting his inherited Sicilian features. 

‘He was a ladies man,’ she says, laughing softly as she reveals that she learned later in life that 
some of her friends had secretly dated him. They all wanted to baby him.’ 

But her recollections are tinged with a mixture of sadness, regret, guilt and helplessness - a 
combination all too familiar to families affected by addiction and substance abuse. 

Jack died on June 6, 2014, and he was buried on Hart Island that September - but Sally only 
learned of his death the following month, when she tried to contact him for his birthday. She couldn’t 
reach him by phone, so she looked on his sparse Facebook page - only to see a post on his wall 
that read: ‘Rest in peace, John. We love you so much!’ 

With dread, she contacted the friend who posted the comment, and through a series of subsequent 
investigations with authorities she discovered that Jack had passed away from a drug overdose. 

‘I called the police, and they referred me to the NY medical examiner’s office, and after many phone 
calls, I spoke with someone who was extremely helpful in the medical examiner’s office,’ Sally says. 
‘And seemed genuinely upset with the fact that... my brother’s body was found in his apartment or 
his room on June 6, and he was taken to the morgue and they claimed they did try [to track down 
family.]’ 

Her brother’s cause of death was acute drug intoxication from combined effects of cocaine, 
morphine, methadone, oxycontin and another drug. 



New Jersey resident Sally Alagona holds the 
First Communion picture of her brother, Jack, 
who died on June 6, 2014 and was buried on 
Hart Island before anyone notified her of his 
death - despite the fact they had the same last 
name 


Jack Alagona served in the Navy before he fell 
victim to drug addiction; his family tried for 
years to get him help but their efforts were 
ultimately unsuccessful 


She says of Hart Island: 'Even if I hadn't 
reunited him with my mom, I would never have left him there. Because for me, it was a sign of being 
a forgotten, lost soul' 
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Sally Alagona says she believes the Hart 
Island Project 'might bring a little bit of closure 
and a little bit of comfort to family members or 
friends' 

The fact that I have a Facebook account and 
they knew my brother’s last name, and that 
they did not look on Facebook ... if they’d gone 
on Facebook, they would have found me as a 
friend. We have the same last name. I can’t 
help but wonder what kind of search they did 
do,’ she says. 


‘I don’t think 
anybody tried, 
personally. 

They told me they 
usually don’t hold 
the body for much 
more than 10 
days, then if no 
one claims it or 
they don’t find next 
of kin, they send 
them to Hart 

Island. My brother’s body was in the morgue until September 18. They could not explain to me why 
that was, and I didn’t really pursue it, because it didn’t really seem to be the most important issue at 
that point.’ 



She says: The medical examiner’s office explained to me that I could arrange to have his body 
exhumed, that it would not be of any cost to me, and that I would need to make arrangements with a 
funeral home to take care of his final disposition.’ 

Sally contacted the funeral home that had taken care of her mother’s funeral in New Jersey and 
arranged to have her brother cremated and placed in the same crypt with their mother. 

‘Even if I hadn’t reunited him with my mom, I would have never left him there,’ she says of Hart 
Island. ‘Because for me, it was a sign of being a forgotten, lost soul.’ 

Jack was far from forgotten, however, and was frequently on Sally’s mind; he had struggled for 
decades with drug addiction, and Sally and her family spent years trying to help him. It began when 
he became heavily involved in the NYC music scene in the 60s as a drummer. 

‘When he was in his later teens, unfortunately he did get very messed up with many different types 
of drugs - hallucinogenics and the whole nine yards,’ she says. ‘He was in pretty bad shape from 
time to time. At that time, my mother and I used to go down to the Village to try and find him in 
various and sundry places.’ 
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At times they would succeed, and they would try to get him help; on one occasion, she says: ‘I 
remember him saying, at some point, he looked at the mirror and saw death and something jolted in 
him - and he got away from drugs. 

‘He had already dropped out of high school; he was a very bright, sensitive young man with 
probably emotional problems that at the time were not really diagnosed. So the drugs kind of lured 
him and tried to take his soul. 

‘He actually bounced back; we were a broken home, it was just my mother and my brother and me 
living rather poorly - so we were limited with what we could do. But we were always bringing him 
back home trying to help him back to health and clothes and everything. He would usually come 
home with nothing.’ 

‘It was very sad and, unfortunately, my brother’s story throughout his life is very sad. I always 
thought that God was saving him, there was a purpose, and that he was going to pull out of it. And 
he would pull out of it, from time to time, and it would suck him back in. 

‘I think it was always an addictive personality,’ Sally says of her brother’s problems. ‘When I look 
back now, I’m in my 60s, now 65, I wouldn’t have been surprised if my brother might’ve been 
diagnosed with bipolar disorder and/or attention deficit disorder. When we were growing up, that 
wasn’t around.’ 

Sally last spoke with her brother in January 2014, and she immediately knew he was using drugs 
again. ‘We had an abrupt end to the conversation; he said “Call me back in a week” and that was 
the last time I spoke with him,’ she says. ‘I let a lot of months go because I knew what was going on 
with him, and there was nothing I could do at this point. 

‘His birthday was in October, and I had been spending many months feeling guilty that I hadn’t tried 
to reach out to him; I knew not hearing from him was not good news.’ 

Jack didn’t have a computer, but somebody had helped him set up a Facebook page and he would 
sometimes use library computers - and, on a whim, Sally checked his page. 

‘Just for the heck of it - and I don’t, to this day, I would tell you it’s a weird thing that I did - I went 
onto his Facebook page and I was hoping I would see posts from him and he wasn’t in bad shape, 
and maybe he was doing something or with somebody,’ she says. 

Instead, she was devastated to read the RIP note - which ultimately led to her discovery of Jack on 
Hart Island. 

She only happened upon the Hart Island Project when her partner was surfing the internet; she was 
surprised to see a clock ticking in the Traveling Cloud Museum, so she wrote a summary on the site 
to show that her brother had been found and exhumed. The site, she says, is a soothing way to 
memorialize the Hart Island dead. 

‘I think it might bring a little bit of closure and a little bit of comfort to family members or friends,’ she 
says. 

Read more: 

• HartlsIandProject 
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Harvest is the most 
important time of the 
agricultural calendar; 
the fortunes of farms, 
families, and even 
entire communities are 
tied to its outcome. 
Unsurprisingly, harvest 
has developed its own 
array of deities, 
traditions, and 
superstitions to 
safeguard its success, 


which are found in almost every farming culture worldwide. 


Ever since the first farmers planted their crops over 10,000 years ago, they have had an anxious 
wait for summer. Will there be enough hot weather to ripen the corn? Will an unlucky wet spell rot 
the grain in the ears? Will the yield feed the community for the coming year or allow the farmer to 
pay his rent? If not, it will be another year before the next opportunity comes. 


Until modern machinery redefined agriculture, corn was harvested by hand using sickles or scythes 
which systematically cut through the stems and laid it in swathes for binding. The action was difficult 
to master: if done incorrectly the stems would simply be knocked flat. Reaping gangs toured the 
local farms, and their leader, known as the Lord of the Harvest - the most skilled man present - 
arranged the scheme of work and the men’s pay. The Lord opened the field and set the pace. Each 
man was expected to reap an acre a day, working in a line or ‘flight’ across the field. 


The reapers were followed by women and boys who bound the corn into sheaves, ingeniously tied 
with wisps of straw. A good binder could tie for three reapers. The sheaves were then stood in pairs 
or ‘shocked’ (pronounced ‘shook’) to dry for several days before the ‘shocks’ or ‘stooks’ were taken 
to the barns. 


The corn has to be cut as soon as it is ripe, or else the quality deteriorates and the grains shed from 
the ears, but it must also be dry else it will quickly spoil. A prolonged wet spell at the critical time 
could - and still can - cost an entire harvest. While the weather held, every able-bodied man, 
woman and child would be out in the fields. This is the reason for the six-week British school 
summer holiday today. Harvest has always provided a time of bonding between communities as 
everyone slogged together under broiling sun, glowering clouds, and driving rain to bring the harvest 
home. 


On fine days, work could begin at 4am and continue well into the night. The Harvest Moon; the full 
moon falling closest to the Autumn equinox, rises unusually close to sunset and is so named 
because it provided harvesters with valuable extra light. 
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Children were employed in gleaning or leasing: picking up the stray 
ears of corn from the stubble. This was exhausting work involving 
hours bent double in the sun. The barley and beans went to the 
farmers for animal feed; wheat was kept by the gleaners and provided 
a vital part of the diet of poorer families. 

Homemade cider, ‘sharp enough to cut the throat of a graveyard 
ghost’, was an expected perk and was included in harvest contracts. It 
was brought out to the fields at regular intervals during the day. A 
gallon [eight pints] was the standard daily allowance per man, although 
they could always have more if they needed it. Harvest teas are a 
tradition still maintained on some farms. The harvesters couldn’t be 
allowed home for tea, losing valuable time, so the farmers’ wives took 
lavish hampers of sandwiches, cold pies, and cakes to the fields for the workers. 

The last sheaf of corn was always saved. This 
was believed to contain the corn spirit, which 
was gradually condensed as harvest 
progressed until it reached the final sheaf to be 
cut. Often the sheaf was scattered on the fields 
in spring, returning the spirit to the fields. In 
some areas it was hung up for the hungry birds 
to peck on New Year’s Day; in others it was 
made into a corn dolly. This tradition exists 
across Europe and it is believed by many in the 
pagan tradition that this is a relic of the 
millennia-old belief in the Dying-and-Rising God 
or God of the Green, who dies in Autumn to be 

reborn the following Spring. 

The Harvest Home, when the last wagon was on its way to the barn, was 
the culmination of harvest. The horse and wagon were bedecked with 
flowers and ribbons, and everyone crammed on top to sing Harvest 
Home songs. Examples from Warwickshire include: 

Up! Up! Up! A happy harvest home! 

We have sowed, we have mowed, 

We have carried our last load! 

I’ve ripped my shirt and teared my skin, 

To get my master’s harvest in! 

The wagon was met with ale and cakes and a Harvest Home supper was 
provided by the grateful farmer. Everyone crammed into the barn for 
boiled beef, bread, cheese, plum pudding, and the obligatory vast quantities of cider. Singing and 
dancing continued long into the night. 

In the 1870s, harvest changed forever when the horse-drawn reaper-binder appeared. Two men 
could now cut and bind an acre of corn an hour. The harvest gangs were no longer needed, 
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although the sheaves still had to be shooked, pitched into wagons and unloaded in the barns, and 
gleaners were still vital. 

The tractor-drawn reaper-binder followed, then in the 1930s came the combine harvester which also 
threshed the grain from the ears, leaving the straw in the fields. What was once a community effort 
now involved only a handful of farmworkers. 

But there is still something magical about harvest, for farmers and non-farmers alike. There is 
something fascinating about a combine harvester rumbling across a field amidst a billowing dust 
cloud. The time which once made or broke communities, inspired prophets, defined religions, and 
ultimately made us who we are, still triggers something of its former magic, deep within our 
unconscious minds. 

References & Further Reading 

Roy Palmer (1976) The Folklore of Warwickshire. B.T. Batsford Ltd. 

J. Harvey Bloom (1930) Folklore in Shakespeare Land. Mitchell Hughes and Clarke. 
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Tweet your local harvest traditions this Thursday with the hashtag #FolkloreThursday ! 
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The 5 most haunted places on the Auraria Campus 


msudenver.edu 


INSIDER 


Paranormal investigator and MSU Denver alumnus Jason 
Cordova reveals the ghostly history of the tri-institutional 
campus. 


NEWS FROM MjU DENVER gt or y |\/| a tt Watson | Photos by Alyson McClaran 


Every October on the Auraria Campus, students swap ghost stories like biology notes, eagerly 
adding to the oral histories of a college campus constructed in Denver’s oldest neighborhood. For 
some, such as MSU Denver alumnus Jason Cordova, pursuit of the paranormal is more of a year- 
round trade. 


Cordova, who founded the Crypto Science Society more than a decade ago as a student, has long 
been intrigued by the eerier side of life. He came back to campus this month to highlight the haunted 
hot spots of his alma mater. 

Casa Mayan 


In the 1940s, Ramon and Carolina Gonzalez 
turned their home in what is now the Ninth 
Street Historic Park into the Casa Mayan 
restaurant, a cultural center that served the 
residents of Auraria for decades. 

“It was a very happy community space with a 
lot of people coming and going,” Cordova 
said. “We did an investigation there and set up 
a remote station. At that time, it was office 
space, and we had caught on video some rare 
orb recordings, where the orbs are moving 
and dancing around.” 

Cordova said the orbs represent the spirit of the space - evidence that the paranormal can be 
positive. 

Cherry Creek Building (formerly South Classroom) 

Ghost hunters don’t spend all their time in haunted houses, looking for trapdoors or trapped spirits. 
Cordova says some ghosts are right there out in the open. 

“By [the building], people have described hearing a bicycle with a little bell. You can hear the whir of 
the wheels coming by when there’s nothing there,” he said. “A number of people have reported 
hearing or experiencing that on that section of the campus. It’s on my list of things to investigate.” 

St. Elizabeth of Hungary Church 

In 1908, an Italian anarchist attended Mass at St. Elizabeth’s and shot and killed a priest, the Rev. 
Leo Heinrichs, during Communion. The aggressor, Giuseppe Alia, twice attempted to escape death 
row before being hanged at the Colorado State Penitentiary, concluding a sad saga that captured 
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St. Elizabeth 



Ghost003 


national news headlines. But some say the 
saga continues. 

“I was granted an interview with someone who 
works at the church, which is fully active. They 
told me that people have often witnessed a full 
body apparition of what most believe to be 
Father Leo in the sanctuary, in broad daylight,” 
Cordova said. 

The Tivoli Catacombs 

One of the most well-known ghost stories on 
the Auraria Campus is that of a little girl 
wandering the halls of the Tivoli. Some 
suggest this is the daughter of Moritz Sigi, the 
original owner of the brewery. The catacombs 
are large rooms in the basement where beer 
was stored, now serving as campus storage 
rooms. 

“The daughter of the brewer was said to have 
free rein of the building when she was a little 
girl. It was her own private play castle,” 
Cordova said. “Some theories around her 
presence are that perhaps her spirit might 
regress to the point in her life when she was 
most happy and joyful, and expressing that 


throughout the building. 


“Not all ghost stories are horror and fear.” 


The Tivoli Turnhalle 



The Turnhalle Opera House was constructed 
in 1882 and has hosted numerous concerts, 
plays and lectures in the 100-plus years since 
it opened. The stage, overhanging balcony 
and cathedral ceiling also make the Turnhalle 
a popular place for weddings. 

“Even today, many people still hold weddings 
here,” Cordova said. “We have come across 
stories of people who have encountered an 
apparition of a woman in white, perhaps a 
bride. 


bhostuui “O ne stor y a ca terer has relayed was that they 

were cleaning up after a wedding, and they were sure everybody was out of the building after the 
event, but then they noticed a woman in white standing on the balcony. They went up to confront her 
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to make sure she wasn’t lost or had forgotten something, and to their surprise, when they arrived at 
the top of the stairs there was nobody there.” 

Countless couples throughout the years have spoken the phrase, “Till death do us part.” Or does it? 
© MSU DenverPrivacyTerms & Conditions 
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Halloween Horror Post #2 (2017): The haunted bones of the 
Fighting Fairy Woman 

By strangeremains strangeremains.com 


Strange Remains 


A Witch by Salvador Rosa (1646). Image Credit: Wikipedia. 

In the mid-19th century William Hicks, the mayor of Bodmin, in Cornwall, 
hosted a dinner party. As the story goes, rather than entertaining his 
guests with music or poetry, he chose to prank his guests with a fake 
seance. He brought in the skeletal remains of a purported witch and 
encouraged his guests to ask it yes or no questions. In response, the 
spirit of the witch would supposedly rap its responses with the extra 
bones placed in front of the witch’s remains. What he didn’t tell them was 
that the person doing knocking was a friend who was hidden nearby. 

Everything that night was going to plan until the host and partygoers 
encountered actual paranormal activity. According to Cecil Williamson, 
the founder of The Museum of Witchcraft, the bones used for the rapping were “seized by the 
poltergeist force on that fateful night of the spoof seance organised by William Hicks and with which 
the assembled party guests were beaten about the head and shoulders.” 

The skeleton used for entertainment that evening supposedly belonged to Joan Wytte, a clairvoyant 
and witch who lived in Bodmin at the end of the 18th century. There don’t seem to be any records 
that she lived, but there are records of the Wytte family in the area as early as the 16th century. 

The legends of Joan Wytte state that she was born around 1775 in Bodmin. She was known as the 
“Fighting Fairy Woman” because of her short stature and even shorter fuse. She was infamous for 
her bad temper and tendency to pick fights. During a particularly nasty fight, she injured a couple 
people pretty bad and was arrested. She became ill in 1813, while in jail, and died at 38 years-old. 

At the time of her death, physicians and medical students were allowed to dissect the bodies of 
criminals who either died in prison or were executed. This is exactly what happened to Joan’s body. 
In The Encyclopedia of Witches, Witchcraft and Wicca, paranormal researcher Rosemary 
Ellen Guiley reports that the surgeon at the Bodmin jail dissected Wytte’s corpse, defleshed her 
remains, and stored her bones in a jail storeroom. Her bones remained there until Hicks used them 
for his ill-fated seance - where Joan hopefully had the last laugh. 

Exterior of The Museum of Witchcraft in Boscastle. Image credit: JUweL on Wikipedia. 

The skeleton eventually ended up in the hands of Cecil Williamson. Williamson opened the 
Museum of Witchcraft in 1951 in Boscastle, where he displayed Joan’s skeleton with other magical 
relics. 

Graham King purchased the museum from Williamson in 1996. King claimed that the paranormal 
activity surrounding the witch’s bones never stopped. 

For example, Joan’s remains were sometimes exhibited in an open coffin. At the end of the day, 
museum workers would close the coffin lid but when they returned the next morning the lid we be 
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Before her much-deserved funeral, King had the bones 
examined by an anthropologist. The forensic analysis 
revealed that the skeleton belonged to a female in her 30’s. Dental wear and chips in her teeth 
indicated that her diet consisted of stone-ground flour and that she smoked clay pipes. 
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found opened. 


When poltergeist activity escalated, King decided to give 
Joan the final resting place she deserved. 

He told The Independent, “We decided would take her 
out of the display and bury her somewhere in the 
woods.” (http://www.independent.co.uk/news/witches- 
finally-lay-old-joan-to-rest-1199653.html) 


Joan was buried at an undisclosed location near the Minster Churchyard. Her headstone was 
engraved with the following message, “Born 1775. Died 1813 in Bodmin Jail. Buried 1998. No 
longer abused.” 




This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial- 
ShareAlike 4.0 International License. 
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The Haunted Doll at Modesto Daydreams and Nightmares Costume Shop 


The Dolls Inside This Haunted Modesto Costume Shop Come 

Alive At Night backpackerverse.com 


BACKPACKERVERSE 


Daydreams and Nightmares is a much 
beloved costume and Halloween store, 
located in Modesto, California. From 
seasonal decor and props, to high quality costumes and supplies for makeup artists, locals swear up 
and down by this one of kind establishment. 



dana w./yelp 


The One Stop Halloween Shop in 
Modesto 

Dana, the much respected owner of the 
store, was the first to come forward about 
her paranormal experiences while working. 
She caught the apparition of a woman in 
dress on tape, standing in her store well 
after it was closed. Other employees have 
reported seeing shadowy figures in their 
peripheral vision, and objects moving 
around the store while nobody else is 
around. 

Many speculate where and when this haunting first began. A few employees are said to claim that it 
began shortly after Dana purchased a coffin as part of the store’s interior design from Argentina. No 
matter when it started, many locals are convinced that Daydreams and Nightmares is definitely 
haunted. 

Natalie (Name changed for their protection) was new in town when she first heard about the store. 
Halloween was approaching, and she had been invited to a party by one of her co-workers. She 
hoped that by finding a really great costume, it would be easier to make friends at the party. 

“I wasn’t sure who or want I wanted to be, but I knew that Daydreams and Nightmares would have 
something I liked,” Natalie said with a smile. I started wandering around the store when I came 
across a doll perched on a shelf toward the back of the store. I have a small doll collection at home, 
so she immediately caught my eye. 

The Watching Doll 

“She was creepy, but not in any gross kind of way or anything. Most of my dolls are really expensive 
china dolls with Victorian dresses, but there was just something about this doll that really caught my 
attention,” she said. “I told myself I would come look at her some more after I picked out my 
costume. 

“I did a few laps around the entire store, and grabbed a couple of rental outfits. I went to hunt down 
the dressing rooms when I saw the doll again—all the way on the other side of the store. I thought 
she was a duplicate until I was shown to the dressing rooms, and the doll I had first seen was no 
longer in her original spot,” she said with a shrug. 
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“I assumed that someone had picked her up to buy and then changed their mind and set her down 
again, so after a moment’s hesitation, I grabbed the doll and I tucked her under a huge rack of 
costumes so no one else could buy her. I made sure to look around the entire store first so nobody 
would see me stashing her away,” Natalie said, looking sneaky. 

“I tried on my costumes and settled on a pirate ensemble. I draped the costume over my forearm 
and went back to the rack where I had hidden the doll. I grabbed her and placed her in my palm 
while I looked for a price tag. 

“That’s when the doll slowly turned her head to look me right in the eyes,” Natalie whispered. “I 
yelped, and kicked her back under the rack before hurrying to the counter to buy my costume. I 
couldn’t get out of that store quickly enough! 

“When I got to my car in the parking lot, I looked back at the store to see the doll placed in the 
window, looking right at me. After the Halloween party I had to return the costume to Modesto. I 
have never been more scared to go anywhere in my entire life!” 

Backpackerverse.com is a participant in the Amazon Services LLC Associates Program, an affiliate 
advertising program designed to provide a means for sites to earn advertising fees by advertising 
and linking to Amazon.com. 

Copyright 2017 Backpackerverse. 
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Haunted Jericho Covered Bridge Kingsville, Maryland 


blogspot.com 


http://outtaway.blogspot.com/2013/10/haunted-jericho-covered-bridge.html?m=1 



Spanning the Little Gunpowder Falls in Maryland is a modest covered bridge surrounded by tales of haunting's 
and strange creatures. The Jericho covered bridge is located near the historic village of Jerusalem Mill and is the 
last remaining covered bridge in Harford county. The bridge was constructed in 1865, but it's quite possible an 
older bridge once crossed this area. And may be the reason for so many disturbances here. 

The normal ghostly tales associated with covered bridges are all consistent here as well. Many late night passers 
have claimed to have their car stall on the bridge, only to not restart for several minutes. Some have claimed to 
have spotted hand prints left in powdery substances they have placed on their vehicles. What most claim to 
witness when passing through the historic structure is the images of people hanging from the trusses above them. 

There have been legends and myths passed down through the years by nearly everyone in the area. Some 
believe local teens hung themselves in a suicide pact many decades ago. Others believe the bridge was used in 
the lynching of runaway servants and slaves. These may account for the strange hanging silhouettes that 
numerous have claimed to experience. 

Other locals to the area have reported spotting a ghostly woman crossing the bridge carrying a basket of freshly 
picked flowers. The spirit of a young woman with a badly burned face has also been seen by paranormal 
investigators as well as curious nighttime visitors. 

Even more strangely is the other creatures who seem to be associated with the bridge. There are myths about 
abnormal animals protecting the bridge. One creature has been described as being a monkey like creature, but 
grey in color and with a massive tail protruding out. Others have even claimed that there's a hideous red-eyed 
demon who stays nearby protecting the covered bridge from the unwanted. Maybe that explains all the hideous 
blood curling screams that have been heard near the bridge. 

Outta the Way at 12:00 AM 
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Haunted Kansas City: Paranormal tales from rural Liberty to Old Shawnee 

BY KAREN RIDDER 
Special to The Star 


OCTOBER 24,201711:12 AM 

The voice was telling someone to make sure they picked up a child on the way home from work. 

Mike Unterreiner was working late at the hardware store his wife’s family has owned for three generations in the historic downtown Shawnee business 
district. He first thought someone was outside the garage door. 

Unterreiner peeked out, but no one was there. 

Then, he realized the voice was coming through his radio. Briefly, that made sense before he realized the volume switch was off and the radio 
unplugged. 


Breaking News 

Be the first to know when big news breaks 
Enter Email Address 


SIGN UP 


Unusual noises, strange voices, and things going bump in the night are nothing new at Hartman Hardware. They try to take it in stride. 
“When we hear things, we always make a joke that grandpa is here,” Unterreiner said. 


http://www.kansascity.com/news/local/community/816-north/article179885926.html 
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Grandpa, old homeowners, orphans, soldiers, and other unidentified shapes, shadows, and apparitions are apparently roaming Johnson County, North 
of the River and throughout other historic places in the Kansas City area. 

While not all ghost hunters really are true believers or even understand exactly what they see, they agree that the unexplainable is real — defying 
reason and creating thrills, which keep them coming back to the real haunted places of Kansas City. 

The Belvoir Winery in Liberty has become perhaps the most well-known haunted haunt in the metro. It has been featured on national television 
shows and people travel from across the country to visit, hoping for a paranormal experience. 

The 1890s sweeping lodge and several associated buildings on a 170-acre plot along Missouri Highway 291 served as an orphanage for several 
decades and an Odd Fellows fraternal order old folks home. (Yes, it was really called an “old folks” home.) 

The current main building was built on top of the charred remains of another orphanage and former hotel on the site. There is a 600-grave cemetery 
at the east end of the property, which routinely has unusual occurrences. 

Operating manager Jesse Leimkuehler said the site had reports of ghosts for many years before the family purchased the property from the Odd 
Fellows in 1991. 

The buildings were vacant for almost two decades while the family developed the winery and events venue. They started doing paranormal 
investigations in 2010, mainly to give people who were interested a safe and constructive outlet for their ghost-hunting. 

“We want the people who run my investigations to accurately portray what is going on,” Leimkuehler said. “You don’t want someone who is just going 
around the corner from their friend and jumping out. If a raccoon runs around the corner, we want them to say it’s a raccoon.” 

About 3/4ths of the people who come out for their ticketed, twice-monthly investigations, actually experience something they can’t explain — even 
the skeptics. The events are so popular that they’re already sold out through the end of the year. 

Everyone who visits the Odd Fellows Home can be guaranteed to see at least one dead person — the skeleton. 

That’s right. They have a real skeleton on display. 

His name is George. He was a man who donated his body for use in the ritual rites of the Odd Fellows. He now resides in a small history room The 
Belvoir maintains to explain the heritage of the site. 

George is not actually believed to be involved with any of the hauntings. 

However, Leimkuehler was standing right outside George’s room when he saw one of the few full apparitions he’s experienced during his time there 
— a woman walking across the hallway. 

“The apparitions stick out to you, because you are seeing someone who is not there,” he said, “it’s relatively rare to see something like that. I’ve 
probably only seen them three times in the twenty years I’ve been here.” 

Most of the experiences — which are quite regular for Leimkuehler, his staff, and guests — are more like voices down the hallway, footsteps when no 
one is there, and objects moved without explanation. 

They believe most of the haunts are connected to the time when the building served as an orphanage. 

“It’s pretty obvious it’s kids,” Leimkuehler said, “it’s just stuff that kids would do, playful type stuff, gotcha stuff. You hear kids running and laughing 
down the hallway areas.” 

While not usually frightened by the ghosts, the one he thought was an actual person in one of the out buildings was more unsettling than usual. 

It appeared to be a man looking around the corner at twilight. He disappeared into a room that had no outlet. When Leimkuehler went to investigate, 
no one was there. 

“Those are the ones that will give you the biggest chills, because you think that someone is there,” Leimkuehler said. “Had I been able to tell it was a 
ghost I would have never gone down there.” 

The Belvoir recently opened up a nine-room bed and breakfast on the third floor of the main building. That third floor is supposedly one of the most 
haunted at the site. 
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During the four months since they have been booking guests, five already have checked out in the middle of the night. They didn’t like waking up to 
see the twins standing in their room. 

Over at Hartman Hardware, Unterreiner wouldn’t mind actually seeing something out in the open. 

During the 32 years he has worked at the store, there have been so many “caught out of the corner of his eye” experiences, strange noises, and 
unexplainable occurrences, but the skeptic in him would really like to be sure. 

“It would be nice,” Unterreiner said. “I see stuff out of the corner of my eyes, like there was something there, but there is nothing. That’s happened 
so often, I’m used to it by now.” 

Then, there was the day that a tenant in the lawyer’s office next door came by to complain about all of the late night noise. 

He said it sounded like they were having a party on the second floor of the hardware store. That space was once used as a lodge hall where they held 
dances. 

These days, though, the only residents are lawn mowers and extra merchandise for the store. There isn’t even enough room for a party. 

The hardware store had a paranormal investigation team come in — one associated with Ghost Stories of Kansas, after the group decided to start a 
tour of downtown Shawnee. 

Beth Kornegay said one of the best ways to find ghost stories lingering around is just to ask. 

“We went and knocked on the doors and talked to people,” she said. “We found ghost story after ghost story. There’s a cluster right here.” 

Aside from Hartman Hardware, within a small two-block stretch there are also stories of a bar-keep lady who likes to cross through the hall of a 
former salon, a ghost who would mysteriously ring the doorbell of a photo studio, the lingering scent of cigars in a smoke-free business, and sounds 
of chairs going up and down in the closed old theater. 

The area also was home to an historically frightening experience. Quantrill’s Raiders, who are most well-known for burning Lawrence to the ground 
during the Bleeding Kansas period leading up to the Civil War, did a dry run in Old Shawnee. 

“He corralled all the town people in what is basically the city hall parking lot,” Kornegay said. “That was the town square. Then, he burned homes. 
One of his men was killed.” 

One time while on a ghost tour, a guest caught a picture of a hand reaching over in front of a large plate-glass window. 

“I was just shocked (about the hand),” Kornegay said. “I was standing right there when they took the picture.” 

Kornegay loves to tell the stories, and has been interested in “all the crazy stuff” since she was a kid, but has never seen anything herself. 

“I don’t see,” she said. “I’ve never seen a ghost. I like the evidence and the pictures. I don’t think I would like to. I am just a big fat scaredy-cat. I 
don’t want anything coming home with me.” 

At the Shawnee Indian Mission Historic Site, Director Jennifer Laughlin said she’s never seen anything strange there, but this fall they allowed a set of 
paranormal investigators to check — just in case. 

They were approached by the investigators, and like many places with historic buildings and purported haunts, Laughlin recognized any unusual 
paranormal activity might bring in a new audience. 

“There is something to be said that it brings out people who would not normally come, so it can raise awareness,” Laughlin said. 

The group has investigated one of the buildings, which is not yet restored and is rarely open. However, the historic site is considering a public event 
next year to help teach the real history with a side of thrill-seeking. 

Patricia Schurkamp at the Wyandotte County History Museum said they definitely have unexplained happenings. 

She believes some of their unusual occurrences are connected to specific artifacts. They have a wash basin from a former mortuary. Paranormal 
investigators believe two women are connected to it. 

“One October it was in a display,” Schurkamp said. “That was when they got really upset and were really banging on the walls and doing some 
things. Then, we put it away again, and it calmed down.” 


http://www.kansascity.com/news/local/community/816-north/article179885926.html 


3/8 



10/24/2017 


Haunted Kansas City: Real stories of unexplained paranormal phenomena | The Kansas City Star 


The museum had professional paranormal investigators out one time to research the archives. 

The investigators believed there were five different ghosts at the museum. After the investigators left, museum staff came in to find the archives a 
mess, with several things pushed off the shelves. 

Schurkamp, who often has to be at the facility alone, tries to keep a level head about the strange occurrences. 

She also tries to ignore the rattling and shuffling, or the time the image of a woman walked through a mirror on the wall during one of their board 

meetings. She said she has gotten used to the activity, but sometimes she has to put the paranormal in its place. 

After all, when it’s time for the public to come in, the lights really need to be on. 

“You simply go in the room and say, ‘I don’t have time today,’ and tell them to leave things alone, and we don’t get bothered any more that day,” 

Schurkamp said. 

Back at Hartman Hardware, Unterreiner says he hopes maybe he’ll get to join the other family members in being part of the fun one day. 

“If I can, you’d better believe it,” Unterreiner said. “I would come back and jack with people. I think that would be quite fun. You never know. If we 
have to take the punishment, it’s only fair to get to hand it down.” 


MORE KANSAS CITY GHOST STORIES 

The Dickinson Theater at the Great Mall of the Great Plains: “Believe it or not, that was one of the worst hauntings we have done. I was working 
there at the time. People would claim they saw things and people walking in and out of the storage room where we kept the candy. We started by 
just leaving a recorder in there. When I went back to listen, I heard a voice that said, ‘He’s coming.’ That is what gave us our start.” - Jonathan 
Gower, Dead Time Paranormal of Kansas City 

Harvey House in Leavenworth: “It was the second house Fred Harvey built. Fred Harvey died and his wife also died from pneumonia shortly 
after he died. The first time we were there, I didn’t have to try very hard to get responses on the ghost box and I don’t like to use the ghost box 
that much. Within a second of turning it on, it had said both of our names and said ‘Thank you for helping.’” - Jan Schoeler and Stephanie 
Turbiville, Kansas City Paranormal, who give a portion of proceeds from ticketed investigations to help support the historic renovation of the 
home 

The Alexander Majors House and The John Wornall Home: “They are two very different places. The Wornall Home was a field hospital during 
the Battle of Westport. We get a lot of electronic phenomenon there in noises and equipment. People have also seen apparitions there. At the 
Alexander Majors House, things touch people. Investigators have seen things come down the stairs and go through their body. It is active all the 
time.” - Rob Garcia, Elite Paranormal of Kansas City 

1859 Jail, Marshal’s Home and Museum in Independence: “This is where Frank James was housed. I have heard chains being pulled, like from 
people who were shackled. We were able to get a lot of voices you could hear on a recorder.” - Shawn Holland, Apex Paranormal 

Blue Springs Historical Society: “They have some mannequins upstairs used to show old furs and coats. We were both sitting in the room with 
the mannequins and one of the heads moved and one of the arms moved up. That really scared me, because I don’t do mannequins. Ghosts, no 
problem. We also had a guy moan very loudly. It scared us. It sounded like someone is trying to scream underwater, but that it’s not easy for 
them.” - Jan Schoeler and Stephanie Turbiville, Kansas City Paranormal 

Park University Campus in Parkville: “Our campus simply oozes history and my belief is — yes, indeed — there are presences, more felt than 
seen, of the long departed, strong-willed people who founded this school in 1875 and of those who gave their remarkable ideas and energy to 
construct and maintain it for the past 142 years. Mackay Hall, our multi-towered 1893 landmark building is known for providing an atmosphere 
that invites speculation — especially when doors close by themselves, footsteps are heard in vacant hallways, and whiffs of perfume materialize 
out of thin air.” - Carolyn McHenry Elwess,’71, Park University Archivist 

Wyandotte County History Museum: “The worst was when we had the professionals out. We went to the archives and the books were all over 
the floor. There was a male in the archives and he was not a happy person. There was one in the auditorium. I was sitting in there with two 
women and, all of a sudden, their necklaces lifted up and down. I was out of there.” - Patricia Schurkamp, Museum Director Wyandotte County 
History Museum 

Smithville Graveyard: “We were just taking pictures because it was evening in the summer time, and when the sun had set I noticed on the 
thermal camera that the gravestones would light up this orange color. When I looked at the pictures of the landscape, I noticed there was a 
person in the photo standing next to the tombstone directly in front of me. I swear you will not hear me say anyplace is haunted except that 
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cemetery in Smithville ” - Katy Stafford, Supernatural Inc., who usually tries to give people reasonable explanations for their unusual 
experiences 



1859 Jail, Marshal’s Home and Museum in Independence File photo 
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Haunted Lake County: Unexplained phenomena often linked to traumatic 
events 

2017 - 10-17 chicagotribune.com 


A college student standing in the hallway of an old dormitory in Waukegan feels someone behind her, breathing on 
her neck. She turns around. No one is there. Suddenly someone pushes her down the stairs. 

It gets scarier. 

On a moonlit night, several teenagers shine a flashlight on an old wooden gate along River Road in Libertyville. In 
the light, they see the heads of several decapitated children on the gate posts. 

All over Lake County, these stories are told, especially at this time of year. 

They're true, at least according to the people who tell them. 

True or not, these stories make you wonder: Could there be otherworldly spirits lurking in cemeteries, old 
buildings, even your own home? 

Ron Dolski, who owns Something Fishy Pets in Fox Lake, said he once was a nonbeliever — but not anymore. 


"I was totally the biggest skeptic in the world," Dolski said. 



Haunted tales are told all over Lake 
County, especially during the Halloween 
season. (Sheryl DeVore / News-Sun) 

But reports of hauntings in Northern 
Illinois intrigued him, and he began 
researching them. He founded a Fox 
Lake based group in 2006 called 
Something Ghostly Paranormal. 

Over the years, he's investigated public 
buildings, private homes, hospitals, 
insane asylums and other places in the 
county and around the nation, and he 
believes some of these places have been 
visited by spirits from another world. 


There's the haunted doll in someone's home — the owners say she moves limbs at will, and he's seen it himself. 
He recently investigated a tavern in Fox Lake where he, a bartender and other workers heard strange voices after 
closing hours. 


If that doesn't convince you, how about Dolski's claim that his house in Huntley is haunted by a little girl named 
Sally? 


"One day, my wife and I were sitting on the couch, and we both heard somebody say, 'Mommy,' Nobody was there. 
We've had company come and they've seen and heard things, too. We've opened our house to a lot of friends who 
don't believe it," Dolski said. "After they spend the night, they believe." 


Sally tends to appear weekly at the Dolski household, sometimes moving items around in the house, he said. 


He discovered that years ago, a young girl died in a well on his house's property. 

"We think because it was a tragic death, she doesn't know that she's dead. She's looking for her parents, a place 
to call her own. Since we recognize that spirits are real, we have accommodated her and allowed her into our 
family," Dolski said. 
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He and his wife would like her to leave. 


"But she refuses to move on," he said. 



Sheryl DeVore / News-Sun 
Along River Road in 
Libertyville is an wooden gate 
that reportedly reveals the 
heads of decapitated children 
on moonlit nights. Along River 
Road in Libertyville is an 
wooden gate that reportedly 


Bob Jensen, who started Ghostland Paranormal in 1990 in Gurnee, said he's less of a 
skeptic than he used to be. 

Ghostland Paranormal consists of open-minded people, he said, adding that the members 
are, "well-respected members of the community, including teachers, professors and federal 
agents." 

Recently, he investigated a tattoo parlor in Antioch that had a painted glass door. "There's 
the story about a man who has been seen peering through the glass, looking at the girls at 
work there," he said. 

Jensen said he has recorded a little girl's voice in the parlor, saying, "He's coming up the 
stairs." 

"Another time, we saw a figure, a translucent individual that was squatting down by an 
infrared light I had set up," he said, adding that the basement is just creepy. 

Jensen said he heard a story about the basement once being occupied by a man who had 
committed crimes in the neighborhood. 

"There's always truth behind folklore," Jensen said. "There's always some form of truth." 


reveals the heads of Both Jensen and Tony Olszewski, founder of McHenry County Paranormal Research 

decapitated children on Group, have been asked to investigate the Mother Rudd House in Gurnee over the years. 

moonlit nights. (Sheryl ^ ° J 

DeVore / News-Sun) 

The home, built in 1841 on what became Old Grand Avenue, now houses a museum for 
the Warren Township Historical Society. It was once a stop along the Underground Railroad, where slaves were 
given sanctuary on their way to freedom. 


Jensen and Olszewksi said they've documented paranormal events at the home, but none were threatening. 


"We heard voices of a young child — it sounded like the child was comfortable in the house," Jensen said. 


But Mary Worth, a woman who lived nearby during that era, is not a benign spirit. 



In the past few years, developers have 
moved an old stone that likely marked her 

Waukegan Historical Society Dr. Roberts, a dentist, built this home in 1891 at the southeast grave, Jensen said, adding that they 
corner of Washington Street and Sheridan Road in Wauekgan. A family who lived here after hprjo n losinn mnnev until thev nut the 

died said it was haunted, and the house was later razed. Dr. Roberts, a dentist, built this home y y y y P 

in 1891 at the southeast corner of Washington Street and Sheridan Road in Wauekgan. A Stone DacK. 
family who lived here after died said it was haunted, and the house was later razed. (Waukegan 

Historical Society) Ty Rohrer, supervisor of the Waukegan 

History Museum, said he's heard and researched a plethora of stories of hauntings in Waukegan. Residents have 


Legend says during the time of the 
Underground Railroad, Worth was 
murdering slaves instead of helping them. 
Some claim she was a witch. 

"The townspeople took justice into their 
own hands," Jensen said. "They hung her 
on her property. If you walk along Dilleys 
Road on the west side, you'll find a huge 
tree stump down to the ground. That is 
the tree that allegedly she was hung 
from." 
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told him about the haunted house on Washington Street. 

"It was the home of Dr. Roberts. He was a dentist — a rather eccentric dentist," he said. "The stories are that he 
built his house (in 1891) in such a way as to attract spirits." 

After he died, Rohrer added, the family living there reported a piano playing on its own and a figure in the attic. 
"They eventually had to move out of the house," which was later razed, Rohrer said. 

An apartment building on Franklin and North avenues in Waukegan is the site of the old Jane McAlister Hospital. 
At one time, it was a dormitory for Shimer College where two ghosts allegedly lived. 


The good nurse ghost took care of students, putting her cool hands on foreheads when 
they had fevers. But an evil janitor ghost lived in the basement. Students felt him standing 
behind them, breathing down their necks, and were sometimes pushed or tripped, Rohrer 
said. 

Older buildings with interesting histories seem to harbor the most spirits in Waukegan, 
Rohrer said. 

That includes the 90-year-old Genesee Theatre in Waukegan, where the most famous 
ghost is a dog, said Larry Frievalt, patron services manager. 

"When people are in the theater, they sometimes hear barking in the duct work of the 
heating and air conditioning," Frievalt said. Recently one of the facilities workers was in the 
basement and heard the sound of the dog running up behind him. He high-tailed it out of 
there." 

Frievalt added he's heard stories that long ago, when the Genesee was used as an 
apartment building, a dog was left alone in an apartment for several days after his master 
passed away. 

"The other story most people know about is the story of a young girl who likes to cause 
pranks in the Genesee Theatre," Frievalt said. "Every now and then, while people are in 
the theater, they feel a cold gust of wind running down the aisle." 

Other times, he added, while staff are working at their desks, they'll find their shoes untied. 

"It hasn't happened to me in a while now that I double tie my shoes," he said. 

Paranormal investigators like Jensen don't believe all the tales they're told, and they don't always find signs of 
spirits when they visit public and private places thought to be haunted. 

Those who want to see for themselves if the 
Genesee Theatre or parts of Waukegan are 
haunted can attend two programs. 

Ty Rohrer, supervisor of the Waukegan History 
Museum, will stop at 15 different sites in 
Waukegan and share stories of hauntings at 6 
p.m. Friday and Saturday. The walking tour... 

Those who want to see for themselves if the 
Genesee Theatre or parts of Waukegan are 
haunted can attend two programs. 

Ty Rohrer, supervisor of the Waukegan History 
Museum, will stop at 15 different sites in 
Waukegan and share stories of hauntings at 6 p.m. Friday and Saturday. The walking tour... 



Haunted tours scheduled in Waukegan 



Something Ghostly 
Paranormal This doll, owned 
by a Lake County family, is 
said to be haunted, according 
to Ron Dolski, founder of 
Something Ghostly 
Paranormal in Fox Lake. This 
doll, owned by a Lake County 
family, is said to be haunted, 
according to Ron Dolski, 
founder of Something Ghostly 
Paranormal in Fox Lake. 
(Something Ghostly 
Paranormal) 
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(Sheryl DeVore) 

Years ago, for example, Jensen interviewed teenagers who drove down River Road in Libertyville at night and 
stopped to shine lights at a huge, tall, old wooden gate near Independence Grove Forest Preserve. "They told me 
there were horrible things that happened there that they never wanted to repeat or witness again," Jensen said. 

According to legend, there was an old schoolhouse on the property in the 1940s, and an old janitor who worked 
there went insane. Jensen added that the tale goes on to report that, "he decapitated kids and put the heads on 
the gate. Now on moonlit nights, you can see the heads." 

Sheryl DeVore is a freelance reporter for the News-Sun. 

Copyright © 2017, Lake County News-Sun 

Copyright (c) 2017 Chicago Tribune 
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On Friday afternoon, the Oxford English Dictionary’s Web site appealed to the public for help in 
identifying a mysterious book, “Meanderings of Memory.” The book is cited as an early source for 
words like “chapelled” (“ adj. placed or stationed in a chapel”), “revirginize” (“ trans . to render virginal 
again”) and forty-seven others. “We have been unable to trace this title in library catalogues or text 
databases,” they announced, 

All these quotations have a date of 1852, and some cite the author as ‘Nightlark’. 


The only evidence for this book’s existence that we have yet been able to find is a single 
entry in a bookseller’s catalogue: 


MEA.NDEKIKGS of Memory, by Nigli'tUrfe, Bvo, 
board* Loudon, 1352 

lVritUfEi vid puLltuttuil b v a well'known cofinolwur 
with the cpltfiupb. 11 Cur potiu.H. lui/riiuAr itbl mi 
kilo nielA jp|^cit>am T* 


Have you ever seen a copy of this book? 
Can you identify the ‘well-known 
connoisseur’ mentioned by the bookseller? 


The humorous particulars of the plea (the connoisseur who calls himself “Nightlark,” the title that 
sounds like the work of a French flaneur) will surely stoke the energies of lexicographic sleuths the 
world over. On Twitter, there was some excited speculation, but so far, the case remains unsolved. 


I asked Katherine Connor Martin, head of U.S. dictionaries for Oxford University Press, about how 
the search had come about. Her answer amounted to a mini-history of the O.E.D.’s longtime 
practice of calling on the general public to aid its lexicographers. “We like to say the O.E.D. has 
been crowdsourcing since before there was a word for crowdsourcing,” she said. 


In 1879, James Murray, a leading member of the British Philological Society who edited the first 
edition of the O.E.D., put out “An Appeal to English Speaking Readers,” asking for volunteers to 
comb through periodicals, pamphlets, works of literature, and scientific and philosophical treatises, 
and note down unusual words and to quote the sentences in which they appeared. “Anyone can 
help,” Murray wrote, “especially with modern books.” Readers took down their findings on six-by-four 
index cards—called “slips”—and submitted them to the dictionary’s editors. Over a million quotations 
were collected before the publication of the dictionary’s first installment. (The practice has 
continued, with a few lapses, since then—now it exists in digital form.) According to the O.E.D.’s 
Web site, “The quotations are one of the most important aspects of the entries contained in the 
OED. They document the history of a term from its earliest to its most recent recorded usage.” 
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Among the project’s participants were historians and scholars, but many of the most prolific word- 
scavengers were laypeople consumed, apparently, by a fiery curiosity about the English language. 
Martin mentioned one William Chester Minor, a physician who suffered from mental illness and was 
incarcerated in the Broadmoor Criminal Lunatic Asylum, who submitted a huge number of slips (he’s 
the subject of Simon Winchester’s book “The Professor and the Mad Man”). “A slight amount of 
insanity might be a good thing for the practice of lexicography,” Martin told me. Think of 
encountering the word “revirginize” for the first time sometime in the mid-nineteenth century, when 
the project was in its heyday. You couldn’t go to Google books to find other instances of it. You had 
to search obsessively—through libraries, newspapers, goodness knows where else—for other 
examples of the word. “The level of work required...it’s an insane undertaking,” Martin said. Another 
insane—I use the word colloquially—fact: Minor is a distant cousin of Martin’s “Like to think I’m 
carrying on a tradition,” she said with a laugh. 

Every entry in the O.E.D. shows the full history of a word as far back as the editors can trace it. The 
dictionary is currently undergoing its first comprehensive revision since the first edition was 
completed in 1928; its staff of over seventy editors adds new sources to reflect contemporary usage, 
and its smaller team of bibliographers checks every citation for accuracy. But when Veronica Hurst, 
the O.E.D.’s chief bibliographer recently encountered the slip for “revirginize” and saw “The 
Meanderings of Memory” quoted as the first source for the word’s appearance in 1852 (“Where that 
cosmetic...Shall e’er revirginize that brow’s abuse,” the listing says), she tried to locate the book. All 
she could find was the one little mention in a bookseller’s catalog from 1854. 

It’s unusual for there to be such scant evidence for the existence of a source in the first edition. 
Furthermore, the O.E.D.’s team of bibliographers-they are the unsung heroes of the O.E.D., 
according to Martin--are intimately familiar with the handwritings of the champion slip-writers, and 
Hurst did not recognize the writing on the slip for “revirginize” that made mention of “Meanderings of 
Memory.” This book is cited forty-eight other times—a high number of citations for an obscure work. 

I asked Martin if she had a pet theory about who wrote the book and whether it even existed: Would 
someone have made up a source for forty-nine different words? Martin thinks that the tiny entry in 
the bookseller’s catalog is evidence that the book is out there somewhere. She suspects it may 
have been a vanity project—self-published, narrowly distributed—that sold badly. Maybe the writer 
of the slips citing “Meanderings” was the author of the book! “Here is a book that everyone has 
forgotten,” Martin said, “but it is immortal. It is in the O.E.D.” A clever bid for a footnote in posterity. 

“Meanderings of Memory” may be sitting, neglected, on some library shelf (many library books that 
have not been requested for check out by patrons for years have not been digitized). Will the book’s 
fate be discovered? No leads yet, Martin said. “I’m hoping some inspired librarian will crack the 
case.” A moment later, she corrected herself, wanting to be more precise “some intrepid librarian, I 
meant.” 

This post has been updated to reflect clarifications about the number of editors and bibliographers at 
the O.E.D. and how they go about revising the dictionary. 

Copyright (c) Conde Nast 2017 


https://www.newyorker.com/books/page-turner/have-you-seen-this-book-an-o-e-d-mystery 


2/2 



9/15/2017 


He killed his parents in Omaha at age 16 and escaped from prison nearly a decade later. Then he simply vanished | Crime & Courts | omaha.com 


PREGAME: NEBRASKA VS. NORTHERN ILLINOIS » 

(http://www. omaha. com/gameday) 
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THE MYSTERY OF LESLIE ARNOLD: PART ONE 

He killed his parents in Omaha at age 16 and escaped from prison nearly a decade later. Then 

he simply vanished 

By Henry Cordes / World-Herald staff writer Sep 5, 2017 Updated Sep 9, 2017 


The boyish-faced 16-year-old betrayed little emotion as he led Omaha police officers into 
his backyard. It was a crisp October day in 1958 in what was then Omaha s western 
suburbs — a neighborhood near 66th and Pacific Streets. 

With a handcuffed arm, the boy pointed to a spot beneath a lilac bush. Thaf s where he 
told them to dig. 

A uniformed cop had turned up only a few shovelfuls of black dirt before he unearthed 
the first sign of the truth: a human hand. And with each subsequent turn of the spade, a 
grim and shocking crime was revealed. 
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“Oh, Leslie, how could you do it?” exclaimed a neighbor looking on. 

Indeed. How could he? 

How could William Leslie Arnold 
shoot both his mother and father 
dead right in the dining room of their 
home? What inside the head of a boy 
could drive him to lash out so 
violently after his mom had refused 
to let him take his girl to the drive- 
in? 

And how could Arnold proceed to 
take her to the movie that night after 
all? And then to go on living his life 
the next two weeks as if nothing had 
happened — going to school, 
attending church, even showing up 
to open his dad’s business — until his 
web of lies finally unraveled? 

The saga of Leslie Arnold would be 
an astonishing story even if that was 
all there was to tell. But what started 
off as a true crime drama would 
ultimately turn into a deeper mystery 
— one that still has authorities baffled 
today. 

Sent to the Nebraska State 
Penitentiary in Lincoln three months 
before his 17th birthday, Arnold for 
nearly a decade lived the life of a 
model prisoner. He seemed well on 
his way to the ultimate fate of many 
killers during that more merciful 
time — a state pardon and release. 

But 50 years ago, Leslie Arnold 
shocked everyone again. 

He slipped through sawed-off bars, scaled a 12-foot fence topped with barbed wire and 
vanished into the sticky July air. 

A half century later, Arnold officially remains at large. And he holds another distinction: 

Hes the last man to successfully escape from the Nebraska State Penitentiary. 

Again the question has to be asked: Leslie, how could you do it? 

How could Arnold come to see escape as his only hope? How could he get away so 
cleanly? And how could he avoid detection and recapture for all the ensuing years? 

Despite the sensational way in which Leslie Arnold’s story came to the public 
consciousness, it’s largely a forgotten tale in his hometown today. 

In his old Ak-Sar-Ben neighborhood — on a hill overlooking what then was one of the 
Midwest’s largest horse-racing tracks but which today is a blooming college campus — 
most everyone who knew Arnold is dead or gone. 



Booking shot of Leslie Arnold on Oct. 11,1958. 
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The Omaha police detectives who teased out his confession, the prosecutor who sent 
him to prison with encouraging words, and the warden who watched over the boy- 
inmate all have long since retired and died. 

But in recent years, there have been some for whom the memory of Leslie Arnold has 
lived on. 

Jim Harding never forgot Arnold. Harding went over the fence with Arnold that July 
night in 1967. Even though Harding was recaptured within a year, he always felt that he 
was the lucky one. 
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Frank Spenceri hasn’t forgotten Arnold. Having grown up next door to the Arnolds, he 
knew well the smart but troubled boy who others failed to understand. 

Jim Child hasn’t forgotten Arnold. He now admits to aiding his childhood friend’s escape, 
putting him on a bus bound for Chicago that night. Talk to the retired minister today 
and he has a surprising answer as to whether he regrets that sin. 

Jim Arnold hasn’t forgotten Leslie, his older brother. To this day, Jim Arnold remains 
bitter over the crime that left him an orphan and turned his life upside down. He only in 
recent years got beyond the nightmares and feelings of shame, anger and guilt that 
tormented him for decades. 

Geoff Britton hasn’t forgotten Leslie Arnold. Decades after the escape, the State 
Corrections Department investigator spent countless hours trying to pick up Arnold’s 
trail. He believes that Arnold — who would have turned 75 years old last week — could 
very well still be alive. In fact, Britton has a hunch he knows where Arnold has been. 

Over the next three days, The World-Herald will also remember Leslie Arnold. 

Drawn from a transcript of Arnold’s confession, untapped psychological profiles that dug 
deeply into Arnold’s troubled relationship with his mother, an exclusive interview with 
the inmate he escaped with, and other historical records and interviews collected over 
nearly 25 years, we bring one of Omaha’s most intriguing crime tales back to life. 

And we shed new light on an old question: Leslie, how could you do it? 


■LES' TEMPER HAD NO STOPPER ONCE IT 
EXPLODED.' 


For someone looking on from the outside in 1958, the Arnold family of 6477 Poppleton 
Ave. in Omaha might have seemed the very picture of America’s post-World War II 
prosperity. 

Bill Arnold owned the Omaha regional office of Watkins Products, a direct-sales 
company whose “Watkins men” peddled spices, cleaning supplies and other household 
goods door to door. It wasn’t a bad business to be in during the 1950s, a time when 
American families and household consumerism boomed. 

Like most women of her day, Arnold’s wife, Opal, was a stay-at-home mom. She kept a 
tidy house and watched over the couple’s two sons: 16-year-old William, who went by 
his middle name, Leslie, and 13-year-old Jim. 

The Arnolds’ hilltop home was so close to the Ak-Sar-Ben track’s barns that you could 
hear the horses whinny. The Arnolds drove two cars, including a stylish new 1957 
Mercury, and had a black-and-white TV. 

It seemed a setting right out of “Leave It to Beaver,” the sitcom of the day that featured 
an idealized suburban family and two happy but mischievous boys. But the Arnolds were 
not the Cleavers. It would soon become clear that something wasn’t quite right inside the 
cozy white house on Poppleton Avenue. 

Leslie had always been a high-strung kid. Those who grew up with him playing ball, 
building forts and sneaking under the racetrack fence recalled he could flash a fiery 
temper. 

“He was wound a little tighter than the average, but he was more intelligent than the 
average person, and very talented,” recalled Spenceri, 74, a friend who grew up across the 
back fence from Arnold. 
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In grade school, Arnold proved a 
rambunctious boy, constantly getting 
into trouble. But he’d eventually learn 
to control his emotions in the 
classroom. 

Entering his junior year at Omaha’s 
Central High School, Arnold was a 
solid B student who was liked by his 
teachers — his only write-up for 
failing one day to wear a belt. He was 
in Central’s ROTC corps and 
participated on its track, wrestling 
and baseball teams. 



Opal and Bill Arnold with younger son, Jimmy, date unknown. 
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Leslie, front left in the photo with Central High School musicians, idolized Elvis Presley and wore his hair slicked back. 


But Leslie’s biggest passion was music. He played the tenor saxophone in Centrals 
marching band, in an ROTC band and in the combo that performed at school dances. He 
was a fanatic for Elvis. Leslie even wore his thick and wavy hair slicked back and high 
much like his idol. 

But at home, Arnold’s temper still burned hot. 

Little frustrations seemed to set him off. He would smash his model airplanes if they 
weren’t coming together just right. Once angry that the wax wasn’t taking to the family 
car, he slammed the roof with his fist, denting it. 

His brother, Jim, would recall frequent physical abuse at the hands of his brother, Leslie 
adept at putting socks on his hands so he wouldn’t leave a mark. 

“Les’ temper had no stopper once it exploded,” Jim would recall years later. “I always had 
the feeling he didn’t understand why mom and dad had me when they had him already.” 

Indeed, Leslie Arnold carried into those high school years some deep anger and 
resentment, much of those feelings revolving around his 40-year-old mother. 

While there are conflicting accounts regarding the temperament of Opal Arnold, no one 
disputes this: She called the shots in the Arnold household. Leslie Arnold would later tell 
psychiatrists who examined him that his mother ruled in a domineering and arbitrary 
fashion — and that he was often the victim of her controlling ways. 
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Leslie was in Central’s ROTC corps (second row from the bottom, ninth from the left) and participated on its track, wrestling and baseball teams. 


He said she once forced him to cut the grass three times, until it was even enough for her 
liking. She made fun of his interest in music and showed no interest in his sports, never 
coming to his games. He perceived her as showing favoritism toward Jim. Neighbors 
noted some of these things, too. 

“Jimmy was treated like an only child,” recalled former neighbor Woody Dillman. 

“It seemed to me (Leslie s) mother was excessively and compulsively hard on him,” said 
Child, a friend of Leslie s who lived down the street. “And Les would become extremely 
agitated, beyond normal.” 

Once Leslie reached high school, there were frequent clashes over use of the family cars, 
particularly the new one. Leslie claimed his mother would sometimes tell him he could 
use the car but then change her mind at the last minute. 

A big source of recent conflict had been Leslie s girlfriend, a North High student named 
Crystal. 

Leslie had been “going steady” with Crys for months and was crazy about her. But his 
mother was against the relationship. She called the girls family “trash,” Leslie believing 
she felt that way because Crys’ father was a truck driver. 

Mother and son had repeated and heated arguments over Crys, and recently those 
conflicts had escalated. 

Leslie claimed his mother had on three occasions kicked him out of the house. The boy 
slept in the Ak-Sar-Ben stables and briefly took a job as a live-in caretaker in an 
apartment building. 
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Leslie said his mother sometimes locked his mild-mannered dad out of the house, too. 

Leslie said his father told him they needed to tolerate such behavior — the price they paid 
to keep the family together. 


Leslie Arnold would later tell his psychological evaluators there may have been other 
underlying reasons for his mother s behavior. He was told by family members his mother 
was twice hospitalized after “nervous breakdowns” — the common term at the time for 
episodes of mental illness. 

Mental illness in those days was even more stigmatized and less understood than it is 
today, a taboo subject for families to even talk about. Jim Arnold decades later said he 
had vague memories of his mom “being ill,” but it was never explained to him. 

Jim Arnold, though, also said much of what Leslie told the psychologists seemed slanted 
in his favor. At least one instance where Leslie was “locked out” by his mom, Jim said, 
was actually a case of him running away to spend time with Crys rather than accompany 
the family on a weekend trip. The punishments Leslie complained about were most often 
brought on by his misbehavior and tantrums. 

Regardless of who was to blame, there seems little doubt the relationship between Leslie 
and Opal Arnold had become extremely antagonistic, dysfunctional and volatile. 

As one psychiatrist who examined Arnold would later put it, the feelings inside the 
young Arnold “could be classified as a smoldering volcano.” 


'WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO? SHOOT ME?' 


Leslie Arnold had much to look forward to as he sat at home the morning of Saturday, 
Sept. 27, 1958. He had plans to take Crys to the drive-in that night, and his parents had 
said he could take the new Mercury. 

Around 11, he was on the phone with Crys. And as he often did, he stretched the long 
phone cord under the door at the bottom of the stairs to his bedroom and closed the 
door behind him. He’d sit on the stairs, getting a little privacy as he talked to his girl. 

Opal Arnold pulled the door open and scolded her son. Anything said behind closed 
doors is not worth saying, she told him. Leslie would also later say his mother then called 
Crys “no good” — words he was concerned Crys had heard. 

That set off another bitter row. Leslie told his mother she would be sorry if she 
continued to treat Crys that way. His mother said she’d hit her limit, too. 

“You are not going to the drive-in tonight,” he recalled her saying. 

Leslie angrily punched a wall, and his mother sent him to his room. 

Upstairs, Leslie took refuge in his records, listening and sulking and thinking about what 
he could do to get his mother to reconsider. 

He came downstairs and again argued with her. She told him to go out and cool off. He 
did walk around outside for a while before returning to his room. 

That’s when, he would later tell detectives, “I got a crazy idea in my head.” 
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Police watch over the Arnold residence on Oct. 11, 1958. 

THE WORLD-HERALD 


At about 2:30 p.m., he went to his parents’ bedroom closet. There he found the 22- 
caliber semiautomatic Remington rifle he used to hunt rabbits. 

Moments later, standing in the dining room and holding the rifle, Leslie again 
confronted his mother. 

He later said he had no intention to shoot but wanted to show her he was serious about 
going out with Crys that night. 

Arnold said his mother stood in the doorway to the kitchen and laughed. “What are you 
going to do, shoot me?” 

Leslie raised the gun and pulled the trigger. 

Opal Arnold fell to the floor, screaming in pain. 

Leslie later told a psychologist he didn’t want to hurt his mother anymore. But inside, he 
could still hear her laughing at him. 

Standing over her, he aimed at her chest and pulled the trigger again. And again. And 
again. And again. In all, he fired six bullets, all into his mother’s chest. 

“I can’t explain it, she seemed in pain, and I didn’t want to hurt her anymore, but I just 
kept shooting,” he’d later say. 

Leslie could see his mother was dying. He tried to talk to her, to tell her he was sorry. 
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It was right at that moment that his 
father came through the front door, 
bags of groceries under his arms. Bill 
Arnold saw his wife on the floor and 
his son with the gun. 

“What have you done?!” 

Bill Arnold ran at Leslie and swung 
wildly, missing. He again looked in 
disbelief at Opal Arnold’s body, and 
then again went after Leslie. 

Leslie raised the rifle and pulled the 
trigger. 

Leslie’s father fell to the floor. Leslie 
stood over him and again kept firing. 

Bill Arnold was also shot six times, 
dying on the dining room floor near 
his wife. 

Leslie dropped the gun and ran to the 
living room, the realization of his 
horrific act now setting in. What 
have I done? 

He curled up on the couch and cried. 

He tried to think of what to do. He 
later said he thought he should tell 
someone. But how could they 
understand? How could they know 
what he had been through? In his 
distress and anxiety, his shirt became 
soaked with sweat. 

But after a half hour, Leslie somehow composed himself. Somehow he steeled himself. 

He pulled himself up. He’d hatched a plan. 

As his first grisly task, he dragged the bodies of his mother and father through the 
kitchen and down the basement stairs. He rolled up the bloodied dining room rug and 
took it out to the garage. 

Then he called a family friend, former neighbor Rose Grossman, and related a big story 
he’d made up. 

His grandparents had been traveling by train to California when his senile grandfather 
got off in Wyoming and wandered away. His mom and dad had hopped a train that day 
to help look for him. 

Grossman agreed to take care of Jim until his parents came back. After Jim got home 
from ushering at the matinee performance of the Ak-Sar-Ben rodeo, Leslie ran out to 
meet him and soon after took him to the Grossmans. Jim never suspected a thing. 

All that done, Leslie returned to the house where his parents’ bodies lay. He needed to 
clean himself up. After all, he had a date that night. 

Behind the wheel of the Arnolds’ new car, Leslie picked up Crys and her brother and 
headed for the 84th and Center Drive-In. It was a double feature, the comedy “No Time 
for Sergeants” and a horror film, “The Undead.” 



The dining room where Leslie fired six bullets into Opal and then, after Bill came upon the 
scene, six bullets into him. 

THE WORLD-HERALD 


http://www.omaha.com/news/crime/he-killed-his-parents-in-omaha-at-age-and-escaped/article_cafdb0aa-8cd9-11e7-91e2-83c37e694330.html 


10/15 



9/15/2017 He killed his parents in Omaha at age 16 and escaped from prison nearly a decade later. Then he simply vanished | Crime & Courts | omaha.com 

Afterward, they went to Tiner’s, the drive-in burger and malt shop at 44th and Dodge 
that in its day was the place to be seen for high school kids. Then they went to Crys’ 
house. 

Leslie watched Crys put her hair up for the night. He felt good. When he was with her, 
he didn't think about his parents. 

But soon it was time to head home and again face the reality of what he’d done. 

Arnold was spooked at the thought of spending the night with his parents’ bodies. He 
tried sleeping in the car but was too cold. He instead went to his room, turned the radio 
up and closed the door. 


THE ARNOLD HOME IN 2017 

The little white house sits at 66th and Poppleton today looking much as it did in 1958. Martin Schmitz and his wife purchased the house not long 
after the murders, and he’s been there ever since. 

lofll 

< > 


The kitchen at the former home of Leslie Arnold. 
SARAH HOFFMAN/THE WORLD-HERALD 



He woke early and went to church alone. As it happened, the sermon was about crime, 
and Arnold suddenly had the feeling the whole thing was directed at him. The tears 
returned. He got up and left. 

That afternoon, he went to his back-fence neighbor, Spenceri, and asked to borrow a 
shovel. 

Then after spending most of the day with Crys and her family, he grabbed the shovel. He 
went to the southeast corner of his fenced backyard, back under the lilac bush. And in 
the cover of darkness, he started digging. 

It took hours, the boy collapsing exhausted under an apple tree when he was done. Then 
after summoning his courage, he went down to the basement. 

He removed his father’s belt and strung it around the ankles of the body. That enabled 
the 5-foot-8, 127-pound Arnold to pull the 155-pound body up a short flight of stairs 
into the garage. In the open, he dragged the body out the garage door, around the front 
yard, through the side gate and back to the hole. 
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He pulled his mother s body out the same way, dumping it on top. 

Then after saying a brief prayer over the crude grave, he covered the bodies with dirt. 

Arnold took the bloodied rug to 80th and F Streets, where he dumped it off the bridge 
into the Big Papillion Creek. 

Around midnight, he knocked at Rose Grossman’s door. He said he was too scared to 
sleep alone and wanted to be with Jim. As Grossman let him in, she noticed that both of 
the boys palms were lined by broken blisters. 

On Monday morning, Arnold had one last task to complete his cover-up. He drove to his 
dad’s office at 19th and Jones downtown and opened up for business. Leslie told the story 
of his parents’ sudden departure and asked one of his dad’s assistants to take over for a 
while. Then he drove to school. 

Arnold soon settled into a daily routine. After about five days he and Jimmy moved back 
home, Jimmy still totally oblivious to what had happened. In fact, Leslie would claim he 
confided in no one. 

If anyone asked about his parents, Leslie told them they were away. 

It all happened kind of suddenly, he’d say. 


•OH LESLIE, HOW COULD YOU DO IT?' 


On Sunday, Oct. 5 — eight days after the killings — Arnold arrived home and was 
suddenly panic-stricken. 

His grandmother and grandfather were there — the same grandfather he’d been telling 
everyone his parents were off looking for. 

The elder Arnolds had traveled from their home in North Loup, Nebraska, concerned 
that no one seemed to know where Leslie’s parents were. Leslie offered them more 
evasive answers. 

In an effort to figure out what was going on, Leslie’s grandmother on Tuesday called 
Rose Grossman to see whether Opal Arnold had left any instructions before leaving 
town. Mrs. Grossman asked her about the lost grandfather. Grossman could tell from the 
sound of the grandmother’s voice she had no idea what Grossman was talking about. 

Grossman had her suspicions before, but now she knew things didn’t add up. She did 
some detective work of her own, learning there was no train at the time Leslie said his 
parents had left. She also learned from a friend a few doors down from the Arnolds about 
the recent violent arguments between Opal and Leslie. 
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From left: Police work to recover the bodies of Leslie Arnold's parents in their backyard on Oct. 11, 1958; Leslie points to the lilac bush that marked where the bodies were; police recovering 
the bodies. 

THE WORLD-HERALD 


On Friday morning, Oct. 10, Grossman called the Omaha police and told them what 
she’d learned. She didn’t know it, but the extended Arnold family members had been 
debating similar action for days. They didn’t because Leslie’s grandmother had been 
adamant they shouldn’t be jumping to conclusions. 

That night, Leslie took Crys to the Central-Tech football game, where they watched a 
talented Central sophomore running back named Gale Sayers tear up the field. While 
Leslie was away, the Arnolds made the decision: It’s time to go to the police. 

Leslie’s great-uncle went downtown and officially reported the Arnolds missing. Like 
Grossman, he noted the last person who had seen the Arnolds was Leslie. By then, it was 
obvious to detectives who they needed to talk to next. 

On Saturday morning, two detectives went to the Watkins office, picked up Leslie and 
took him to the police station. 

Under the questioning of Detective John Barnes, the boy finally broke down. While 
Barnes clicked away at a typewriter, Leslie gave a statement about the planned date with 
his girlfriend, the argument with his mother, the Remington, the killings and how he 
concealed them. 

“Are you willing to show us where your parents are buried?” a detective asked. 

“If I have to, I will,” Leslie replied. 
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Leslie Arnold leads authorities to the place in the family’s backyard where he had buried his parents after fatally shooting them. 
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Then, just after noon, handcuffed to a detective at each arm, Leslie led a grim procession 
to a corner of his backyard. By then a crowd was gathering, including neighbors and a 
reporter and photographer from The World-Herald. 

The photographer clicked away as the boy pointed out the spot. With a nod from 
prosecutor John Hanley, Officer Paul Slinkard went to work with a shovel, turning up 
the loose soil. 

It took little time for Slinkard to unearth a human hand adorned with a bracelet and 
watch. 

“Oh, Leslie, how could you do it?” came the neighbor s cry. 

The boy looked at her and his lip trembled. But he said nothing. 

'I'VE GOT A LOT OF MAKING UP TO DO.' 

“Youth Kills Father, Mother to Get Own Way About Car.” That was the banner headline 
in The World-Herald the next morning. 

That was also about as deep as the reporting of those days would ever get into the 
complex relationship between Leslie Arnold and his parents. If things had really been as 
simple as portrayed, there would have been parents dropping dead in Omaha on a 
weekly basis. 
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Left: The next day's World-Herald’s coverage. Right: Leslie Arnold, escorted by Detective Thomas Curran, is taken in for questioning on Oct. 11, 1958, after his parents had been missing 
nearly two weeks. 
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Arnold claimed the gun was already loaded when he retrieved it. However, workers at 
Ak-Sar-Ben days later found a box of .22 caliber bullets that Arnold had at some point 
tossed over the fence. 

“Leslie, did you load the gun?” Hanley asked. 

“No,” Arnold insisted. 

Arnold would undergo a thorough psychiatric analysis, with all who examined him 
concluding he was sane. 

“It is this examiner s opinion that the mother s behavior toward the youth certainly was a 
force in helping to precipitate his action,” one psychiatrist concluded. 
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TRAITE 

DES MALADIES 

DES VO IES URIKAIRES. 

DES MALADIES DE LA VESS1E. 

Par M. CHO PART, Chirurgien en chef de 
l’Hospice du College de Chirurgie de Paris, 

Professeur aux Ecoles de Chirurgie , etc. 

contains this completely extraordinary tale: 

’ " X * ^ 4 

J Baguette de bois. Fait Jingulier de majlurbation . Gabriel 
Galien le livra a la mafturbation des Page de 15 ans, 
avec un tel exces cju’il la reiteroit hult ibis par jour. Peu 
de temps apres, Tejaculation de la femence devint rare 

baguette de bois 

Gabriel Galien began to masturbate at the age of fifteen years, to such an excess that he practised 
it eight times a day. 

Well, that is a little excessive. 

Shortly afterward, the ejaculation of semen became rare, and so difficult, that he tired himself for an 
hour before obtaining it, which threw him into a condition of general convulsions; finally, only a few 
drops of blood, but no seminal fluid, escaped. He only used the hand to satisfy his dangerous 
passion until he had reached the age of twenty-six. Being then unable to produce ejaculation by this 
means, which only brought the penis into a condition of almost constant priapism... 

Priapism is a state of persistent erection. 

.. .he thought of tickling the urethral canal with a small stick of wood about six inches long. He 
introduced it to a greater or less distance without covering it with any fatty or mucilaginous 
substance capable of diminishing the harsh impression which it made upon such a sensitive part. 

‘Mucilaginous’ means ‘moist and sticky’. The point is that he did not use any lubrication. Unwisely, 
as it turned out. 

The occupation of shepherd, which he had adopted, afforded him frequent opportunity of being 
alone and of easily giving himself up to his passion. 

That’s one advantage, I suppose. 


This case sounds so implausible that you may 
start thinking it’s a spoof. I assure you it’s not: I 
came across it in Alfred Poulet’s Treatise on 
Foreign Bodies in Surgical Practice (1880), but 
it originally appeared almost a century earlier in 
a book by the French surgeon Frangois 
Chopart. 

Chopart was a pioneer of urology, the treatment 
of urinary tract disorders, and in the early 1790s 
published an important early textbook: Traite 
des maladies des voies urinaires (Treatise on 
maladies of the urinary tract’). Volume II 
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At different times he employed a few hours each day in tickling the interior of the urethra with his 
stick. He made constant use of it for a period of sixteen years, and by this means procured more or 
less abundant ejaculation. The urethral canal, from the so frequently repeated and long continued 
friction of this kind, became hard, callous, and absolutely insensible. Galien then found his stick as 
useless as his hand, and considered himself the most unfortunate of men. 

Tormented by ‘continual erections’ and by his ‘insuperable aversion’ to women, he became 
depressed. 

In this condition of melancholia, which affected both his physical and mental condition, the shepherd 
often allowed his flock to stray; he continually busied himself in seeking some new means of self¬ 
gratification. After numerous fruitless attempts, he returned with renewed fury to the use of the hand 
and the stick of wood, but finding that these measures only stimulated his desires, he became 
desperate, and drew a dull knife from his pocket, with which he incised the glans along the urethral 
canal. 

I’m wincing. The glans, the tip of the penis, has the highest density of nerve endings in the adult 
male body. 

This incision, which would have caused the most acute pain in another man, only produced in him 
an agreeable sensation followed by a complete ejaculation. 

M. Galien clearly had something very wrong with him. 

Enchanted with this new discovery, he resolved to make amends for his enforced abstinence, 
whenever his fury possessed him. Pits, bushes, and rocks served him as refuges in which to repeat 
or exercise this new measure, which always procured for him the pleasure and ejaculation which he 
desired. 

So the shepherd had now started using a blunt knife to pleasure himself. What could possibly go 
wrong? 

Having given the utmost possible play to his passion, he finally, after perhaps a thousand trials, 
divided the penis into two exactly equal parts from the meatus urinarius to that portion of the urethra 
and corpora cavernosa which is found above the scrotum and near the symphysis pubis. 

The ‘meatus’ is the opening of the urinary tract, at the tip of the penis. 

Cutting one’s own penis into two equal parts is quite a feat - 
even if that’s what you were trying to do. Which somehow I 
doubt was this chap’s intention. But surely this would all result 
in horrendous loss of blood? Luckily he had this covered: 

When profuse haemorrhage occurred, he arrested it by tying a 
piece of string around the penis, and he tightened the ligature 
sufficiently to stop the flow of blood without interrupting its 
course through the corpora cavernosa. 

The corpora cavernosa are the masses of spongy tissue 
which, when filled with blood, produce an erection. 
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A penis sliced through longitudinally - much like 

the patient’s, in fact. Dorsal veins Dorsal artery and nerve 


cavernosa penis 


Corpus cavernosum urethras 

Cross-section of penis from Gray’s Anatomy (1918) 

Three or four hours later he unloosened the ligature and left the parts to themselves. The various 
incisions which he made upon the penis did not extinguish his desires. The corpora cavernosa, 
though divided, often caused an erection and diverged to the right and left. Dr. Sernin, surgeon-in¬ 
chief at the Hotel-Dieu of Narbonne, who communicated this case to me, was a witness of the 
phenomena of this erection. 

Oh my word. Two erections, right and left. Now I’ve heard it all. 

Being unable to use his knife any farther, because the section of the penis extended to the pubis, 
Galien found himself in new distress. He resumed the use of another piece of wood shorter than the 
first; he introduced it into the remainder of the urethral canal, and tickled, at will, this portion of the 
canal and the orifices of the ejaculatory duct, thus producing an emission of semen. 

He was now inserting a stick through the stump of his penis for sexual pleasure. Without, 
apparently, stopping for a moment to ask himself what had gone wrong with his life. 

This truly extraordinary masturbator amused himself in this manner for the last ten years of his life, 
without feeling the slightest uneasiness with regard to the division of his penis. 

The original French is even better: ‘ce masturbateur vraiment extraordinaire’. A phrase you’d want 
on your headstone. Or at least in an obituary. 

The long-continued practice which he had in the use of this stick rendered him bold and sometimes 
careless in its use. June 12, 1774, he introduced it so carelessly that it slipped from his fingers and 
fell into the bladder. 

Not long afterwards he started to feel the consequences. Symptoms included sharp abdominal pain, 
difficulty urinating, fever, vomiting and worse. 

Tormented by these symptoms, he made attempts to rid himself of his cruel enemy. He introduced 
the handle of a wooden spoon into the rectum more than a hundred times, and forcibly pushed the 
spoon from behind forward in order to cause the stick to escape the same way that it had entered; 
but the condition did not yield to the measures which he adopted. 

I think it’s fair to say that these ‘measures’ were not terribly sensible ones. 
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He was finally induced to return to the hospital of Narbonne, in which he had been received three 
times during a space of two and a half months, and which he always left without experiencing any 
relief, as he would never consent to an examination in order to determine the cause of his disease. 
What was the surprise of Dr. Sernin, when, upon examining the hypogastric region of this 
unfortunate shepherd, who complained of retention of urine, he found two penises, each of which 
was almost as large as a normal penis. 

Well, yes, I imagine that he might have been surprised. 

This peculiarity attracted the attention of the surgeon, and although the patient at first assured him 
that this conformation was congenital, an examination of the parts, of the very apparent cicatrices 
[scars], and of the callosities along the whole extent of the division, led him to believe that this was 
not a natural vice of structure. Galien then gave the history of his life, and entered into all the details 
which we have reported above. 

The surgeon used a probe to confirm the presence of a foreign body in the bladder, and then 
decided to extract it. This would entail making an incision in the perineum, the surface between the 
scrotum and anus - a procedure similar to that for removing a bladder stone. 

The patient, tortured by frightful pains, and not experiencing any relief after taking 100 drops of 
Sydenham’s anodyne solution, submitted to the operation. 

‘Sydenham’s solution’ is laudanum, a tincture of opium in alcohol. It is named after Sir Thomas 
Sydenham, the great 17th-century medic who popularised the use of laudanum in the treatment of a 
variety of conditions. The tincture was full of opiates and (usually) effective for pain relief. 

The incision having been made, the finger was carried to the foreign body in order to change its 
direction, and one end was turned toward the wound. The stick was extracted with a polypus 
forceps. 

The term ‘polypus forceps’ is still used today: it’s an instrument used to remove polyps (abnormal 
growths affecting a mucous membrane). 

The patient’s symptoms were relieved, but complications soon set in. 

Slight haemorrhage, quiet sleep, the urine escaped without difficulty; on the fifth day a cough, which 
had tortured the patient for a long time, increased. Fever, irregular chills, relaxation of the bowels, 
gangrene over the left thigh, buttocks and sacrum. All these symptoms gradually yielded to 
appropriate treatment. 

This sounds like the result of infection, in which case he was lucky to survive. Alas, the ‘truly 
extraordinary masturbator’ did not much last longer: 

The thoracic affection continued, and the unfortunate shepherd died three months after recovery 
from the operation of perineal section. At the autopsy a considerable collection of greenish pus was 
found in a sac formed between the pleura and right lung. 

This is an empyema, a collection of pus in the space around the lungs. On its own it’s unlikely to 
have caused his death, but it may well have resulted in sepsis, which would quite rapidly prove fatal. 
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It’s easy to dismiss M. Galien as a pervert, but he must surely have been suffering from a psychiatric 
disorder of some kind. The obsessive pursuit of sexual pleasure is variously known as sex addiction 
or hypersexual disorder, among other terms - but it’s poorly understood and the subject of much 
disagreement. Evidently his was a particularly extreme case. 

Posted on 7th September 2017Author Thomas MorrisCategories Unfortunate predicaments 

One thought on “He sliced his penis in two” 

1 . 

says: 

7th September 2017 at 2:31 pm 

You might want to look up “subincision”. 

(Or not.) 

(Wincing might be involved) 

Reply 
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Headless Horsemen and Ghostly Lights: The Top 5 Texas 

Urban Legends - #FolkloreThursday folklorethursday.com 


#FolkloreThursday 

Nowhere else on the planet in the last three hundred years has there been a pioneer 
narrative quite like the legends and myths of the American Frontier. The United States is a 
fantasyscape from which authors and song-writers still find inspiration, from the heroes of Outlaw 
Country to the new Barons of Industry. And if the United States frontier gave us the rich history of a 
burgeoning nation, then Texas was its next of kin. 


Number 5: The More Important Cemetery Traditions of Liberty Hill 


It’s interesting to see an urban legend that seems to have its roots more steeped in East Coast 
Voudon tradition than South Texas tradition not an hour away from my desk in the suburb of Liberty 
Hill. I’m not a local per se. I’m originally from San Antonio (ask me about the ghosts at the Carlisle 
across from the Alamo), so it’s not surprising that I had not originally heard of the witch grave at a 
family cemetery in Liberty Hill, northwest of Austin on Highway 183. 


Or is it? 


Local blogger Anita Dalton of Pflugerville (north Austin suburb) wrote in her blog, Odd Things 
Considered, “[the Liberty Hill Witch story] is cobbled together using elements borrowed from other 
places and times, it’s not a story that attempts to explain some unpleasant reality of frontier life 
because tensions regarding slavery were long in the past when the myth was created (though 
certainly elements of the story may have some factual basis in social injustices that happened to 
other black women in Texas). It’s a bad ghost story that doesn’t really add to the lore of Texas or 
depict social issues of the past so much as it contributes to wholesale vandalism of historical sites.” 

This explains why I haven’t heard of this legend before. According to Dalton, the legend can’t be 
more than twenty years old. I disagree with Dalton on a few points. Her first point that the story has 
no basis in racial tension gives me pause. A lot of small towns throughout the US have not 
relinquished old prejudices. Pockets of extreme racism are common in rural parts of Texas. The 
legend states that Elizebeth Simpson (a corruption of the name of the actual person buried in the 
Bittick family cemetery in Liberty Hill) had either been hung as a witch or as a horse thief. The horse 
thief seems to be the more likely story, though in certain parts of the Antebellum and Deep South 
during Jim Crow, just being a person of color could be considered a hanging offense as well. 

However, witch hangings in Texas were not common. In an assessment that is GROSSLY 
oversimplified, this is likely cannibalized from both the witch trials of New England and the fear of 
native African cultures that lead to extreme oppression and villainization of what we now call voudon 
magic in the Antebellum South. Witchcraft on the American frontier involving a corruption of Native 
American magic melded with the good old fashioned Gothic Romance of New England gave 
Howard Phillips Lovecraft and Zealia Bishop the inspiration for their collaborative work of short 
fiction, “The Curse of Yig”. 

Attractive to cemetery enthusiasts, and the “tourists” who use the curse of Elizebeth Simpson as an 
excuse to perform perverse rites and carve chunks off of the tombstone, is the “curse” Elizebeth 
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Simpson laid before anyone who passed by her grave, “And remember as yo ar pasin by yo must 
die as well as I.” 

Out of context, this may at first sound like a curse. However, it’s more of a play on the sentiment of 
Emily Dickenson, “Because I would not stop for death, death kindly stopped for me.” The lady buried 
in a plot somewhere in the Bittick family cemetery was neither a witch nor a person of color. Her 
family had to move her tombstone to keep graveyard thrill seekers from causing any more damage 
to the actual plot. 

Though there can be no doubt that the story of the Liberty Hill Witch is a hoax, there is ample 
evidence to suggest that the story is rooted deeply in the legends of persecuted black women, most 
notably, the story of Chloe from the Myrtles Plantation in Louisiana, Texas’ immediate eastern 
neighbor. Chloe is said to have poisoned the plantation family that kept her enslaved. Another 
popular and very well-known voudon princess was the historical Marie Laveau, the rootworker from 
the French Quarter of New Orleans, who is buried in Saint Louis Cemetery, and whose protection is 
still exhorted in times of need. 

More than the corrupted witch legend, what Dalton observed at the Liberty Hill cemetery while 
digging into the Liberty Hill Witch, gave the blogger more interesting things to speculate about than 
an unfortunate urban legend perpetuated by websites and bored high schoolers. Dalton noted the 
presence of coins left on the tombstones of children. 

Though this is not native to Texas, leaving coins on the graves of relatives has traditionally been a 
way for family members to “pay the ferryman” to help loved ones move from this life over yonder to 
the hereafter. There are numerous cultures scattered across the planet that leave coins on the eyes, 
in the mouths, at the feet, or on the graves of the departed. Dalton remarked in her blog that it was 
surprising to see so many quarters left on two particular grave sites at Liberty Hill, one belonging to 
a small child born the day before Halloween, and another larger rock tomb of a young child also 
“festooned with change”. Children’s graves (especially ones which the aforementioned bored 
teenagers revere as cursed, such as a child born the day before Halloween) have always received 
special attention, even from people who don’t know the family. This is underscored by a recent 
uproar in New York when the cemetery of the Holy Rood forbade relatives from leaving offerings at 
their children’s plots. 

Dalton offers anecdotal proof that not all of our legends have their roots in oral tradition. The Liberty 
Hill Witch is a cautionary tale of how the internet is changing the spread of urban legends. 

Number 4: The Dancing Devil of El 
Camaroncito 

Many urban legends of South Texas have 
their roots in Mexican and Latin culture. For 
those who are not familiar, Texas was 
originally a colonial territory of Northern 
Mexico. Land deals were brokered between 
the Virginian, Moses Austin, the first 
empresario to formally arrange for the 
colonization of 300 white families in Tejas. 
Moses Austin died before he reached 
Missouri, and left the contract to his son 
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y — as a land-owner in Arkansas (what would later 

become Little Rock). The younger Austin was elected judge, but failed to successfully hang onto his 
own property and lost his appointment. This man is now known as the Father of Texas, who, with 
the help of my blood ancestor, Jose Antonio Navarro, helped settle the new Mexican state of 
Coahuila y Tejas. So much of Texas urban legendry is steeped in Mexican culture that it’s no wonder 
our legend of the Devil dancing at the El Camaroncito endures even to this day. 


The El Camaroncito was a night club off of Old Highway 90 on the southwest side of San Antonio. 
The place is abandoned but you can still drive up to it. According to Snopes, this story first circulated 
in 1975. A handsome stranger entered the dancehall and turned every female head in the place. 

One can only imagine how he looked. I’m thinkin’ Alexis Cruz with black hair. 


Oh yeah. 


He swept every woman in the club off their feet. Every woman he came into contact with seemed to 
fall into a strange trance. One woman was able to break it and screamed in horror, pointing to the 
floor. “Your feet! Your feet!” 


The handsome dancer’s feet were the taloned claws of a chicken, a sign of the devil in Mexican 
culture. The stranger supposedly disappears into the men’s bathroom and does not return. 

A pair of chicken feet is instantaneously a sign of witchcraft or the devil in many Mexican folk 
traditions on the subject. In Neil Phillip’s collection of Mexican folk tales, Horse Hooves and Chicken 
Feet, the witch Selvestre Guzman had the feet of a chicken. According to Cari Donaldson in an 
article for the Catholic Exchange, the devil cannot hide his feet. The Christian Register backs Cari 
Donaldson’s friend in her article, reporting on April 16, 1914, “That we may everywhere and at all 
times recognize him, for the Devil cannot hide his cloven foot.” 

Which brings me to the odd twist in the Devil of El Camaroncito. There are two versions of the story, 
both are common Mexican folk traditions: the Devil either had the feet of a chicken, or one foot as 
the cloven hoof and one foot that of a chicken. Sometimes you will even hear the name of the 
dance, the Lambada, which surfaced as late as 1992. 

It also seems the legend tends to update itself with the times, moving from a fiesta, to a town dance, 
to a night club (most recently). You will hear both versions of the feet in this urban legend depending 
on who you talk to. 

The witch of Phillip’s collection brings us to another of the urban legends of south Texas that is 
deeply rooted in Mexican folk traditions. 

Number 3: The Lechuza Spirits of the Texas-Mexico Border 

The tales of the Lechuza is one of the Texas-Mexico border’s most enduring folktales. An urban 
legend popularized by historian Richard G. Santos has it that three women from Zavala County 
were on their way back south from San Antonio on Highway 57 when an unusually large owl began 
to tail them, weaving and bobbing. According to the three women who spoke to Santos, the owl 
paced the speeding vehicle, coming along broadside of the driver’s side. As the “owl” moved off, the 
car died. The woman driving was able to get the car off the road, and eventually it did start back up 
again. Despite the myriad reasons why a car might die suddenly (overheating, wiring, battery, etc) 
the ladies in the car whispered a single word, “Lechuza”. 
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In Border Spanish (which varies substantially 
in vocabulary from Interior Spanish), bruja, is 
the word used for “witch”. Lechuzas, 
according to urban legends, are brujas who 
have sold their soul to the Devil. They can turn 
themselves into human-sized owls with the 
face of a human woman, claims the bloggers 
at The Demoniacal. 

The Lechuza has a lot in common with the 
banshee and the harpy. It is said that the 
Lechuza can imitate the sound of an infant 
crying to lure humans into a trap. It is said to 
hear the cry of the Lechuza heralds a death in 
the family. Salt and swear words drive them 


away. 


As if the idea of a witch were not frightening enough, the Lechuza is particularly frightening, as 
frightening as any vampire myth of the Balkans. The legends are still passed in oral traditions down 
here, and many believe early settlers and even the indigenous people mistook the large owls of 
South Texas (and they can get quite big) for evil spirits. 

Number 2: Texas Has a Headless Horseman Thanks to Bigfoot 
Wallace! 

Bigfoot Wallace is one of Texas’ and the American West’s many 
legendary heroes. He was popularized briefly in a novel by Larry 
McMurtry, Dead Man’s Walk. William Alexander Anderson “Bigfoot” 
Wallace was employed as a Texas Ranger, the only real law 
enforcement body in Texas from Texas’ independence from Mexico in 
1836 until roughly 1847, when the United States assumed law 
enforcement of the Texas Frontier. The Texas Rangers doggedly clung to 
their traditions after they were stripped of their title, but that is a story for 
another time. 

It all started with a Comanche raid north of San Antonio. Fellow Texas 
Ranger, Creed Taylor, who had kept his ranch not far from town, attracted the attention of a horse 
thief named Vidal, who had already earned a reputation and carried a sizeable bounty on his head. 
Thinking that Creed had gone north with most of the other menfolk to fight off the Comanches, Vidal 
stole several prized mustangs from Taylor’s ranch along with most of the horses from a nearby town. 
He was wrong. Creed, mindful of bandits, had stayed home. Creed enlisted the help of his partner, 
Bigfoot Wallace, to track Vidal, and soon the two expert trackers had Vidal and his henchmen in 
their sights. 



They waited for the bandits to make camp, then struck, killing everyone. Unfortunately for the 
bandits, horse thieving is an offense punishable by death—and is still a hangin’ offense on the 
books in Texas. Many bandits were made example of with public hangings (my grandfather 
witnessed the last one performed in Texas as a child—but that’s a different story). Other, more brutal 
forms of outlaw justice had been used by the Texas Rangers to deter horse and cattle thieves, but 
this seemed to only work on the ones they could catch. Nothing seemed to deter the bandits. 
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Remember that in a ranch state like Texas, stealing cattle and horses was tantamount to crimes 
worse than murder. A horse was a man’s way to make money. Cattle was precious, and often worth 
more than cash money. 

Bigfoot and Creed decided this one deserved a special touch. They decapitated Vidal and strapped 
him upright to the saddle on a wild Mustang. They lashed his hands to the saddle horn and strapped 
a sombrero on the headless trunk. With a sharp slap to the rump, they sent the mustang off to carry 
its grim message around the hill country. 

It was not long before stories cropped up of a headless man wearing a sombrero in remote brush 
country counties, earning the grim reaper of West Texas the name, El Muerto (literally “The Dead 
One”). Ranchers and cowboys, not knowing what the reckless pony was carrying, often shot at the 
corpse. When local ranchers had enough of the haunting thing, they caught the mustang and 
unburdened him of the bullet-riddled, desiccated corpse of Vidal. Vidal was buried in an unmarked 
grave near present day Ben Bolt, south of Alice, Texas. 

Though dead and buried, El Muerto continued to be sighted as late as 1969. In 1917, a couple 
claimed to see a gray stallion ride by with a headless man screaming, “Its mine! Its all mine!” as they 
made camp on their travels by covered wagon to San Diego. 

I’ve lived around Southwest San Antonio all my life, and visited the headlands of the Nueces (close 
to the old Creed Taylor ranch) many times, but have yet to ever see El Muerto. I’ll let you know if I 
do. 


Number 1: The Marfa Lights 

Gather up your federal dossier and 
slip into that black long coat! We’re 
taking this X-File out to west Texas in 
search of the Marfa Lights! 



Surprisingly for this conspiracy nut 
(myself), I had not heard of the Marfa 
lights until I was listening to the radio 
one morning here in Austin. One of 
our local radio personalities, Rob 
Mason on KVET, mentioned that his 
Big Bend National Park father, at the age of 80, had decided 

to take his girlfriend on a road trip out to Big Bend. For those unfamiliar, Big Bend National Park is a 
nature preserve in the “bend” of the Rio Grande river. Marfa is a common stop for tourists traveling 
through West Texas. Mason suggested his dad might stop to see the Marfa Lights. 


Marfa used to be a small oasis near Alpine in far west Texas. Now it’s known as an art hub full of 
California and New York transplants enamored of the last bastion of the American frontier off of 
Highway 90 headed to El Paso. Though it was a failing ranch town through the 80s and 90s, Marfa 
has seen a huge surge in population and a rise in property taxes from gentrification that has many 
permanent town residents edgy. Citizens like Rosemary Cox, granddaughter of Robert Ellison, one 
of the original ranchers in the area to first unofficially report the appearance of what tourists, 
historians, and citizens of Marfa alike have come to lovingly call the Marfa Lights. 
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Rosemary Cox was Michael Hall’s subject of interview in 2006 when he reached out to her to see if 
the lovely lady would be interested in allowing him to read her grandfather’s memoir of ranch life. 
Unfortunately for both Cox and Hall, Ellison never made any official mention of the lights in his 
memoir. It was the stories he related to his friends and family about the lights that stuck with so 
many and is still a massive sticking point for believers hoping to derail skeptics. 

Though Ellison did not officially report the lights, ex local politician Clayton Williams remembers his 
great-grandfather’s tales of work as a surveyor in the Terlingua area in the 1880s. 

“He had a Mexican guide named Juan Cano,” said Williams “[...] and he told my 
grandfather stories by the campfire that the Indians had told the Mexicans, including one 
about the Marfa lights. The Indians called them Alsate’s Ghost, for the Apache chief who 
had been killed by the Mexicans. My grandfather wrote a lot of stories—Indian stories as 
told to Mexicans, who told my grandfather. He saw the lights too, but I don’t think he ever 
wrote down his observations. But he told me about seeing them.” (Hall, 2006). 

The Marfa lights are famous all over the country. Tourists travel from far away to stand at the wide 
shoulder on Highway 90 between Marfa and Alpine to have dinner at the picnic tables at dusk and 
catch a glimpse of the strange balls of light that are said to float along the Badlands, winking, 
playing, rising and falling, sometimes splitting off from each other, or changing colors. Though 
tourists never miss an opportunity to glimpse them, skeptics are rife. One study from the University 
of Dallas seemed to have definitively concluded the Marfa lights to be nothing more than a 
coincidence. Michael Hall begs to differ, wondering how a group of college students in west Texas 
with no supervision performed reliable tests on a supernatural phenomenon. 

Locals are stalwart in the face of such skepticism. Michael Hall wrote, “The locals have no choice 
but to maintain a sense of resigned good humor about the mystery lights. Indeed, most of them take 
the lights for granted. Like their forefathers, residents see them as just part of a landscape that 
includes, for example, the majestic Cathedral Mountain jutting dramatically out of the high desert. As 
Cox had told me, they’re just there.” 

Though many skeptics claim that the Marfa lights are in fact headlights from Highway 67 (Old 
Presidio Highway), Robert Ellison’s sightings, along with the sightings of countless others, first 
surfaced 123 years ago, well before the arrival of automobiles to the West Texas desert. It is this 
aspect of the myth that is likely to ensure the endurance of the tale long after the skeptics move on. 
Like many other popular legends of Texas that have survived the almost-total eclipse of historical 
fact, the Marfa Lights mystery persists. Hall says, “Forget what the believers and the skeptics say. 
Forget what you’ve seen, or think you’ve seen, with your own eyes. There’s no way to know if the 
Marfa lights are real—and that’s what’s so great about them.” 

Though I originally set out to write the top five urban legends of America, I discovered that some of 
the favorites from around the country came from Texas. I’ll let the friends, fans, and followers of 
#FolkloreThursday give us their favorite local urban legends. They will tell those tales far better than 
I ever could. Texas has a rich history and a wonderful set of urban legends and folk traditions that 
draws not only from the white Americans that settled here, but also the Native American and 
Mexican traditions that were here long before the settlers arrived. In our current social climate in the 
United States, it’s important to take a step back and remember the stories and traditions that make 
us unique and brings us together in a brilliant, shared heritage. 

Ashley McGee 
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Posted on September 13, 2017by Geri Walton 

The belief in heavenly visitors in the 1700s resulted in one credulous 62-year-old 
woman coming face-to-face with Saint Paul and the angel Gabriel. It all began 
because the widow had an incredible devotion to the gospel and such unshakeable 
faith in Saint Paul that she would spend several hours each day at an altar 
dedicated to Saint Paul. Because she came so frequently and so regularly, two 
villains observed her, and as they knew she was rich, they decided to take 
advantage of her believing and gullible nature. 

One day, about the time of her devotions, one of the villains hid behind the altar. 
When the widow arrived and when she was not looking, he threw a letter out that 
she assumed had dropped from Heaven as it was signed, “Paul, the apostle.” 

In the letter the widow was praised for her devotion and for the many prayers she 
samt Paul by offered up to the saintly apostle. Moreover, she was told that because of her 
Montagna m i 482 . remarkable faith and devotion, the apostle and the angel Gabriel would come from 

courtesy of Heaven and sup with her that very evening at 8pm. 

Wikipedia. 

The widow was so believing, she ran home to prepare the meal for her heavenly guests. She 
wanted everything to be perfect. She brought out her best plate but decided it was not elegant 
enough and sent her maid to her brother with a note asking to borrow all his plate. She also warned 
the maid to only tell her brother that someone was company coming to supper and not let him know 
the details. 



Her brother was a well-respected man, and as his sister was never showy and always frugal, he 
became suspicious. He thought that perhaps a fortune-hunter was coming to dinner and that the 
fortune hunter might try to take advantage of his sister. So, her brother refused to send the plate 
unless the maid told him why his sister wanted it. The maid was alarmed for the honor of her 
mistress and so she told the brother about Saint Paul’s letter arriving from Heaven and that he and 
the angel Gabriel were coming for dinner. 



Image of the Angel Gabriel from 
Pinturicchio’s The Annunciation 
(1501). Courtesy of Wikipedia. 


The brother immediately suspected villains were involved and went 
straight to the local magistrate. As the brother was busy recounting 
what he had learned to the magistrate, a white bearded man dressed 
in saintly vestments and a man with large white wings, exited a 
hackney-coach and knocked on the widow’s door. She allowed them 
entrance and they sat down to a fine and sumptuous dinner. 

Within moments of the widow’s guests arriving, her brother and the 
magistrate appeared with twelve Paris guards. However, when they 
knocked on the door, the widow refused to let them in and told them 
she had important company and could not be disturbed. The 
magistrate insisted they be admitted, and when he and the guards 
brushed past her, they discovered Saint Paint and the angel Gabriel, 
who were also astonished to find twelve muskets pointed at them. 
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Saint Paul and the angel Gabriel were quickly hauled off to jail. At trial it was learned one man was a 
French foot guard and the other a barber’s apprentice. The men claimed that they their only 
objective was to obtain a free meal at the expense of a superstitious and gullible widow. Thus, 
having no evil designs, they were acquitted. 

However, no sooner were they discharged than the Archbishop of Paris seized them and took them 
to the ecclesiastical prison. There they were tried and this time convicted of assuming the 
countenance of a “holy apostle and a blessed angel.” Their punishment was harsh and executed the 
next day at the Place de Greve. It involved a public whipping, an iron branding with the letters 
G.A.L., and fourteen years working in the kitchen galley. 

References: 

• The New London Magazine, 1785 
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Here, Mr Hotfoot 



Here, Mr Hotfoot. The hot-footing devil of the 
Black Country. 


The story of the Devil rambling around snowy Devon in February of 1855 is a classic of Fortean 
mystery. You know the tale: a cloven-hooved biped walked over roofs and jumped haystacks in 
impossible ways, covering large sections of country in an improbably short time in a sort of 
paranormal parkour. A variety of theories have been proposed to account for these prints: from 
badgers and toads to gypsies on stilts and anti-clerical pranksters, but the mystery remains 
unsolved. YouTl find an exhaustive list of sightings, sources, and theories compiled by the 
incomparably thorough Mike Dash in “The Devil’s Hoofmarks: Source Material on the Great Devon 
Mystery of 1855,” in Fortean Studies, 1994. Vol. 1, beginning on page 71. 

Recently I ran across another set of mystery footprints attributed to the Devil, in, appropriately, the 
Black Country region of the West Midlands, an area noted for its collieries, foundries, and dark Satanic 
mills. 
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been a source of wonder, and still remains an inexplicable puzzle to all the cunning men 
and philosophers of the locality. More than five years ago, in a small meadow occupied 
by Messrs. Mills & Co., at the Eagle Colliery, and through which is a footpath to the house 
of Mr. John G. Higgs, the check bailiff at the wharf, one morning were discovered a 
number of marks across the greensward, from the path to the boundary fence, and back 
again in a triangular form. 

These marks were nearly in the form of an immense misshapen human foot, and not 
only was every trace of vegetation destroyed, but the very turf appeared as if scorched 
with red hot iron. Numbers of people were attracted to the spot daily, and as the report 
spread, it was visited by thousands, and damage to a considerable amount was done, 
particularly on Sundays. 

The affair went on, and, after the lapse of a year or two, a strong thorn fence was thrown 
round, in the expectation that of course grass would again grow over the spots, where 
the common belief now is that his Infernal Majesty, for some purpose unknown to 
mortals, had imprinted the marks of his feet, but all has been to no purpose; not a single 
blade of any description of vegetation has ever yet appeared on the enchanted spots, and 
though the fence has been since removed, and the field regularly mown, the baneful 
influence still remains, and there the deep indented marks are, hard, dry, and barren as 
at first, a memorial of some mysterious agency; but ( what it was no human ingenuity 
has yet discovered. It has been rumored that a gentleman residing near has affirmed he 
would gladly give half his fortune to have this disagreeable mystery satisfactorily 
explained. 

This article appeared under the heading “The ‘DEVIL’S FOOTMARKS’ In Staffordshire,” citing the 
Birmingham Journal in The Guardian [London] 2 November 1850: p. 5. In the United States, the article 
appeared in National Aegis [Worcester MA] 4 December 1850: p. 1 and Green-Mountain Freeman 
[Montpelier VT] 23 January 1851: p. 1—the identical story was repeated in that paper on 6 July 1854: p. 
4—as well as several other US publications. 

The article is not very helpful as to the actual date of the fiery footprints: “more than five years ago,” 
suggests the early 1840s, but it might be even earlier. A website about the area’s history, “Black 
Country Muse” mentions John G. Higgs as one of the managers of The Five Ways/Whitehall Colliery in 
1844. He is also described as having sunk the pit for the Eagle Colliery in “the 1840s” and living at 
Totnall House, Powke Hill. 

This page focuses on the many legends of the Black Country. If you scroll down you’ll find the “Devil 
Marks,” which were said to have appeared in 1855, the same year as the Devon hoofmarks. They 
manifested as hoofmarks across snowy roofs—oddly, all pub rooftops—and were associated with a 
Spring-heeled-Jack-like entity dubbed “Leaping Lucifer” by local papers. A famous local character, 
“Jumping Joe Darby,” was also suspected of being the devilish jumper, who was said to have horns and 
hooves. These “Devil Marks” maybe what is mentioned in one of the secondary sources Mike Dash 
cited in his article: 

Anon. ‘The Riddle of Satan’s Spoor’, Black Country Bugle no 67 (October 1977 ) [An 
article about the appearance of hoofmarks in Rowley Regis, near Birmingham, in 
January 1855.] 

The Black Country Muse site adds that “Elizabeth Brown, another one from the licenced trade, said 
she had seen the same marks burnt into the rocks at a quarry on the Rowley Hills, and they all led to 
the Hailstones.” These standing stones, which no longer exist, were said to have been a Druid place of 
sacrifice. And we all know what the Devil gets up to in places of pagan sacrifice.... 
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greensward, bringing the metal feet out of retirement a few years later to sear footprints onto quarry 
ffetefor an fillip. ffiteim^d)fatiQ]Sb)g)nly a MM ^JtTpdPM^qifiewilder ttePtfries 

notion of his Infernal Majesty hot-footing it around Rowley Regis. 

If we wish to be all sensible and scientific, we might consider the earth-scorching possibilities of toxic 
gas vents, local air pollution, or hot spots from a smouldering coal seam. Mr. Higgs and one of his 
neighbors sank pits within sight of their own houses. But a Satanic tool-and-die man is better 
theatre. Is it possible for intense heat from red hot metal to sterilize the ground and leave it barren for 
years? 

Other devils hotfooting it around a neighborhood? Make tracks to chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 
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COHEN: Do you think it is 
right to kill a person who 
has you bewitched? 


BLYMIRE: Why, I think it is right, yes, if a fellow has me bewitched. 

COHEN: If the judge of this court had you bewitched, would it be right for you to kill him? 
BLYMIRE: If he had me bewitched. 

:: Conversation between attorney Herbert H. Cohen and John Blymire, 

from the trial transcript of the Rehmeyer case 

One of the most commonly-told urban legends in the Lancaster/York county 
area of Pennsylvania to which I’m native deals with a locale known as Hex 
Hollow, or, more properly, Rehmeyer’s Hollow. As is the case with most 
urban legends, the stories about this place vary from teller to teller. The most 
common, however, is that a man named Rehmeyer, a known Satanist and 
black magician, conducted a series of human sacrifices in his house. After 
the magician died or was killed (again depending on the teller), his house 
was set on fire but refused to burn. 

The truth of the matter is quite different, but elements of it can be seen in the 
legend above. In fact, it was discovered that whereas many people in York 
County were familiar with the Hollow legends, a surprisingly (and 
depressingly) small percentage of those were familiar with the history of 
exactly what occurred there. To discover what actually did, we must cast our 
minds back to 1928, to a time when the county was even more rural than it is 
now - and scarcely anywhere was more rural than Rehmeyer’s Hollow, a heavily-wooded tract 
occupied by a scant few farms, almost all of which were inhabited by the Rehmeyer clan or close 
relations. The Hollow still feels this way today - pleasant during the day, shockingly dark (no street 
lights line its roads) at night. 


- \ ! 



Nelson Rehmeyer: known 
Satanist and murder victim. 
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In one of the cabins lived Nelson Rehmeyer. 
By all accounts a large man, tall and thin, he 
was a reclusive man of modest means, 
raising potatoes and corn on his small farm. 
Nelson was also well-known in the area as a 
braucher. Brauch or braucherei, usually 
known as pow-wowing, is a system of folk 
medicine practiced among the more rustic 
residents of the Appalachian region. As 
described in John Hohman’s book The Long- 
Lost Friend (seen as the “Bible” of pow-wow 
magic), it prescribed unlikely “cures” for 
everything from physical ailments to livestock 
ills. Many of Pennsylvania’s residents, 
particularly rural residents far from towns, would (and some perhaps still do, though considerably 
less than before the hex killings) sooner consult a pow-wow “doctor” than a physician. Many pow¬ 
wow doctors would charge a fee to conduct some ritual or other to cure whatever ills or misfortunes 
the patient complained of (or, occasionally, give the patient instructions on how to proceed). They 
also produced magic charms known as himmelsbrief, small pieces of paper, often with some Biblical 
verse or another written on them, meant to protect the bearer. Several American soldiers in World 
War I was found to have himmelsbrief in the pockets of their coats. 

In York city there lived another man who was to become central to the events of 1928, John 
Blymire. Blymire was a distant relation of Nelson’s and, like him, was a pow-wow. One well-known 
event of Blymire’s life came when he calmed a mad dog which was about to attack several of his co¬ 
workers at a local cigar factory. However, at some point Blymire began to suffer bouts of insomnia, 
growing more and more tired and listless. His pow-wow powers weakened and eventually 
disappeared entirely. He began to see visions of all manner of supernatural beings in his dingy 
apartment. He conducted rituals to cure himself of his ailments. These failing, he began to become 
convinced that he was cursed by some individual who wished him ill. He consulted all manner of 
other pow-wow doctors, among them a man named Andrew Lenhart, in a vain attempt to find the 
malefactor. 

First becoming convinced that he was cursed by the spirit of his grandfather, Jacob, John’s 
hallucinations and delusions of persecution grew stronger by the day, and eventually, his wife began 
legal proceedings to have him placed in a mental health facility. He was placed in the State Hospital 
at Harrisburg; however, after only a few months, Blymire simply walked out of the notoriously under¬ 
secure hospital and made his way to York, reputedly to murder his wife. He resumed his job at the 
cigar factory. While here, he met two younger men who likewise believed they were cursed - 14- 
year-old John Curry and a man named Milton Hess. Curry had a troubled home life and believed an 
evil force was responsible for his plight (likely influenced by Blymire, whom he idolized), while the 
farm belonging to Hess’ family had fallen on hard times and was likewise believed to be cursed by a 
neighbor. 

Once he heard the stories of his two co-workers, Blymire was more convinced than ever that there 
was a follower of hexerei or hexeria somewhere in the area. Hexerei was the polar opposite of 
braucherei - while using the same charms and rituals as pow-wow, they were meant to inflict, rather 
than to cure. Still consulting other practitioners, he soon consulted a woman in the town of Marietta 
named Nellie Noll (real name Emma Knopp), who lived in a small apartment in the rear of a house 



Rehmeyer’s house that was set afire 
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on Front Street, giving her the nickname “The River Witch.” Noll conducted a ritual in which Blymire 
was to stare at a dollar bill for a specified time and then look at his hand - his palm would show the 
face of the curse-layer. Most likely simply an illusory afterimage effect, Noll’s spell nonetheless 
showed Blymire a face - the face of Nelson Rehmeyer. At last, he knew who the hexer was. Noll 
told him that if he could procure the hexer’s copy of The Long-Lost Friendand a bit of his hair, and 
bury both these items six feet underground at the corner of the Hess farm, this would lift both Hess’ 
and Blymire’s curses. Easy! 

On November 26, 1928, John Blymire and John Curry made their way to Nelson’s farm near 
Shrewsbury. Blymire talked with the elder man for a long while, and when Rehmeyer went to bed 
they searched his house but failed to find the book. Blymire’s two companions expressed doubt that 
they could procure the hair they needed, since Rehmeyer, as mentioned earlier, was a large man. 
The next day, John Blymire purchased some lengths of rope, and that evening they returned to the 
Hollow. 

He managed to convince Hess that a member of his family needed to aid in obtaining the items - 
Milton sent his 18-year-old son Wilbert (not Wilbur, as is often reported). This time, they tackled 
Rehmeyer and tied his hands and feet. Here the testimony given in the ensuing trial becomes 
confused and muddled. The three began to beat Rehmeyer viciously and strangled him with a piece 
of rope. Then, according to Blymire, Hess and Curry doused the now-deceased farmer in lamp oil 
and set his body aflame and all three left the house. 

The fire, however, sputtered out and consumed neither Nelson’s 
body nor the wooden farmhouse. A few days later, one of the 
neighboring farmers went to the house to check on things, for one of 
the mules kept on the premises was being noisy as if it had not 
been fed. He found Nelson’s partially-burnt body in a house which 
had sustained relatively minor damage. The murder reported, the 
testimony of Nelson’s ex-wife Alice led to the arrest of Blymire, 

Curry, and Hess. 

Some interesting details were revealed in the testimony presented 
by the various parties during the trial. Blymire recalled that, while 
near the barn formerly attached to the Rehmeyer house (though no 
longer present) he looked back. “When we got to the barn, we 
looked back and I said, ‘There’s something standing in the road.’ 
They said it was a shadow of something.” This detail was backed 
up by the testimony of Curry, who said “Blymyer [the name can be 
spelled either way] come to the conclusion that the house wasn’t burning. He said, ‘Let’s go back.’ 
So we went back, and when we got to the barn, Blymyer and Hess thought they saw somebody 
standing in the road.” It is also brought up fleetingly by Hess, who says in his testimony that “Then I 
said that I believe that someone is coming down the road...” Interestingly, there are several ghostly 
phenomena said to take place at the house and farm, one of which is figures in the road or 
surrounding woods. 

What exactly happened that night is still unclear. All three defendants are long-since deceased. As 
mentioned, Blymire lay the blame for the murder solely on Curry and Hess. Curry laid the blame 
solely on Blymire. Hess lay the blame on Blymire and Curry, although he admitted some part in the 
slaying. Speaking as an outside observer, I’m tempted to believe Hess’ version of events. Some of 
Blymire’s statements - notably the one which opened these paragraphs - were damning, and if he 
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did indeed intend to murder his wife, that’s even more so. Curry seemed a bit manipulative of the 
older, but very likely mentally deficient, Blymire and it’s possible the teenager may have goaded him 
into action. 

In any case, all three were released and lived out normal lives 
in York County - as normal as could be expected from 
murderers, at any rate. Blymire was released in 1953 and 
lived the remainder of his life as a night watchman in 
Philadelphia. Curry was released from prison in 1938, joined 
the Army during World War II and retired to a farm in York 
County. Hess was released the same year and worked the 
rest of his life in a factory. 

The 1928 Rehmeyer slaying served to redouble 
Pennsylvania’s efforts to stamp out pow-wow which it had 
begun in 1911 after a number of people died from seeking the 
services of brauchers rather than physicians. The efforts 
continued in the following years, as a number of other 
sensational - at least in the local press - cases took place. 

A sinister cast over the events of the Rehmeyer murder, not a possibility raised in the trial, is 
suggested by the 1922 shooting death of Irving Heagy, who had hired Andrew Lenhart - one of the 
pow-wowers consulted by Blymire - to rid his home of a hex. Heagy’s wife, Sallie, was most sorely 
afflicted by the hex and felt that Lenhart was not effective in his cleansing of the house. Somehow, 
this translated into a need to kill her husband, rather than the “witch” who failed. And in June 1928, 
just a scant few months before the Rehmeyer murder, another of Lenhart’s clients also murdered 
her husband. Three clients of the same man, all of whom committed murder? Was Lenhart subtly 
influencing his “clients” to kill? A sobering, sinister possibility. 

A few months after the murder in the Hollow, in March 1929, a dead woman was found in the woods 
near Catasauqua. She bore in her pockets several scraps of paper with protective charms scrawled 
on them - himmelsbriefs - and the fledgling science of toxicology identified several poisonous 
substances in her system. She was soon identified as Verna Delp, and her adoptive father revealed 
that she had been consulting a pow-wow doctor named Charles Belles. Belles at first denied 
knowledge of the girl, and later recanted and admitted treating her. He denied any part in her death, 
however. This was later confirmed when it was found she was pregnant, and with her boyfriend no 
longer in the picture, it was determined that rather than tell her family she elected to try to end the 
pregnancy and ended up inadvertently killing herself. The courts still arrested Belles, who later was 
released from prison and the murder charges against him dropped. 

In January 1930 another case of “hex hysteria” occurred, this time in Reading. A Mrs. Harry 
McDonald died of burns in her home. An ointment of some sort, given to her by a local pow-wow 
doctor, was found in her home. With no evidence other than growing distrust of pow-wowers - often 
disparagingly referred to as “voodooists” by the press - her brother advanced the notion that the 
ointment was somehow responsible for her death. As far as can be determined, the doctor in 
question was never identified. 

In January 1932 an accountant by the name of Norman Bechtel was found on the grounds of an 
estate near Germantown, in Philadelphia. Bechtel had a number of mysterious wounds - a ring of 
nine puncture wounds encircled his heart, and an intricate web of cuts forming a bizarre pattern 



Three accused murderers. 
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covered his face. This was quickly seized on by the press as another “hex 
murder,” particularly once it was discovered that Bechtel was a native of 
Boyertown, near Reading, a hotbed of pow-wow activity. Five years later, 
William Jordan confessed that he and five other men had murdered Bechtel in 
a failed blackmail attempt. But as there was no explanation by Jordan of the 
obviously deliberate wounds, I think his guilt is doubtful. 

A second true hex murder took place in March 1934. A woman and known 

pow-wower named Susan Mummey, also known as Old Suss, was shot in her 

home near Shenandoah. The murder was reported by the other two people in 

the house at the time, but the police were without any real leads until a young 

man barely in his twenties came forward and confessed that he had slain Old 

Suss. Albert Shinsky (or Yashinsky, depending on the account) said that he 

was afflicted by a ghostly black cat with burning eyes which materialized out 

Rehmeyer’s house that was of sharp objects. He was obliged to climb into his bedroom through the 

set afire Three accused w j n dow because if he trod on the stairs the wrong way, the cat would appear 
murderers. Shinsky Michael . . . , . . . . . . . , , . 

Menicheiias and attack him. The cat would crawl in his room and claw him while he slept. 

He was eventually able to determine that Old Suss had cursed him, and so he 

shot her. Apparently, it didn’t work, since even in prison Yashinsky complained of the cat’s visits. 

He was eventually confined to a mental facility. 


MAN AS WELL AS ANIMALS. 

WITH MANY PROOFS 


Nelson Rehmeyer: known 
Satanist and murder victim. 



Philadelphia was a hotbed of false “witch” crimes. 

A different sort of hex crime - and one in which any 
witchcraft or ritual component is highly doubtful - 
came to light in 1938 with the death of Ferdinando 
Alfonsi, an Italian immigrant, who was found after 
his death to have in his system massive amounts of 
arsenic. An insurance policy taken out on Alfonsi 
was eventually traced back to Paul Petrillo, and 
from there it unfolded on a huge scale. A massive 
scheme was being perpetrated by the so-called 
“Poison Ring,” setting uneducated Italian 
immigrants up with arranged marriages, arranging 
for large insurance policies to be taken out on said 
immigrants, then murdering the immigrants. The 
leaders of the Poison Ring then collected the profits. All in all a sordid scheme, and one without any 
perceivable hex component. Several of the leaders, however, among them Morris Bolber and Rose 
Carina, the “Kiss of Death Woman” were reputed to have magical powers of hexcraft. It’s doubtful 
any did, and it was likely merely a ploy to frighten prospective black widows (and, in at least one 
case, black widowers) into compliance. The full investigation took three years. There were 14 
arrests and 114 individual murders were laid at the feet of the Poison Ring. 


Another false witch crime - the last Pennsylvania case with which I’m familiar, and one about which 
precious little information is known - took place in 1941. An Italian housewife, Mrs. Michael 
Menichella, found her infant daughter dead in the basement of the Menichella home in the Tacony 
section of Philadelphia. All the Menicheiias were questioned, and suspicion eventually fell on the 
father, Michael. During questioning, he provided an unbelievable story - several witches, 
accompanied by a gigantic black dog, broke into the home, killing the baby. Detectives, 
understandably, were far from convinced. Michael eventually broke down and confessed - partially. 
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He now revised his story, but if anything, it got even stranger. He maintained insistence that the 
witches and the black dog entered the home - but now, in an effort to protect his family, he himself 
turned into a black dog. In his words, “Anything after that must have been the dog.” An admission? 
To which “dog” was he referring? A rather ingenious way to confess but not confess. However, as 
is the case so often with news stories in older papers, here the trail runs cold. No further mention is 
made of the case after this “confession.” I managed to find a record of Michael Menichella’s death, 
two decades later, still in Tacony. What had happened to him in the meantime, however, remains a 
mystery. 



Michael Menichellas 

©2017 The Curious Fortean 


COHEN: Since Rehmeyer’s head with his hair is buried eight feet under the 
ground, do you feel better? 

BLYMIRE: Yes, sir. 

COHEN: You do feel better? 

BLYMIRE: I can eat, sleep, and rest. 

:: Conversation between attorney Herbert H. Cohen and John Blymire, 
from the trial transcript of the Rehmeyer case 
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Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 

Hildegard’s Headaches September 23, 2011 
Author: Beach Combing \ in : Medieval, trackback 

***Dedicated to Moonman who got Beach thinking about this*** 

Hildegard of Bingen, monastic reformer, abbess and all round good 
egg, regularly had visions. These visions were at the very centre of her 
intellectual and spiritual existence. They gave her the courage to share 
her unique theology of the world with others: she believed that they had 
been God-sent and otherwise would almost certainly not have written. 
And these visions scared off most of the potential, carping critics that 
swam around the mill pond of medieval Germany: the fact that she was 
noble born and that Frederick Barbarossa had a thing about her also, 
naturally, helped. 

But were these visions detailed in several of her works and letters 
really what they seemed? Or were they, as several scholars have suggested, neurological 
explosions (aka migraines) that Hildegard took completely out of context? 

Consider the evidence. She had them already as a small girl, perhaps from as young as three. She 
saw a serrated light around objects: ‘scotomata’ to migraine sufferers. She also experienced 
euphoric swings that can be characteristic of migraines. And interestingly her lack of reported 
headaches need not remove the migraine hypothesis: some migraine sufferers are not crucified on 
that particular tidal barrage of pain. Even ‘her’ illustrations - which she almost certainly did not paint 
herself, but that she might have supervised - have been called into the witness box to have her 
labelled as a migraine-sufferer. 

Beachcombing finds all this intriguing but must also ask ‘are visions ever what they seem’? Does the 
shaman relying on hallucinogenic fungus have a ‘vision’? Does the schizophrenic on his or her 
dream-quest? And let’s not even get started on poor Beachcombing who always hears strange 
voices as he falls asleep - something that Jung made a great deal out of and that by all accounts 
(please God) is ‘normal’ (?!?). 

But, equally, does a vision cease to be ‘divine’ let alone useful because it turns up, say, on a 
magnetic scan? A vision, after all, is a creative act. Beachcombing has always been struck by the 
way that extraordinarily wise and perceptive people can seem almost psychic. And even a 
materialist can understand the visionary as a valuable individual who strains world facts through the 
mesh of their own experiences to gather patterns and come to conclusions that they then share with 
a wider society. Hildegard asked various questions while in the middle of a vision/attack and she 
fuelled her life and gave many satisfied respondents answers to their questions. 

Beach has a vague memory of Paul’s vision near Damascus being described as a headache 
gone wrong in a lightning storm; one that was to have momentous consequences for the 
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world. Are there - there must be - other such instances...? drbeachcombing AT yahoo DOT 
com 

30 June 2014, An old friend of the blog KMH writes: Regarding Hildegard of Bingen, Christianity is 
replete with examples of saints suffering from a variety of afflictions. It seems to be the price they 
must pay to be considered saints. Actually, if an aspiring saint doesn’t suffer from a typical affliction, 
then they may artificially subject themselves to pain, for example by self-flagellation with different 
kinds of whips, wearing hairshirts or other devices, or even doing something like St. Francis of 
Assisi, who threw himself into thorns or nettles (among other things). Then there is social/emotional 
suffering including rejection by relatives or loved ones, persecution for supposedly heretical beliefs, 
etc. Everything in the way of suffering is allowed for Christian saints if it can be related in one way or 
another to the suffering of Christ during his earthly life.Those voices you hear may indicate a 
creative gift - but don’t try to talk back.’ 

29 Sep 2017: Bruce T wrote ‘A lot more like simple partial seizures than a migraine. Her symptoms 
are classic. That being said there are some schools of thought that put migraines in the same 
spectrum of diseases as Epilepsy, but the lack of headaches and her lifelong affliction with her 
“spells” make it seem more like SPS. SPS’s and their symptom’s could get you condemned as witch 
unless you were well connected like Hildegard. Tonic-Clonic seizures have been recognized as 
disease since antiquity. Julius Caesar was afflicted with the ‘Divine Illness’ as the Roman’s 
supposedly called it. Saul of Tarsus? His was likely heat stroke in his zeal to round up those tax 
cheats in Damascus. Too stubborn to wear a hat in the desert is my guess. I hope he wasn’t an 
epileptic, I’d hate to lumped into the same category as that character.’ 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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19 October 2017 

Twenty-five years ago a one-off show, inspired by 
the first flickers of fake news, terrified a 
generation. The BBC quickly disowned it. Now, 
its cast and creators tell their side of the story. 

By Kate Mossman 

Adults tend to forget what really scares children. 
At Halloween, they crack out the monsters and 
witches, but they’re missing the point because 
children are scared by odd things - by things that 
look normal but aren’t right somehow. 

The horror writer Stephen Volk decided to write a TV drama to frighten his 12-year-old self. As a 
boy, he’d been fascinated by a 1972 BBC Two television play called The Stone Tape, in which a 
group of scientists investigate whether the bricks of a Victorian building have recorded its past 
events. Haunted architecture, in other words. 

On Saturday 31 October 1992, between 9.25pm and 11pm, BBC One played the biggest trick on the 
public since Panorama told it, in 1957, that spaghetti grows on trees. That night, after Noel’s House 
Party, The Generation Game and Casualty, 11 million people watched a one-off show called 
Ghostwatch, which appeared to be broadcast live from a house in Northolt, troubled by a malevolent 
presence that manifested itself by banging on the water pipes. 

In the studio was the trusted greybeard and sceptic Michael Parkinson, talking to an expert on the 
paranormal. In the house, engaging with a mother and two young girls, was the Children’s BBC 
darling Sarah Greene. Greene’s husband, Mike Smith, manned a bank of phones in a Crimewatch- 
style set up, with a number flashing at the bottom of the screen. If you called the number, as 
thousands of people did, you got through to a bank of real parapsychologists. 

Craig Charles, then at the height of his fame with Red Dwarf, was the reporter on the ground, 
mocking the entire enterprise next to an outside-broadcasting unit, interviewing cold bystanders and 
saying how much he hated Halloween. The first 45 minutes of the programme were rather sedate. 
Then things started to go wrong. 

Many of the 11 million who saw Ghostwatch were children. Sarah Greene went on Blue Peter the 
following week to reassure young viewers that she was unharmed. Five days after the programme’s 
transmission, an 18-year-old boy with learning difficulties, Martin Denham, hanged himself, having 
fallen into what his stepfather described as a trance. He had become obsessed with Ghostwatch 
and was convinced that there were ghosts in the water pipes of his Nottingham home. 
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In November 1993, a year after the programme’s one-off airing, two doctors from a child psychiatry 
unit in Coventry, Dawn Simons and Walter Silveira, submitted an article to the British Medical 
Journal (BMJ ) recording the first cases of post-traumatic stress disorder caused by a television 
programme. Two ten-year-old boys had been referred to them. One was admitted to an inpatients 
unit for eight weeks; he would bang his head in an attempt to free himself from thoughts of 
Ghostwatch and its evil spirit, “Pipes”. 

Consultants from Edinburgh came forward with four more children with similar symptoms. Martin 
Denham’s parents launched an inquiry into their son’s death. In 2002, his mother condemned the 
BFI’s DVD release of Ghostwatch, saying the programme had killed her son. 


Drawings sent 
to Ghostwatch 
director Lesley 
Manning showing 
Parkinson in the 
haunted studio 
and a child's 
impression of 
"Pipes" 

The show’s 
producers, Ruth 

Baumgarten and Richard Broke, were hauled on to BBC One’s consumer watchdog show Biteback 
to defend themselves. The aim had not been to mislead the British public, they said: there had been 
plenty of clues along the way that the programme was fake. In the summer, newspapers had carried 
the story that Michael Parkinson was to make his acting debut. The Radio Times had included a 
“cast list” and the show was announced as part of the BBC’s Screen One drama series. And the 
children? They shouldn’t have been up - it was broadcast after the 9pm watershed. But that didn’t 
mean anything, if your parents let you watch it. 

About half the people I know of my age saw Ghostwatch and no one who did forgot it. It lingers in 
the communal memory like an urban legend, along with playground rumours of a suicide, which we 
didn’t think could be true. The frightening moments were different for everyone, and they were not 
always the obvious ones. I remember the sparky Sarah Greene telling a buoyed-up story, during 
one of the show’s many “boring” parts, about waking one night to the sound of harpsichord music 
and seeing an Indian woman standing by her bed, her eyes rolling back in her head. 

The New Statesman’s deputy editor, Helen Lewis, saw the programme on DVD when she was 19 
and slept with the light on. She recalls the momentary sightings of the ghost over the shoulder of the 
presenters, who seemed to be oblivious to it - they’d reel back footage, on the request of anxious 
pretend callers, and insist there was nothing there. 

“Pipes” was not an adult’s idea of a ghost. He was stranger: a bald man in a long black dress 
buttoned up to the neck. Almost with affection, the little girl (played by a child actor) pulled Greene to 
the cupboard under the stairs to show her where he “lived”. Gradually, the fake phone-ins started to 
flesh out the story of the house: one caller revealed that a child molester had lodged there in the 
1960s; he had hanged himself under the stairs and his face had been eaten by cats. As the “public” 



https://www.newstatesman.com/culture/tv-radio/2017/10/ghostwatch-halloween-hoax-changed-language-television 


2/11 





10/23/2017 


Ghostwatch: the Halloween hoax that changed the language of television 


began to contribute, the presenters began to flounder. All the time, there were real members of the 
public trying to get through. 

“It seemed chaotic,” my school friend recalls, “because the presenters didn’t know what was going 
on, and that’s why it frightened me so much. I remember the moment when the feed went black and 
white. Then I was sent to bed before a happy resolution.” 

At the end of Ghostwatch, technology fails as presenters realise they have unwittingly invoked a 
kind of “national seance”. Parkinson is left muttering to himself in the dark. Then the credits, and 
silence. 

There were three people involved in the conception of the programme, which has never been shown 
since by the BBC. 

Stephen Volk waits on the platform at Bradford-on-Avon Station - tall, in a long, dark overcoat and 
pork pie hat. He asks about my journey on the little request-stop train. Travelling makes him anxious 
- he pats his mac, pretending to look for imaginary tickets. In Volk’s sandstone house, among 
sculptures and posters of the films he has written, are clues about his darker passions: a naive 
portrait of a young man with his arms chopped off at the elbows, flesh and bone sticking out of the 
stumps like a butcher’s joint. 

“Horror is not created by violent people,” he says, passing me a cup of tea. “It is created by 
neurotics. We see the world as a scary place. Stephen King put it this way: we don’t exorcise our 
fears by writing - we exercise them.” 

The final script for Ghostwatch, which Volk submitted to the BBC in June 1992, began with a line 
from Terry Waite’s cousin John, in response to news of the hostage’s release: I’ll only believe it 
when I see it on TV. 

“The irony of that,” Volk says. “TV being the font of truth, and trusted implicitly, particularly the 
BBC...” 

Volk conceived Ghostwatch as a six-part drama - a mockumentary, an exercise in pretending. 

“What is the biggest philosophical question of human beings?” he says. “It is: is there life after 
death? Do we go on, or do we just turn to dust? And what would a TV company do with that 
existential question? They’d turn it into a show with stupid phone-ins, stupid experts, and stuff to fill 
in the boring bits. 

“I wanted the whole nation to be terrified,” he continues. “And yet they would be creating the very 
thing they’re terrified of. What if they wanted to see a ghost to the extent that they actually created 
it? What if they supernaturally held hands in the dark, millions of people all wanting the same thing 
to happen at the same time?” 

Lesley Manning, who directed Ghostwatch, sits in the cafe at the Curzon Soho in central London. 
She is slight and softly spoken. The cinema is holding a 20th-anniversary screening of Chris 
Morris’s Brass Eye - another controversial fake news show from the 1990s that has never been 
repeated. 

In 1992, the language of TV was changing. Manning was intrigued by a confusing crossover 
between drama and documentary apparent in the new early-evening rescue show 999, presented 
by Michael Buerk, which first aired in June that year. Dramatic reconstructions of bloody accidents - 
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people falling down ravines, being hit by speedboats - were set against sober commentary. “Here’s 
the patrician, sane voice of television, but with horror going on at the same time.” Crimewatch was 
similar, with Nick Ross’s mawkish imperative, “Don’t have nightmares.” Ross was approached to 
present Ghostwatch but the BBC wouldn’t release him. Volk’s early scripts list David Dimbleby and 
Selina Scott as possible cast. 

But as with Stephen Volk, it was events in the Middle East that interested Manning most, specifically 
footage of the Gulf War that she’d seen on the BBC the previous year, in which triumphant music 
was played over scenes of British troops. “I was appalled at it,” she says. “It was so emotive. 

“We never used the word ‘hoax’,” she adds. “We were unpicking the language of television.” But 
Ghostwatch was, in many ways, a hoax - a project hidden in plain sight at the BBC. 

The former producer Ruth Baumgarten works as a criminal lawyer in Ealing these days. She’s the 
one you get when you’re arrested - I’m not saying anything till I’ve talked to my lawyer. It’s the same 
as being a producer, she says, in her quick German accent. “It’s about resolving a crisis. And those 
first minutes matter so much.” 



A drawing of the haunted bedroom in Northolt, and a letter from a child who was not allowed to stay 
up and watch the show 


After Ghostwatch, Baumgarten received hate mail saying that 200 years earlier, she would have 
been burned as a witch. She was six months pregnant when she made the show. On Biteback, 
alongside her wheelchair-bound executive producer, Richard Broke, she looks young and 
uncomfortable (“I’d gone out to buy the mumsiest, most harmless outfit I could find”). She tells the 
presenter Sue Lawley, “The reaction was far greater than we imagined and we were naive in that 
respect.” She adds that they couldn’t have made it more obvious that it was a drama, short of 
sticking arrows on the screen. 

Baumgarten hated Crimewatch. “I’m too German,” she says. “Surveillance, denunciation, Nazis - I 
was politically opposed. It’s helpful for aspiring directors but horribly gratuitous.” Volk’s script 
presented the juiciest intellectual challenge she’d had. “Horror, if you don’t get it right, is just funny.” 

Baumgarten, too, had been affected by coverage of the first Iraq War. “I was troubled by the element 
of spectacle to the reporting,” she says. “There was something extraordinary about watching those 
burning oil wells and troops in the deserts. I thought, how real is this? How much does what we want 
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to see manufacture what is made? The denouement of Ghostwatch is: There is a collective wish to 
see this.’” 

Baumgarten told Volk to crunch his six-parter down to one, to get it through commissioning. She 
recalls the moment they were sitting in her office, on the fifth floor of BBC Television Centre, when 
he suggested that they put the show out as a “live” broadcast. “It was like having electricity going 
through me,” she says. “I fully expected I might never work again.” 

She took the idea to Broke, “who had a very mischievous streak”. Broke was accustomed to 
controversy. His production of Alan Bleasdale’s The Monacled Mutineer, about the First World War 
deserter Percy Toplis, was attacked by Norman Tebbit for its perceived political bias (the Daily Mail 
called it a “tissue of lies”). His Falklands drama Tumbledown got a similar Tory backlash. 

Every week, Broke, who died in 2014, took the project to meetings but later said that whether people 
paid any attention to it was debatable: producers are only ever concerned with their own babies. As 
for Baumgarten, “It still is the case that young women don’t get listened to,” she says. “I could ‘warn’ 
as much as I liked. If you’re a breathless, enthusiastic young female, you can hide in plain sight.” To 
head off curiosity in the canteen, Manning, Volk and Baumgarten invented a fake project they were 
working on: a film about extras called Noddies. 

The budget for Ghostwatch was huge. The team was given about £900,000 and gave a third of it 
back. It would be shot on video, to make it look like news. They hired Winston Ryder, the sound 
designer for David Lean’s Great Expectations, who created the sound of screaming cats by rubbing 
balloons. 

It’s the technology in Ghostwatch that stands out today - technology so new that it had only 
appeared on the news before, such as the pixelation used for Craig Charles’s vox pops. The 
infrared cameras, which are relied on when chaos breaks out, had just come into use for the BBC’s 
Gulf War coverage. 

Baumgarten and Manning would walk round the Television Centre “donut” trying to sharpen an edit 
that was already “like mathematics”. They had worked together on My Sister Wife, Meera Syal’s film 
about a second-generation Asian woman in Britain. Ghostwatch was, Baumgarten says, “one of the 
few times in my life when two or three different brains really came together, and that was an 
incredible high”. 

They were so absorbed in making the conceit work that they hadn’t considered that people believing 
it would signal anything other than success. Baumgarten fought hard against a “drama” label and a 
cast list in the Radio Times. “I was very glad that I lost that fight, because with the credits, we had a 
line of defence,” she says. 

“The maverick producer was in its element at that time,” Manning explains. “We weren’t watched so 
avidly. There wasn’t a massive chain of command. Nobody was over my shoulder. Nobody was 
worried.” 

That, of course, was the problem. 

*** 


The week after Ghostwatch, Sarah Greene received hundreds of letters from children who had 
watched her walk voluntarily into the cupboard under the stairs to meet the ghost of a child molester. 
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Many sent pictures, though their glimpses of him had been momentary - reflections in windows, or 
shapes in the dark. 

“It’s like the Grimm fairy tales,” she tells me. “Pipes was that figure of fear, crossed with a kind of 
pantomime dame - the strangeness of a man being dressed a woman. The things that are most 
scary to children are things that are slightly skewed. 

“The bottom line is they shouldn’t have been up,” she says. “But they were. Because it was 
Halloween and because I was in it. They associated me with Saturday mornings, and there I was on 
Saturday night.” 

Filming in the haunted house took place in July 1992. It was a hot summer and the building was 
wrapped in black felt to give the appearance of night. “And in that time,” Greene says, “it’s easy to 
forget how potentially terrifying it was.” 

Close to transmission, she and her husband, Mike Smith, attended a meeting at the BBC to propose 
a way the programme could head off a possible “shit storm”: a live discussion show, to go out 
straight afterwards, a kind of Big Brother’s Little Brothers decade early. It would have been good 
telly, she says: “And they could have taken the flak then.” The idea was not picked up. The 
continuity announcer followed Ghostwatch with a sober “And now, Match of the Day...” as though 
nothing had happened. 

“In typical BBC style,” says Greene, “the upper echelons said, ‘People will know it’s a play, because 
it says Screen One at the beginning.’ And I thought, what about those who’ve tuned in late and think 
it’s live? In fact, isn’t that what you rather disingenuously want them to do? 

“I think there was a somewhat arrogant feeling that everybody would understand the vernacular of 
scheduling,” she says. “And there was a slight feeling of mischief about it. Perhaps they didn’t 
realise what a good product they’d got on their hands.” 

“What if millions of people wanted to see a ghost to the extent that they actually created it?” 

Today, it’s the actors who date Ghostwatch and the presenters who help it retain its strange power. 
Craig Charles was the “knobhead”, he tells me: his insensitivity reassured, then unsettled, the 
audience: “The people I was vox-popping looked at me like I’d just pissed in their handbag.” 

But above all, the success of the trick was down to Parkinson, who hit a mind-bending register 
unfamiliar to a television audience. Here was a well-known journalist presenting complete falsehood 
as fact - with a scepticism that reassured you that the whole thing was probably nonsense - which it 
then apparently proved not to be. 

At one point, the eldest child appears to be faking the ghost: she is caught banging a radiator with a 
mallet in her hand. With patrician scorn straining his newsreader register, Parkinson sneers, “We set 
out to catch a ghost and what we have captured instead is the remarkable instance of a hoax.” The 
phone-in format enhances the banal realism of his reactions: looking absently at the surveillance 
screens, he touches a finger to an earpiece to listen to a time-wasting caller. As chaos begins to 
break, there’s the same absent look, then a pause - tiny changes of pace that signal the loss of 
control. 

Parkinson spreads Vegemite on his toast at 9.30am - you can hear the scraping down the line. 
“What about this bloody Ghostwatch, then, terrible show, wasn’t it?” the 82-year-old japes. Like 
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Greene, he had dreams of acting as a youth - he once played a dashing cavalry officer opposite a 
buxom barmaid. “I can’t learn lines, you know - well, I can, but I can’t be bothered,” he says. Quite a 
few presenters would have made good actors: “Like Alan Whicker. I always saw him as a 
psychopathic killer.” 

You get a better sense of what Parkinson did by talking to his director. His modus operandi, Lesley 
Manning says, was autocue, or natural interview, in which he knew the points he wanted to make 
and just chatted. So they tapped into the latter. “The actors had scripts but he just free-formed. It’s 
his dryness that makes it.” 

At the show’s end, Parkinson wanders across a darkened studio, struggling to explain what had 
happened. “I was genuinely wrong-footed,” he says. The finale was so dramatic, it reassured a lot of 
viewers that the programme wasn’t real. But not those children who’d already been sent to bed. 


In the next morning’s News of the World, on Sunday 1 November - alongside a topless picture of 
the “Middlesex cracker” Sarah Jaffer and a story about a brothel in Hove - a headline signalled the 
start of the predicted shit storm: “Parky panned for Halloween fright”. Hundreds of viewers had rung 
the paper to condemn the “sick spoof, they claimed. Valerie McVey of Maidstone said, “It’s wrong to 
show this as if it were true in documentary style.” 


The backlash against Ghostwatch, Mike Smith later said, was staged by the tabloid press - just 
another scene in the long-running battle of the red tops to pick at, weaken and dismantle the BBC. 

In the Sun, Gary Bushell wrote: “If you fell for it, you’re either still writing in crayon, or you must have 
been overdoing spirits of a very different kind.” The same month, he proposed streamlining the 
Stalinist state bureaucracy of the BBC - and an end to multicultural programmes. The general 
feeling was of a colossal misjudgement: as Manning puts it, “We had broken the contract between 
Auntie and the public.” 



Parkinson’s fearful liberty 


A SPOOF television ghosl hunt on Huh 
lowtTcn flight, presided over by Michael 
Parkinson, caused panic among a large 
number of viewers. 

Many of them telephoned Scotland 
Yard. 

ParkIn son t when interviewed after¬ 
wards, compared the programme to the 
famous Orson Welles New York radio 
broadcast of which reported an 
invasion by Martians* It caused terror far 
thousands. 

Parkinson smirked: “You always get 
jin me viewers believing all they see on 
television is real, If It does for my career 
what K did for Orson Welles, 1 shall be 
delighted*™ 

HiS conceit Is breathtaking, 

The EGO show Ghostwatch featured 


Parkinson ih a studio monitoring the 
apparent terror of a Northolt family, 
play Ed by actors, whose house was occu¬ 
pied by poltergeists and demons. Pre¬ 
senter Sarah Greene was the reporter on 
the spot. 

Most viewers would have regarded it as 
nonsense, which is what Et was. A minor* 
ity — the elderly, the lonely* the nervous, 
the gullible! the young — were terrified 
out or their wits. 

How astonishing that the smug Parkin¬ 
son should dismiss it all with such arro¬ 
gance. 

Television, with its formidable power, 
should be very cautious when combining 
apparent reality with alarming fiction* 

The HHC proves once again that it is 
out of control, 


STUNT: Parkinson's Ghostwatch team 


In a 
Daily 


Mirror article (“Parky blasts back in trick or cheat fury”), Parkinson was quoted: “Anyone who didn’t 
realise it was a drama must have been living under a stone for the past few weeks.” The Express 
columnist Peter Tory answered, in a piece headlined “Parkinson’s fearful liberty”, 


How astonishing that the smug Parkinson should dismiss it all with such arrogance. 
Television, with its formidable power, should be very careful when combining apparent 
reality with alarming fiction. The BBC proves once again that it is out of control. 
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While Parkinson and Greene found themselves on the front line and Craig Charles went to Corfu 
(“It’s fight or flight”), the creative team behind Ghostwatch was miffed that no one would speak to 
them about the show that had attracted 11 million viewers. Executives looked for someone to blame. 
Parkinson later said their reaction “showed the BBC at its corporate worst”. 

Baumgarten and Broke were put on Biteback “to apologise to the nation”. Years later - in the 
documentary Ghostwatch: Behind the Curtains, made by Rich Lawden, who had seen Ghostwatch 
as a child - Broke revealed that he had directed everything he said on Biteback at the sixth floor of 
the BBC, which had been warned about the project. An inquiry was ordered by the BBC’s then 
managing director, Will Wyatt, and a report was commissioned. Broke had his dossier, though no 
one seems to know where it is now. You imagine a Ghostwatch file locked away somewhere, like at 
the end of Raiders of the Lost Ark. I called the BBC archives, which told me there wasn’t one. 

Jonathan Powell, Alan Yentob’s predecessor, was the controller of BBC One at the time. “Have you 
tried to get hold of him?” asks Lesley Manning. “I don’t think he speaks about Ghostwatch at all.” 

Powell, now 70, is the head of media arts at Royal Holloway, University of London. As a producer, 
he was responsible for Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy and Smiley’s People starring Alec Guinness. As the 
BBC’s head of drama in the 1980s, he had tried to cancel Doctor Who to tabloid outcry. He also 
commissioned Eldorado. Powell believed in popular programmes. Ratings were suffering as a result 
of strong ITV drama. 

“Quite how much I knew about Ghostwatch in production, I don’t actually remember,” he tells me. 
“Quite how explicit Richard Broke was about the nature of the programme, I’m not entirely sure.” 

But it was Powell who insisted that the drama tag and the credits be applied to Ghostwatch just two 
days before transmission. “Richard and Ruth thought that if we did that, people would miss out on 
the joke they were playing,” he says. “I vividly remember saying, ‘You can’t do this.’ Richard was 
pushing the line, if not overstepping it completely, to try and get the thing past.” He also styled the 
continuity announcement to make the fictional element clear: “A Screen One presentation, a film...” 

“But it has the hallmarks to me of a bit of a compromise,” he says. “I don’t remember being 
concerned about using Sarah Greene. Maybe I should have been. But she was brilliant.” 

Powell left the BBC a year after Ghostwatch. The corporation had got into trouble over drama- 
documentaries so many times: there were committees set up for such things, he explains, which 
had dealt with Richard Brake’s war dramas. (“The Daily Mail accused the BBC of being a hotbed of 
ghastly anti-war lefties.”) 

“The problem with Ghostwatch," he says, “is that it’s so brilliantly done. It has such an acute sense 
of the genres it’s working in. It doesn’t go: this is real. It goes: is this real? You ask the same 
question about the programme that you ask about the paranormal. It just makes you doubt yourself.” 

“There was a feeling the BBC should shove this one in the vaults and lock it away” 

On Biteback, grim-faced parents in tweed jackets and large glasses voice their outrage. One father, 
who - it’s hard to believe now - was completely taken in, put it down to Parkinson being a “well- 
known and fatherly figure”. You can hear disembodied cries of “Exploiting children! Lying to the 
public!” 
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“Adults don’t like being made into fools in front of their children because it undermines their parental 
position,” Powell says. “In those days, the parent was the gatekeeper of television and it was your 
job as a parent to protect your offspring. It undermined their authority in their home.” 

In 1992, the language of television may have been changing but TV was still the other person in the 
room, intrusive and charismatic. There was, in the psyche, a strange sense that unlike with the 
radio, if you didn’t like what you heard, you couldn’t turn it off. In Steven Spielberg’s 1982 movie 
Poltergeist, television ate up children whole. Two years later, Margaret Thatcher’s government 
passed the Video Recordings Act targeting “video nasties”, fuelled by a Daily Mail campaign with 
stories of children being transfixed by what they had seen. The horror film series Child’s Play was 
cited as an inspiration for the murders of Suzanne Capper in December 1992 and James Bulger in 
February 1993. It was against this background of moral panic that Walter Silveira and Dawn Simons 
filed their BMJ report. 

Case 1: This boy had been frightened by Ghostwatch and had refused to watch the 
ending... He suffered panic attacks, refused to go upstairs alone, and slept with the 
bedroom light on. He had nightmares and daytime flashbacks and banged his head to 
remove thoughts of ghosts... He was admitted to the hospital’s child and family unit as 
his mother could no longer cope with his behaviour at home... His mother was helped to 
regain control in their relationship; and both were discouraged from discussing ghosts 
and his fears. 

I called Dawn Simons, now working in learning disabilities in Birmingham, for her memories of the 
two boys she treated. “We were struck by the levels of anxiety and the fact that it couldn’t be 
managed by the parents,” she says. “Some of the thoughts had become quite obsessional - having 
too much discussion perpetuates that. You have to put a limit on obsessional thinking. But because 
Ghostwatch was only shown once, parents couldn’t rewind it and prove to children that it wasn’t 
real.” 

In the other cases reported in the BMJ, a common theme was the children’s inability to sleep in their 
own bedrooms. “Pipes” had first manifested against the children’s curtains - the most simple of 
childhood fears. An 11-year-old boy suffered a year of panic attacks after Ghostwatch. All of the 
children were of a nervous disposition; all had parents who struggled to quell their fears. The 
doctors at Edinburgh concluded, “The realistic quality of [ Ghostwatch ] may have prevented the 
parents from adequately containing their children’s anxieties.” 

Martin Denham died on Thursday 5 November 1992 after hanging himself from a tree in Bestwood 
Park, Nottingham. The young factory worker was 18, with a mental age of 13 and a sensitive 
disposition. His girlfriend told the Sun that the programme had “petrified” him; his stepfather said he 
had been “hypnotised”. In a suicide note found in his pocket, he had written: “Mother, do not be 
upset. If there is ghosts I will now be one and I will always be with you as one.” 

April and Percy Denham have always blamed the BBC for their son’s death. The Broadcasting 
Standards Commission eventually conceded: 

The BBC had a duty to do more than simply hint at the deception it was practising on the 
audience. In Ghostwatch there was a deliberate attempt to cultivate a sense of menace. 

This month, a planned Ghostwatch item on The One Show, to be hosted by Sarah Greene, was 
dropped when the editorial policy department vetoed it. 
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“The BBC were really embarrassed by it,” says Jonathan Powell. “Anything like that would put the 
kibosh on it being celebrated. There was a feeling that they should shove this one in the vaults and 
lock it away.” 

Ruth Baumgarten remembers the “worst hours of her life”, when she thought she might have been 
responsible for frightening a child to death. Richard Broke said that the coroner’s report mentioned 
nothing about the programme. “But it wouldn’t, would it?” Volk says. “If you could turn the clock 
back, you would.” 

Lesley Manning entered into correspondence with children. One letter, from a girl who hadn’t been 
allowed to watch the show, suggests the hold that the programme had taken in the popular 
imagination: “If it comes back on, I will try to watch it. My mum will probably say no, so I will ask my 
dad. If he says no I will scream.” 

These children are the ones who saw the 
BFI’s DVD release as adults, formed the 
online fan groups, organised the 
anniversary screenings, as the community 
of people who half-remembered the dark 
dream was able to live it all over again. 

Volk has “plodded on”. He and Manning 
are working on a film about Soviet 
experiments in ESP: “Every time the 
regime changed in Russia, I’d do a new 
draft of the script.” Ghostwatch couldn’t be 
made now, he says, because of editorial 

policy: “Policing is a strong word, but policy is policing.” 

The bottom line is that no one would fall for it. It couldn’t withstand the exposure of social media. 

The ritual of TV watching has changed, as has the nature of outrage. You’re unlikely to get parents 
up in arms because Auntie failed to protect their children, when children can watch Isis beheadings 
on their phones. Children’s exposure to violence is too large and too diffuse a subject for a Daily 
Mail campaign. 

“There’s no place for fictional horror,” Michael Parkinson tells me. “It suffices that you see children 
falling into the sea and drowning. We’re inured to physical violence. That genre of Ghostwatch, what 
was hideous and frightening 20 years ago, is nothing now. It’s a nursery rhyme.” 

After Ghostwatch, found footage, infrared camerawork and surveillance became staples of the 
horror genre: the makers of the 1999 film The Blair Witch Project claim it as an inspiration. The 
banal reality TV that the show was aping - the CCTV-style footage of sleeping bodies and 
household tasks - became the fashionable language eight years later with Big Brother. The sense 
of involvement in voting someone off I’m a Celebrity... Get Me Out of Here! is, Volk says, no 
different to an audience willing themselves to see a ghost. “You feel a real kind of intimacy at the 
time, but once you switch off, it means absolutely nothing to you.” 

But the real reason Ghostwatch wouldn’t frighten people now is there in the line about Terry Waite, 
which appeared in the original script. In late 1992, the ITV drama-documentary Hostages came 
under attack from Waite, John McCarthy, Brian Keenan and Terry Anderson for containing scenes 
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that were “entirely fictional”. Ghostwatch was the original fake news: it came at the start of a shift in 
awareness, from the sense that what you were being shown might be manipulating you to the 
acceptance, now, that you can’t believe anything you see. 

When I rewatched Ghostwatch and caught the momentary glimpses of the ghost that the “authority 
figures” in the studio failed to see, my mind made a strange leap to a very different piece of footage: 
CNN’s coverage of the 9/11 attacks, now on YouTube. The first plane has hit the tower, and a 
presenter and an on-the-spot reporter try to fill time, speculating and floundering. All eyes are 
trained on the scene. 

Then, from the right, as clear as anything, a second plane glides in and hits the South Tower - and 
no one in the studio notices. At that second, millions of people across America must have been 
thinking: was it just me who saw that? It was, of course, the moment when real life started looking 
like a blockbuster action film, and perhaps ghost stories were a thing of the past. 

“Ghostwatch” is showing at the Genesis Cinema, London El, on 31 October 

© New Statesman 1913-2017 

/* Copyright 2014 Evemote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px!important; left: 50% !important; 
margin-left: -lOOpx!important; width: 200px!important; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid!important; border-radius: 4px 
!important;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx!important;} 


https://www.newstatesman.com/culture/tv-radio/2017/10/ghostwatch-halloween-hoax-changed-language-television 


11/11 



11/7/2017 


Fantastic Beasts and How to Rank Them | The New Yorker 


Fantastic Beasts and How to Rank Them 

20171030 newyorker.com 


November 6, 2017 Issue 

The relative plausibility of impossible beings tells you a lot about how the mind works. 

By Kathryn Schulz 


Illustration by Jon Klassen 

Consider the yeti. Reputed to live in the mountainous regions of Tibet, 
Bhutan, and Nepal. Also known by the alias Abominable Snowman. 
Overgrown, in both senses: eight or ten or twelve feet tall; shaggy. Shy. 
Possibly a remnant of an otherwise extinct species. More possibly an 
elaborate hoax, or an inextinguishable hope. Closely related to the 
Australian Yowie, the Canadian Nuk-luk, the Missouri Momo, the 
Louisiana Swamp Ape, and Bigfoot. O.K., then: on a scale not of zero to 
ten but of, say, leprechaun to zombie, how likely do you think it is that the 
yeti exists? 

One of the strangest things about the human mind is that it can reason 
about unreasonable things. It is possible, for example, to calculate the 
speed at which the sleigh would have to travel for Santa Claus to deliver all those gifts on Christmas 
Eve. It is possible to assess the ratio of a dragon’s wings to its body to determine if it could fly. And it 
is possible to decide that a yeti is more likely to exist than a leprechaun, even if you think that the 
likelihood of either of them existing is precisely zero. 

In fact, it is not only possible; it is fun. Take the following list of supernatural beings: 

_Angels 

_Demons 

_Dragons 

_Pixies 

_Ghosts 

_Harpies 

_Elves 

_Mermaids 

_Loch Ness monster 

_Leviathan 

_Giants 

_ Pegasus 

_Centaurs 

_Unicorns 

_Tooth fairy 

_Phoenix 

_Werewolves 

_Vampires 
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Never mind, for now, whether or not you actually believe in any of these creatures. We are 
interested here not in whether they are real but in to what extent they seem as if they could be. Your 
job, accordingly, is to rank them in order of plausibility, from most likely (No. 1) to least likely (No. 

20). Better still, if you are in the mood for a party game this Halloween season, try having a lot of 
people rank them collectively. I guarantee that this will produce a surprising amount of concord— 
who among us could rank the tooth fairy above the Leviathan?—as well as a huge amount of 
impassioned disagreement. The Loch Ness monster will turn out to have a Johnnie Cochran-level 
defense attorney. Good friends of yours will say withering things about mermaids. 

What’s odd about this exercise is that everyone knows that “impossible” is an absolute condition. 
“Possible versus impossible” is not like “tall versus short.” Tall and short exist on a gradient, and 
when we adjudge the Empire State Building taller than LeBron James and LeBron James taller than 
Meryl Streep, we are reflecting facts about the world we live in. But possibility and impossibility are 
binary, and when we adjudge the yeti more probable than the leprechaun we aren’t reflecting facts 
about the world we live in; we aren’t reflecting the world we live in at all. So how, exactly, are we 
drawing these distinctions? And what does it say about our own wildly implausible, unmistakably 
real selves that we are able to do so? 

In the fourth century B.C., several hundred years after the advent of harpies and some two millennia 
before the emergence of dementors, Aristotle sat down to do some thinking about supernatural 
occurrences in literature. On the whole, he was not a fan; in his Poetics, he mostly discouraged 
would-be fabulists from messing around with them. But he did allow that, if forced to choose, writers 
“should prefer a probable impossibility to an unconvincing possibility.” Better for Odysseus to return 
safely to Ithaca with the aid of ghosts, gods, sea nymphs, and a leather bag containing the wind 
than for his wife, Penelope, to get bored with waiting for him, grow interested in metalworking, and 
abandon domestic life for a career as a blacksmith. 

As that suggests, for a possible thing to seem plausible it must be reasonably consistent with our 
prior experience. But what makes an impossible thing seem plausible? In a convoluted passage in 
the Poetics, Aristotle tells us that if an impossible thing would “necessarily” require something else 
to occur along with it, you should put that second thing in your story, too, because then your readers 
will be more likely to believe the first one. In other words, even something that is factually impossible 
can be logically possible, and how closely that logic is followed will affect how plausible a 
supernatural being seems. 

There’s a reason Aristotle addressed this advice to writers and artists. Unlike most of us, they have 
practical motives for wondering how best to make imaginary things seem convincing, a problem that 
must be solved as much for “Vanity Fair” as for “A Wrinkle in Time.” Accordingly, creative types have 
done an unusual amount of thinking about plausible impossibility. In the seventeen-nineties, for 
instance, Samuel Taylor Coleridge set out to write a series of poems about “persons and characters 
supernatural.” To do so, he knew, he had to make the fantastical seem credible—“to procure for 
these shadows of imagination,” he wrote, in a soon to be famous phrase, a “willing suspension of 
disbelief.” 

Coleridge was excellent at inducing a suspension of disbelief. That’s why we are as gripped by “The 
Rime of the Ancient Mariner” as the wedding guest within the poem who can’t tear himself away 
from the sailor’s tale—even though the tale itself is an outrageous one involving a magical albatross, 
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a terrible curse, and a ship crewed by ghosts. Yet Coleridge was vague about explaining how 
exactly he did it. His only advice for making impossible things seem believable was to give them “a 
semblance of truth.” 


“Now imagine how good that would look completely 
sweated through on the Twenty-third Street subway 
platform.” 

A little more than a hundred years later, a very 
different kind of artist got somewhat more specific. 
Although Walt Disney is best remembered today for 
his Magic Kingdom, his chief contribution to the art 
of animation was not his extraordinary imagination 
but his extraordinary realism. “We cannot do the 
fantastic things, based on the real, unless we first 
know the real,” he once wrote, by way of explaining 
why, in 1929, he began driving his animators to a 
studio in downtown Los Angeles for night classes in life drawing. In short order, the cartoons 
emerging from his workshop started exhibiting a quality that we have since come to take for granted 
but was revolutionary at the time: all those talking mice, singing lions, dancing puppets, and 
marching brooms began obeying the laws of physics. 

It was Disney, for instance, who introduced to the cartoon universe one of the fundamental elements 
of the real one: gravity. Even those of his characters who could fly could fall, and, when they did, 
their knees, jowls, hair, and clothes responded as our human ones do when we thump to the 
ground. Other laws of nature applied, too. Witches on broomsticks got buffeted by the wind. Goofy, 
attached by his feet to the top of a roller-coaster track and by his neck to the cars, didn’t just get 
longer as the ride started plunging downhill; he also got skinnier, which is to say that his volume 
remained constant. To Disney, these concessions to reality were crucial to achieving what he called, 
in an echo of Aristotle, the “plausible impossible.” Any story based on “the fantastic, the unreal, the 
imaginative,” he understood, needed “a foundation of fact.” 

Taken together, Disney’s foundation of fact and Coleridge’s semblance of truth suggest a good 
starting place for any Unified Theory of the Plausibility of Supernatural Beings: the more closely 
such creatures hew to the real world, the more likely we are to deem them believable. But the real 
world is enormous, wildly heterogeneous, extraordinarily complicated, and, itself, often surpassingly 
strange. So if, indeed, the most plausible supernatural creatures are those which most resemble 
reality, the question becomes: which part? 

The obvious candidate, at first glance, is the animal kingdom. Supernatural creatures are, after all, 
creatures, and we infer from them, or impose upon them, all kinds of biological characteristics. Like 
their natural counterparts, they can be organized by taxon (cervid, like the white stag; caprid, like the 
faun; bovine, like the Minotaur; feline, like the sphinx), or by habitat (alpine, like yetis; woodland, like 
satyrs; cave-dwelling, like dragons; aquatic, like mermaids). Given this tendency to situate unnatural 
beings in the natural world, it seems conceivable that our judgments about their plausibility might 
reflect how well they conform to the constraints of modern biology. 

If that’s the case, our friend the yeti should rank very high on the believability scale. So, too, should 
giants, elves, unicorns, ogres, imps, sea monsters, and pixies. By the same token, this biological 
theory would deal a credibility blow to angels, demons, fairies, vampires, and werewolves, plus all 
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those creatures assembled, as by an insane taxidermist, from the separate parts of real species: 
mermaids, griffins, centaurs, chimeras, sphinxes. It would also undermine the plausibility of fire¬ 
breathing dragons, there being no analogue in nature to a Zippo. In fact, biological limitations cast 
doubt on dragons in another way as well, since four legs plus two wings is not a naturally occurring 
configuration—a bummer also for harpies, griffins, gargoyles, and Pegasus. 

If you couldn’t make it through that paragraph without starting to formulate an objection, you already 
know the first problem with this theory: it invites a lot of quibbling over what is and isn’t biologically 
feasible. As defenders of the supernatural will be quick to point out, many arthropods have six limbs; 
squids, skunks, bombardier beetles, and plenty of other real creatures spew strange things; nature 
sometimes contrives to recombine old animals in new ways (see the half-striped zedonk—part 
zebra, part donkey—or the recent emergence of the coywolf: part coyote, part wolf); and, 
considering the many kinds of metamorphoses exhibited by animals—tadpole to frog, caterpillar to 
butterfly, baby-faced to bearded—how far-fetched is it, really, for a bat to turn into a man? 

Indeed, some fantastical creatures seem positively ordinary compared with the more byzantine 
products of four billion years of evolution. Consider the giant oarfish, a thirty-six-foot-long behemoth 
with a silver body, a bright-red mane, and a tendency to hang out in the ocean vertically, like a shiny 
piscine telephone pole. Or consider the blue glaucus, an inch-long hermaphroditic sea slug capable 
of killing a Portuguese man-of-war—a beast three hundred times its size—and then storing its 
poison for later use, including on humans. 

Given so much natural extravagance, it’s not surprising that the real and the unreal are sometimes 
mistaken for each other. In 1735, when Carl Linnaeus organized all the species in the world into one 
vast taxonomy, he included a section on “Animalia Paradoxa”: creatures, common in folklore and 
myth or attested to by far-flung explorers, that he felt compelled to itemize yet deemed unlikely to 
exist. Among these were the manticore (head of a man, body of a lion, spiky tail), the lamia (head of 
a man, breasts of a woman, body of a scaly cow), and the Scythian lamb (like a regular lamb, 
except it grows out of a stalk in the ground)—but also, arrestingly, the antelope and the pelican. 
Conversely, a contributor to “This American Life” once recounted the experience of asking a group 
of strangers at a party, in all sincerity, whether unicorns were endangered or extinct. One 
sympathizes. Consider the giraffe. Consider the kangaroo. 

On top of all this, the biological theory of plausibility also suffers from a graver problem: its predictive 
powers are faulty. By its logic, many creatures that we find highly believable should instead rank 
near the bottom of the list. Angels, for instance, are physiologically unlikely: in addition to being able 
to fly (fine for birds, unheard of in hominids), they manifest a particularly extreme version of the limb 
problem, since, per various sources, they have not just two but in some cases hundreds of wings. 
Demons present the same basic difficulties, as do fairies, and ghosts defy pretty much every 
biological principle: among other problems, they have no substance, require no sustenance, and do 
not decay or die. Yet given that seven out of ten Americans believe in angels, six out of ten believe 
in demons, and almost half believe in ghosts, it seems safe to assume that, on the scale of 
plausibility, such creatures outrank giants and unicorns. 

So much for biology as the basis of our unified theory. But we can resolve at least some of these 
problems by modifying our hypothesis slightly. Perhaps we don’t care how much supernatural 
creatures resemble the animal kingdom in general; perhaps we only care how much they resemble 
us. This mirror theory of plausibility would still account for the high ranking of yetis, which, aside 
from not existing, are not so different from Homo sapiens. (Back in 2004, when scientists discovered 
an extinct species of an unusually small hominid on an island in Indonesia, a senior editor at Nature 
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took the occasion to speculate that stories about yetis might reflect an extinct Himalayan species on 
the other end of the size spectrum.) The mirror theory would also explain the perceived plausibility 
of angels and demons, which, as presented in myth and literature, resemble exaggerated humans in 
our best and worst incarnations: moral giants and moral elves. And it would explain why vampires 
and werewolves, which should rank low on the list, what with the impossibility of radical 
metamorphosis, generally rank quite high. When they are not busy sprouting wings and fur, after all, 
such creatures look nearly indistinguishable from us. 

On the other hand, this theory leads us quickly into ontological problems: are we humans more like 
mermaids, or more like ghosts? Worse, like the biological theory of plausibility, it fails to account for 
some of our intuitions about supernatural beings. Why, for example, would a centaur, which is fifty 
per cent human, strike us as less plausible than a unicorn, which is zero per cent human? And what 
are we to make of natural-born humans who are able to do supernatural things, a la Shakespeare’s 
Prospero, Hermione Granger, or that menace of Camelot Morgan le Fay? 

Kumail Nanjiani on Being a Muslim Comedian After 9/11 

This last category of being opens up a whole new can of orms. Magical creatures exist in a universe 
of magical powers, which themselves range wildly in probability and are not evenly distributed 
among the population. To understand our intuitions about plausibility, then, we need to look beyond 
entities to actions. For supernatural creatures, as for the rest of us, it might be that what matters 
most is not what we are but what we do. 

What do supernatural creatures do? In many cases, not much. Somewhat strangely, not every 
magical being has magical powers. Some, like Santa Claus and the tooth fairy, mostly just have 
chores. Others merely hang around looking unusual; the yeti and Nessie just lurk; the Leviathan 
lurks, too, largerly; the record is mixed on giants, which in some accounts live on clouds but in most 
are just enormous and crabby. Wraiths only scare people, centaurs only awe people, and unicorns, 
aside from some healing properties in their horns, akin to the antibiotics in frog skin, only attract 
virgins—which, power-wise, puts them at the same level as boy bands. For these and many other 
supernatural creatures, their supernaturalness inheres chiefly in the fact (or the non-fact) of their 
existence. 

Others, however, can do flatly impossible things. Fairies, by most accounts, can turn invisible, tell 
the future, and shape-shift. Ghosts can shrink, expand, time-travel, and walk through walls. 

Vampires can command the dead, summon storms, control lesser animals like bats and wolves, and 
—barring certain interventions with stakes or sunlight—live forever. Various other entities can, 
through their own powers or via potions, amulets, and spells, likewise achieve the unachievable: 
levitate, teleport, transmogrify, read minds, talk to animals, and, by occult means, charm, confuse, 
possess, haunt, hex, heal, or kill. 

Like supernatural creatures, such powers can be ranked in terms of plausibility. Which seems more 
likely to work: Harry Potter’s apparating ability or Obi-Wan Kenobi’s Jedi mind trick? If you ask me, 
it’s obviously the mind trick, with its real-life analogies of charisma and hypnosis, not to mention its 
failure to defy any major laws of physics. On the other hand, apparating—vanishing from one place 
and appearing in another—strikes me as more plausible than time travel, possibly because we have 
many ways to move through space but only one way to move through time. 

You can play this game forever, with any given set of magical powers. Controlling the elements, for 
instance, seems considerably harder than controlling an animal (unless, perhaps, it is a cat)—but, if 
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you are going to try to control the elements, summoning a breeze seems easier than turning night to 
day. If you’re going to work magic on your own body, becoming invisible seems more plausible than 
transmogrifying, perhaps because of the abundance of everyday ways to conceal ourselves. Yet, if 
transmogrification is going to occur, I’d wager that it is easier to turn oneself into a wolf than one’s 
enemy into a toad. 

As it happens, intuitions like these are broadly shared—a fact we know because, speaking of 
implausible things, two cognitive scientists at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology have shown 
it. Normally, Tomer Ullman studies our commonsense beliefs about physics and psychology, while 
his colleague John McCoy studies judgment and decision-making. Together, however, they figured 
that looking at how we reason about supernatural powers might shed light on how we reason about 
the real world. To that end, in 2015 they asked two hundred people, ranging in age from eighteen to 
eighty-three, to rank ten magic spells in order of difficulty. Since amphibians in magic have roughly 
the same status as rodents in science, all the spells featured things a sorcerer could do to a frog: 
conjure it into existence, conjure it out of existence, teleport it, levitate it, change its color, double its 
size, turn it into two frogs, turn it into a mouse, turn it to stone, and turn it invisible. 

The results help explain why I am dubious about apparating. Over all, the subjects felt that spells 
were more difficult when they violated “more fundamental principles of intuitive physics.” What 
makes a principle of physics fundamental, in this case, is how early in our cognitive development we 
acquire it. For instance, we are born with an understanding of object permanence, and the two 
spells that violated it, by conjuring a frog into or out of existence, were ranked the most difficult. 
Similarly, we learn in infancy that objects have what developmental psychologists call “kind- 
identity”—they stay themselves—which may explain why the next-hardest spell involved turning a 
frog into a mouse. The two easiest spells, by comparison, entailed changing a frog’s color and 
levitating it, results that reflect our awareness that both color and location are transient rather than 
fixed features of the physical world. 

To further plumb our intuitions about supernatural powers, McCoy and Ullman ran a second study, 
which asked the same questions but changed one of two things: either the target of the spell (Is it 
harder to conjure a frog or a cow?) or the extent of its power (Is it harder to levitate a frog one foot or 
a hundred feet?). Resoundingly: a cow; a hundred feet. These findings are striking, since levitating 
something ninety-nine extra feet does not violate any additional principles of physics. Nor does 
conjuring a cow instead of a frog. So why would those variants seem more challenging? 



“I haven’t always been a 
cowboy, you know.” 

Happily, two other 
cognitive scientists, 
Andrew Shtulman and 
Caitlin Morgan, of 
Occidental College, 
have addressed that 
question. (Full 
disclosure: my sister, a 
cognitive scientist at 
M.I.T., was Shtulman’s 


postdoctoral adviser, and has worked with McCoy and Ullman.) Last year, Shtulman and Morgan 
gave people pairs of magic spells and asked them to determine which one in each pair was more 
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difficult. In every pair, both spells violated the same fundamental principle of physics, biology, or 
psychology, but each varied in how much it violated a secondary one. For instance, physics dictates 
that you can’t walk through anything solid, no matter what it’s made of, but also that materials differ 
with respect to properties like density and hardness. So which seems more difficult: walking through 
a wall made of stone or a wall made of wood? 

Overwhelmingly, the subjects chose stone. They also determined that it would be harder to levitate a 
bowling ball than a basketball, and harder to grow an eye than a toe. Since levitation is categorically 
impossible, it shouldn’t matter that heavier objects, like bowling balls and cows, are harder to lift. 

But, as Aristotle understood, it does. According to Shtulman and Morgan, that’s because our 
understanding of causation—our sense of which things make other things happen—is not a series 
of separate if-then statements but a vast interconnected web, which continues to govern our 
intuitions even when one particular strand snaps. “Severing one link in a causal network,” they write, 
“still leaves the rest of the network intact.” And the more links you sever, the more powerful—or, put 
differently, the less probable—your magic seems. 

Perhaps, then, the solution we seek is mathematical: tally up all the fundamental principles violated 
by a supernatural creature and its powers and—voila, we’ll know where it stands in the hierarchy of 
likelihood. Call this the parsimony theory of plausibility: the fewer laws something violates, the more 
credible it will seem. The yeti, for instance, doesn’t really violate any natural laws at all. Vampires, by 
contrast, violate everything from the fact that things of substance cast shadows to Meteorology 101. 

This parsimony theory is simple, elegant, and, unfortunately, wrong. If it were correct, we’d all find 
gnomes, whose only distinguishing characteristics are diminutiveness, avarice, and a preference for 
living underground, considerably more plausible than ghosts. Yet ghosts, despite their utter 
disregard for biology and physics, persist in seeming highly believable. Part of that might be 
explained by our existential condition: most of us feel that we have a core self, separate and 
separable from our body, and most of us find it hard to accept that we will someday cease to exist. 

Part of it, however, might be explained by one final theory of supernatural plausibility. Consider a 
defense that my sister once mounted on behalf of the likelihood of fairies. Small impossible things, 
she contended, are more believable than large impossible things, because they could more easily 
exist without us noticing them. That argument isn’t based on our beliefs about physics or biology; it’s 
based on epistemology. From infancy on, we are extraordinarily sensitive to patterns of evidence (in 
fact, that’s how we acquire many of our beliefs about physics and biology), so it seems reasonable 
to think that evidence also determines our judgments about fantastical beings. 

Of course, it also seems unreasonable to think that, since it’s unclear how we would find evidence 
for the existence of nonexistent creatures. In its absence, we can make do, as my sister did, with a 
good reason for why we haven’t found it, a strategy that lends plausibility not only to fairies in their 
tininess but also to ghosts and other creatures capable of vanishing. (It also gives us a reason, 
finally, to object to the yeti: if it existed, we should have found proof by now.) 

Alternatively, we can accept attestation as a form of evidence—which, across domains, we do all the 
time, since many of our convictions about the world concern things we ourselves will never observe. 
Our sensitivity to attestation explains why culture has such a potent influence on our intuitions about 
the supernatural, which wouldn’t be the case if those intuitions were governed chiefly by biology or 
physics. It is why one community is more likely to believe in fairies and another in zombies, and why, 
with churches peddling a more palliative version of Christianity, demons have declined in plausibility 
vis-a-vis angels. And it is why, if you’re European-American, you’re more likely to believe in a 
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vampire than in the coffin-dwelling, night-roaming, life-force-sucking Chinese jiangshi, even though, 
on the basis of their characteristics, there is not, so to speak, a lot of daylight between them. 

Patterns of evidence, a grasp of biology, theories of physics: as it turns out, we need all of these to 
account for our intuitions about supernatural beings, just as we need all of them to explain any other 
complex cultural phenomenon, from a tennis match to a bar fight to a bluegrass band. That might 
seem like a lot of intellectual firepower for parsing the distinctions between fairies and mermaids, but 
the ability to think about nonexistent things isn’t just handy for playing parlor games on Halloween. It 
is utterly fundamental to who we are. Studying that ability helps us learn about ourselves; exercising 
it helps us learn about the world. A three-year-old talking about an imaginary friend can illuminate 
the workings of the human mind. A thirty-year-old conducting a thought experiment about twins, one 
of whom is launched into space at birth and one of whom remains behind, can illuminate the 
workings of the universe. As for those of us who are no longer toddlers and will never be Einstein: 
we use our ability to think about things that aren’t real all the time, in ways both everyday and 
momentous. It is what we are doing when we watch movies, write novels, weigh two different job 
offers, consider whether to have children. 

As that last example suggests, perhaps the most extraordinary thing about this ability is that we can 
use it to nudge the impossible into the realm of the real. We stare at the sky, watch a seagull bob on 
a thermal, build wax wings and then fixed wings and then Apollo XI. We dream of black Presidents 
and female scientists; we dream, still, of self-driving cars, a cure for cancer, peace in the Middle 
East. These last things are interestingly like dragons and also interestingly unlike dragons, in ways 
that suggest that we may be wise, after all, to treat impossibility as something other than an 
absolute condition. Alone among all the creatures in the world, we can think about fantastical things 
and, at least some of the time, bring them into being. 

Yet, in the end, what’s most remarkable is not that our fantasies contain so much reality; it is that our 
reality contains so much fantasy. Most of us understand that our perceptual systems, far from 
passively reflecting the world around us, actively sort, select, distort, ignore, and alter a huge 
amount of information in order to construct reality as we experience it. But reality as we experience 
it also departs from actual reality in deeper ways. In actual reality, space and time are inseparable, 
and neither one behaves anything like the way we perceive it; nor does light, and nor does gravity, 
and, in all likelihood, nor does consciousness. Yet all the while we go on experiencing space like a 
map we can walk on, time like a conveyor belt we travel on, ourselves as brimming with agency, our 
lives as mattering urgently. 

That world, the one we inhabit every day of our lives, is a yeti—a fantastical thing constructed out of 
bits and pieces of reality plus the magic wand of the mind. If we could hand it over to some superior 
being for consideration, it might not even rank very high on the scale of plausibility. Then again, 
plausibility itself might not rank very high on the scale of qualities we prize. Better, perhaps, to know 
that what we feel in our happiest moments has some truth to it: life is magical. ♦ 

Copyright (c) Conde Nast 2017 
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September total apartment sales lowest since January 

City’s home prices rose in 3Q for first time in four years 

Singapore home sales fell in September as developers marketed fewer projects in a month 
considered inauspicious by Chinese homebuyers. 

Developers sold 657 units last month, down from a revised 1,246 in August, according to Urban 
Redevelopment Authority data released Monday. That’s the lowest sales since January. A total of 73 
new units were offered, down from 794 in August, the data showed. 

The seventh month of the lunar calendar year, known as the Hungry Ghost Month, is a time 
homebuyers avoid property purchases. This year, that period lasted for the latter part of August and 
most of September. 

Despite a slow month, Singapore’s property market is showing signs of a turnaround. Home prices 
rose for the first time in four years, snapping a record run of declines and confirming recent signs 
that the property market is rebounding. An index tracking private residential prices gained 0.5 
percent in the three months ended Sept. 30 from the previous quarter, according to preliminary data 
from the Urban Redevelopment Authority released Oct. 2. 

Developers have sold about 9,000 units this year, eclipsing the full-year totals for 2014 to 2016. Still, 
the bulk of Singapore’s cooling measures rolled out since 2009 remain in place. Before the latest 
data, a 15-quarter decline in prices was the longest since the residential index was first published in 
1975. 

Developers launched new units in some older projects last month. Stars of Kovan marketed 25 new 
units last month while Sims Urban Oasis launched 20 units, the data showed. 

Noah Smith is a Bloomberg View columnist. He was an assistant professor of finance at Stony 
Brook University, and he blogs at Noahpinion. 
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It started as a quote in Maximo Ramos’ The Aswang Complex in 
Philippine Folklore. Ramos was explaining how rural Filipinos 
often prefer to sleep on the edge of the room, rather than the 
middle, for protection against the viscera sucking version of the 
aswang — the kind who climbs on the house and drops its 
tongue down between the chinks of the roof to suck out its 
victims innards. 

Sleep towards the edge of the room, Ramos warned, but not too 
near a post: 

for the posts may harbor a tree-dwelling mythical demon 
like the bangugot or batibat. This is a nightmare-inducing, 
insanity-causing creature resembling the genii of the Near 
East. It is said to have refused to leave its tree when it was 
felled and stubbornly to have gone on living in a crevice of 
cavity in the wood, emerging to sit on a tenant’s chest and suffocate him by plugging his mouth with 
its phallus and his nostrils with its testicles. 

Huh. That deserves more investigation, I thought. 

Ramos’ version of the batibat, based in part on the descriptions by Manuel and Lyd Arguilla ( Philippine Tales and 
Fables, 1957), and in part on his own memories of stories told to him as a child, is a creature that lives in bamboo 
groves and large trees. When a tree with a batibat was chopped down for a house post, the batibat continued to 
live in the post, coming in and out of the post through a knothole. Ramos says he remembers llokano farmers in 
Zambales (where he grew up) describing the batibat as a huge, hulking creature. Bangugot, or nightmare, is the 
sensation of being pinned down or smothered by a batibat. 

Almost everything I can find online describes the batibat as a fat old woman who sits on your chest to suffocate 
you at night; the article at the Aswang Project is a good representative example. Yet clearly, Ramos’s batibat was 
male. As far as I can tell, the fat old woman description comes from a single llokano folktale, “The Fat Woman in 
the Post,” from the 1957 collection Philippine Tales and Fables. Are there any male batibat descriptions out there? 

Alex Paman, in his surveys of Asian supernatural beings, is careful to not mention gender when he discusses 
batibat. 

In fact, the only mention of male batibat I found was from William S. Burroughs, in Naked Lunch. Here’s the quote 
(from the 2002 “restored text” — emphasis mine): 

Bang-utot, literally, ‘attempting to get up and groaning...’ Death occurring in the course of a 
nightmare...The condition occurs in males of Southeast Asiatic extraction...In Manila about twelve 
cases of death by Bang-utot are recorded each year. 

Victims often know that they are going to die, express the fear that their penis will enter the body and 
kill them. Sometimes they cling to the penis in a state of shrieking hysteria calling on others for help 
lest the penis escape and pierce the body. Erections, such as normally occur in sleep, are considered 
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especially dangerous and liable to bring a fatal attack...One man devised a Rube Goldberg 
contraption to prevent erection during sleep. But he died of Bang-utot. 

Careful autopsies of Bang-utot victims have revealed no organic reason for death. There are often 
signs of strangulation [caused by what?]; sometimes slight hemorrhages of pancreas and lungs-not 
sufficient to cause death and also of unknown origin. It has occurred to the author that the cause of 
death is a misplacement of sexual energy resulting in a lung erection with consequent strangulation... 

One man who recovered said that ‘a little man’ was sitting on his chest and strangling him. 

That whole section about erections and victims fearing death by penis impalement is probably more Burroughs 
than batibat, but the creature is definitely male. Did Burroughs really hear the story that way, I wonder, or did he 
change the sex to fit his narrative? And what’s a “lung erection”? 

Moving on... 

Isabelo de los Reyes mentions an (llokano) creature called the mangmangkik, who lives in trees. You must ask for 
permission before cutting their tree down. They are supposed to be vindictive when offended, and can “inflict grave 
illness,” as de los Reyes says, though he doesn’t specifically mention anything like nightmares. Albert Jenks 
mentions the belief in the Li-mum among the Bontoc Igorot: the Li-mum is “the spiritual form of the human body” — 
the ghost of one’s body, not one’s spirit or soul. It can be seen wandering the village or entering homes. According 
to Jenks, the Li-mum doesn’t cause death or accident, though it is also known to sit heavily on a sleeper’s chest. 

At any rate, this little investigation was another reminder to me of the echo chamber that the internet can be. 
Batibat online are only female — though there must be other stories going around. Poor Jenks (in this context) is 
merely “an American anthropologist” who wrote “at the turn of the 20th century” — Michael Tan’s description, 
echoed verbatim is a few other articles I read. 

So consider this my contribution to diversifying the online batibat population. 


The Fat Woman in the Post 

I haven’t read it — the Arguillas’ book is only available on microfiche at libraries near me, nor is the book viewable 
online. The gist of the story, again according to Ramos, is that a little boy fell asleep next to a crooked house post 
where the batibat lived, and his mother forgot to move him away. As he slept, he dreamt that the batibat sat on his 
chest, smothering him. He tried to shout to his mother for help, but he couldn’t breath to scream. Finally, he 
managed to get his hand to his mouth and bite his thumb. He woke up in a sweat, his thumb bleeding. 

Death by Nightmare 

Bangugot, sleep paralysis accompanied by the sensation of an evil creature nearby or atop the victim, is a 
phenomenon that occurs all over the world, with different interpretations of the creature who smothers you. The 
European nightmare is literally a mare, in Newfoundland they have The Old Hag, and various cultures speak of 
demons or ghosts. But to be nightmared to death — a phenomenon known as SUNDS (sudden unexplained 
nocturnal death syndrome) has a much narrower occurrence. Young, healthy Filipino men (usually in their late 20s 
to mid 30s) die in the middle of the night for apparently no reason. Frequently, these men suffered bangugot 
episodes before dying, leading to the conclusion that they eventually died of fright in the middle of another 
bangugot. 

The same affliction (again targeting mostly young males), has been reported among Thai, Hmong, and Japanese 
populations — the Thai call the batibat the “widow ghost,” and yes, it is female, though as far as I know not 
necessarily fat. Traditionally, SUNDS/bangi/gof (the Filipino kind, at least) gets blamed on heavy drinking and 
eating right before bed, but now researchers believe that it may have a genetic component, related to Brugada 
Syndrome. Michael Tan pointed out that bangugot appears among migrant populations: rural Filipinos who move 
to Manila or another country for work, newly-arrived refugee Hmong populations in the United States; so stress 
may play a factor also. 
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This photo, taken from a security camera at 
Sharkheads during Hurricane Nate, has been 
shared hundreds of times on social media. (Photo 
courtesy JJ Pierotich) 

By Michelle Matthews 

In the eerie black-and-white photograph, a giant 
shark's head floats menacingly beneath a beach 
house, pointy teeth exposed as waves crash. 

The photo has been shared thousands of times on 
social media by folks saying that it was taken as 
Hurricane Nate hit Biloxi late Saturday night. Some 
claimed that the shark's head was a giant novelty that floated away and struck a house. Many 
speculated that the image had been altered. 

Right and wrong. 

The grainy photo was taken by a security camera attached to a light pole on the northwest side of 
Sharkheads, a sprawling souvenir shop situated on the south side of U.S. 90 in Biloxi, as the storm's 
10.5-foot tidal surge swept beneath the building. The shark located at the entrance is a landmark on 
the Mississippi coast. 

But the shark didn't go anywhere, and the photo hasn't been retouched. 

"The shark looked like he was swimming," admitted JJ Pierotich, the owner of Sharkheads and a 
veteran of many hurricanes. 

The shark that guards the entrance to the store, with its jaws open wide, is pretty much destined to 
be a landlubber. "You wouldn't believe the foundation system under this shark," said Pierotich, 
adding that it's been stamped by an engineer certifying it will withstand 150-mile-per-hour winds. 
Pierotich said Nate's winds topped out at 71 miles per hour. 

Sharkheads is a family business opened by Pierotich's parents in 1973. Originally, it was on the 
north side of the highway, he said, but it has been a fixture at its present location since 1977. 

Hurricane Katrina destroyed Sharkheads in 2005. The original store had been built about 10 feet 
above ground, Pierotich said. It took four years to rebuild the store - and this time, Sharkheads, 
standing 28 feet, 8 inches high, is ready for almost anything the Gulf can dish out. 

"It was worth all the extra money we spent," he said. "It's about four feet higher than it has to be." 

During Hurricane Nate, water from the Gulf went all the way across the highway, he said, but 
Sharkheads was unscathed except for some water in the elevators. "We had essentially zero 
damage," said Pierotich. 
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The store's security cameras captured footage of the Category 1 hurricane. On Sunday, one of the 
store managers sent the image of the water rushing beneath the building and the menacing-looking 
shark to Biloxi television station WLOX. From there, the photo has been shared on social media with 
a mix of humor and awe. 

"It's unbelievable how many people have called, texted and emailed us about it," said Pierotich. 
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A Decomposing Body, 10 Duped Girlfriends and the Saga of 

the 'Alien' Con Man in Hollywood's Backyard hollywoodreporter.com 


by Scott Johnson September 14, 
2017, 6:15am PDT 
Share on Facebook Share on 
Twitter 

Jeffrey Lash was a spy, a post- 
9/11 covert operative who 
seduced women in L.A.'s tony 
Pacific Palisades with tales of, 
yes, supernatural powers. But 
when police found him dead in 
his car with a $5 million gun 
stash near the homes of showbiz 
elite, a stranger-than-fiction tale emerged of abuse, lies, a mystery illness and a grifter with 
"more charisma than 10 Trumps." 

Like well-tended balconies, the hills of the Pacific Palisades rise abruptly from the sea in sloping 
terraces, giving the place a dreamy quality. Houses with floor-to-ceiling windows and gently swaying 
chimes preen westward. Tesla SUVs park in clean and quiet driveways. J.J. Abrams, Reese 
Witherspoon and honorary mayor Kevin Nealon — the list of Hollywood folks who live here is 
dizzying. Much of it is leafy and green, nestled in the foothills of the Santa Monica mountains. Police 
reports reflect the area's relative security: a laptop stolen from an unlocked car, a phone swiped 
through an open kitchen door. 

"We'd always joke that this was Mayberry," says Frances Sharpe, who, for two years starting in 
2013, served as the editor of the Palisadian-Post, the town's oldest newspaper. The Posts stories 
were charming. An ice cream shop was having a sale. Someone was turning 100. They offered a 
bonhomie that brought this exclusive Los Angeles community, where the average home value is 
$2.7 million, a bit closer together. 

And then one day in July 2015, the Post ran a different kind of story online, the first of many just like 
it, even though the paper had never run stories online. It was accompanied by a photo showing 
police gathered behind a Palisades condominium, where they had discovered hundreds of high- 
powered assault rifles and pistols, $230,000 in crisp bills and more than 6 tons of ammunition. The 
owner of this arsenal was a local named Jeffrey Lash, whose decomposing corpse had been found 
in the front passenger seat of an SUV on Palisades Drive, dead for two weeks. In the coming 
months, a bizarre tale that involved secret government agencies, covert Black Ops missions and 
even aliens (those from outer space) began to filter out. News outlets from around the world dove in, 
briefly, and then departed, leaving behind a feeling that the "palus," the stake that sheltered this 
community from the gaze of the outside world, had been torn loose. 

Two years have passed since Lash was found. Two women who knew him, and loved him, are now 
fighting in court against a coterie of cousins to recoup what they say is their share of millions. One of 
them is represented by Harland Braun, the Hollywood attorney known for his longtime defense of 
director Roman Polanski. Another woman from the dead man's past has vanished, with no apparent 
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explanation. Romantic entanglements with other women have emerged. UFO enthusiasts have 
concluded that Lash's death is evidence of dark truths long kept hidden from them. 

Recently, sitting at a Starbucks on the corner of Palisades Drive and Sunset Boulevard, not far from 
where Lash's arsenal was found, Sharpe, 55, shakes her head. "It just wasn't Mayberry anymore," 
she says. 

*** 


Those first news dispatches in the summer of 2015 ricocheted across Southern California. In Santa 
Monica, Michelle Lyons, now 66, watched, and listened, and felt sick. The arms cache discovery had 
made global headlines, but no one knew about her yet, even though she and Lash had been lovers 
since the mid-1980s. Every day for three decades, Lyons had attended to Lash, and she thought 
she knew him. But in those first days, with news reports coming fast and furious, Lyons began to 
realize she knew very little. Her boyfriend, who had said his name was Jeff Henderson, obviously 
wasn't who he had claimed to be. She wasn't even his only girlfriend — not by a mile. She felt adrift, 
mourning a dead stranger. 

Lyons met Lash in 1984. She was recruiting customers for a marketing research project and called 
his company, which advertised in the Yellow Pages. They spoke a few times on the phone and then 
met in person. Lyons was in a flailing relationship at the time, and Lash's arrival hastened an end 
she had been anticipating. Here was a brilliant man with real charisma, she thought. His demeanor 
was intense and authentic; his stories were rich with detail. They began dating, and in 1986 Lash 
moved in with her. Thin and wiry, with a runner's build and gray-blue eyes, Lash seemed alive to her 
needs. She found him to be a tantalizingly good listener, and he was more present than any man 
she'd ever been with. They went for long bike rides, browsed bookstores, dined at fancy restaurants 
and hiked in the mountains. In those early years, Lyons recalls, he was often angry, unable to 
control his emotions. He and Lyons made a pact. She would teach him love and communication; he 
would show her commitment and excellence. 

Lash revealed little about his past and showed no inclination to include her in it. He grew tense if 
she inquired about his family. He said it would be safer to keep her separate from all that, in the 
event of some calamity. On the few occasions when she persisted, he got angry, yelling and 
banging his fists. There were times, Lyons said, when Lash could be "a scary person." Faced with 
this opposition, she relented. People had a right to their privacy, and Lash, it turned out, had better 
reason than most: He told her he was a former government agent with a top-secret security 
clearance. He said he performed counter-terrorism operations, hostage rescues, anti-harassment 
missions and, on occasion, he rescued people from cults. He was on a mission to save the world, 
he said. His company employed a team of highly skilled, dangerous operatives who were intensely 
loyal to him. Whatever skepticism Lyons harbored about this, she found ways to justify it. Lash 
owned lots of guns and seemed to know his way around them. He brought dozens of high-powered 
rifles and the gear that went with them into the condo they shared. He told Lyons that his company 
owned an entire building in Beverly Hills. His staff worked 24 hours a day. He didn't divulge much 
else about his work, but there was plenty of training and the occasional mission. Still, Lash went to 
work every morning, like everybody else, and came home at night. 

Courtesy of Palisadian-Post/Rich Schmitt 

LAPD officials say they discovered more than 700 guns and 6 tons of ammunition in Lash’s 
residences. 
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*** 

Sharpe was at work on July 18, 2015. It was a 
Saturday. She was nervous because the Palisadian- 
Post was about to publish the biggest investigative 
scoop in its 86-year history. For more than a year, 
Sharpe and her colleagues had been looking into 
allegations that a beloved local jeweler had been 
thieving from customers. There had been 27 
lawsuits, and a stream of complaints appeared to 
implicate him in a criminal racket. For a small 
community, it was shaping up to be a major scandal. 
Sharpe saw it as her duty to publish the dirty 
laundry. As her team was putting the final touches on the story, Sharpe checked Facebook. 
Someone had posted news about police commotion down the street. She panicked briefly, but 
guessed it was just an errant pool guy or a faulty car alarm and went back to the jeweler piece. 

A little later she checked again and this time saw that police had cordoned off Palisades Drive, the 
tree-lined road that winds uphill from Sunset Boulevard. The breaking news reporter was away for 
the weekend, so Sharpe called her staff photographer, who agreed to come in. Rain poured down 
as they drove to the police cordon. Instead of the local cops whom she knew, she ran into unfamiliar 
LAPD officers who barred her from entry. A bomb squad was stationed nearby. She and the 
photographer snaked up and around the cordon on back streets, going house by house, until they 
found one with an open garage door. They knocked, identified themselves and were invited to the 
backyard, where they put up a ladder, peering over the foliage onto a broad alley below. 

A white tent had been erected, a bit like the ad hoc government headquarters in Close Encounters 
of the Third Kind. A K-9 unit and a hazmat team had assembled. Police had cleared the closest 
neighbors. Men in civilian clothes milled around. The photographer snapped pictures, and the pair 
returned to the office, where Sharpe began emailing news alerts to the Posts subscribers: A 
neighbor had been found dead in his SUV on the side of the road; inside his condo, police had 
found enough high-powered weapons to stage a rebellion. The police, who had been alerted to the 
body by a call from Braun, at first thought they'd stumbled upon a gun trafficking ring. A neighbor 
sent Sharpe a picture showing a cop placing a rifle atop a huge pile of stacked guns, just some of 
the hundreds that Lash had stockpiled. For what purpose, nobody knew. 



Lash had more than a few eccentricities, that much was clear to Lyons. He didn't want her to touch 
his stuff, ever — and he was a neat freak. He forbade people from taking his photograph. He had 
credit cards but always paid in cash. But in other ways, he seemed sane and rational, and she 
looked past her boyfriend's oddities to his better qualities. They went to dinner often, and Lash 
struck up conversations easily with waiters and strangers. He was skilled at getting people to open 
up, with a knack for zeroing in on what Lyons calls "the core issues." He seemed present and 
engaged, focused on her and ready to offer guidance. If she had problems, he counseled her. Lyons 
was convinced Lash was "the one." 

But his work as a counter-terrorism operative was central to his identity. Almost immediately, he 
drew borders within their personal life that reflected this. In 1987, Lyons bought a three-bedroom 
condominium in Santa Monica, and Lash commandeered one of the bedrooms, ordering her to 


http://www.hollywoodreporter.com/features/a-decomposing-body-10-duped-girlfriends-saga-alien-con-man-hollywoods-backyard-1037967 


3/12 




9/30/2017 


Inside Jeffrey Lash's 'Alien' Con Man Saga in Hollywood's Backyard | Hollywood Reporter 


never enter and locking it with a key. On weekends, the couple would head off to the Mojave Desert, 
east of Lancaster and Palmdale, to target shoot. Lyons hated it, but Lash insisted that it was 
important she be trained to defend herself in the event an enemy came after them. So, loaded up 
with AR-15s and high-end hunting rifles, they set up rectangular bull's-eye targets in the wastelands 
and blasted away. 

Lash told Lyons about members of the anti-terror team he worked with, whom he referred to as his 
"upper staff." They were brave, lethal and, most of all, loyal to Lash. If anyone harmed Lash, or 
stood in his way, he told her, his team would come after them. He said that his team had killed 
people before, and would do so again. Lyons never met any of the team members, nor spoke to 
them on the phone, but to hear Lash speak it was as if they lurked in the wings of their domestic life 
at all times. Lash told her about a psychic and healer who had been at one point one of his most 
valuable colleagues. "Tara" was her code name, and for national security reasons, he said he 
wouldn't reveal her real name. Lash had taught Tara to go dark and live off the grid. 

Photographed by Damon Cesarez 

“He had this way of making you feel like the only person in the room, to 
respond right to your heart — you can’t fake that. But that doesn’t mean 
he wasn’t evil,” said Lyons. 

Years would pass before Lyons recognized the psychological dominion 
he slowly was establishing. "He had this way of making you feel like the 
only person in the room, to respond right to your heart — you can't fake 
that," she says, "But that doesn't mean he wasn't evil." His threats grew 
more menacing, and he exerted other pressures on her, too. Lyons paid 
for virtually everything in their life, including the mortgage on the 
condominium, food, most entertainment and supplies. She also paid for 
the military-grade material Lash needed for his ongoing missions. He had 
shown his fury enough times that she had learned what lines not to cross. His behavior was so 
unsettling that Lyons took smaller and smaller opportunities to assert her independence, disarming 
him with humor. After one of Lash's demands, Lyons recalls just shaking her head. "You're so weird; 
you must be an alien," she joked. He gave her a strange look before retorting, "You don't know how 
right you are." 



Sharpe needed to be convinced to become editor at the Palisadian-Post. She had worked as a 
journalist for years and lived in Paris when she was younger. She ghost-wrote books for a living and 
had a couple of New York Times best-sellers under her belt. But in 2013, the Post was sold, and the 
new owner fired the longtime editor and most of the staff, putting Sharpe in place. Many locals were 
livid at the changes, directing their ire at Sharpe and her fledgling team. One of her reporters, who 
had called around to get quotes for an innocuous story, was told to "fuck off." Sharpe received hate 
mail. When the Post was given a shout-out during a public meeting for developer Rick Caruso's 
local project, several attendees booed the paper. "People I'd been friends with for 20 years stopped 
talking to me," says Sharpe. "You're ruining our paper," they told her. 

When the Lash story broke, tips began pouring in. Strangers stopped Sharpe on the street to 
discuss the case. People called her day and night to share their theories about who Lash really was. 
He was a hitman or was running drugs. Or perhaps he really was an alien, as some of the women 
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who knew him were saying. A few were convinced Lash was exactly who he had claimed to be: a 
government operative with top-secret clearance who had hidden in their midst for decades. 

Neighbors were understandably upset and angry. What would have happened to all that 
ammunition had the house caught fire? Weren't there municipal limits on how many guns one 
person could own? For their part, the police were astonished that 6 tons of ammunition hadn't 
collapsed the house. "How is it that he brought all that ammo to this place through the years and 
nobody ever noticed?" asks Detective Benjamin Meda, who responded to the first call. "That to me 
was suspicious." 



For Palisades residents, small details became 
fodder for elaborate backstories. Why did 
none of his five cars have proper license 
plates? And why, when the police came to 
collect the guns, were they in overalls and 
dungarees? Maybe they really were from a government Black Ops agency. "They were completely 
obsessed," says Sharpe. "I mean, completely." Sharpe enlisted the help of locals she had known for 
years to help cover the story. She asked neighbors who had lived near Lash to snap pictures on 
their iPhones, and they did. A judge she knew tipped her off that Lash had lived part-time down the 
street from his own residence at a condominium complex in Malibu. People she had reported on 
became eager sources. She interpreted the volume of help she received from friends, neighbors 
and strangers as validation of her work. 


Courtesy of Chuck Larsen Photography 
After Lash's arsenal was discovered in a 
Palisades garage, the LAPD evacuated the 
neighborhood, fearing bombs. Meanwhile, 
even though the initial gun count would later 
be revised, the local Palisadian-Post owned 
the crazy story. 


*** 


Lash grew up in the L.A. neighborhood of Westchester. His father, Jerry, was a microbiologist. His 
mother, a pianist who studied at Juilliard, often took the young Lash to the California Science Center 
in downtown Los Angeles. He attended Westchester High and then went to UCLA for a while before 
dropping out. After his mother died in the mid-1980s, Jerry lived for about 25 years with Shirley 
Anderson, who had known Lash as a boy and remembers him as "very cute and very smart." Lash 
came and went in the intervening years. He maintained a relationship with his father, whom 
Anderson recalls as being "real funny." 

Lash had begun collecting guns, and when a number of them were stolen, he turned to his father for 
help. The elder Lash brought in Robert Rentzer, an attorney who had used Jerry as an expert 
witness in a few drunk driving cases. "Jeff was fanatical about collecting guns," says Rentzer, "but 
he was very private. He didn't want anyone to know where he lived." Whenever the police recovered 
some of Lash's stolen guns, the two would meet. Sometimes Lash went to Rentzer's home. "He was 
a nice guy and very bright," says Rentzer, who says he never bothered to ask what Lash did for a 
living. "I consider it off-putting, asking someone what they do," he says. "I shave in the morning, I 
shower, that's what I do." When Lash did return home, Anderson enjoyed his company as well. "I 
saw him rarely," she says. "But he'd tell me about himself. He was very pleasant and a nice person, 
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and then we wouldn't see him for a while." The last time was in 2010, just before the death of his 
father, whose remains were scattered at sea. 

One day in 1998, after nearly 13 years together, Lash informed Lyons that he would be moving out 
of her apartment for a while. A national security emergency had arisen that required immediate 
attention. More of the weapons that Rentzer had helped recover were being returned, but Lash was 
furious that they'd been handled by other people, and he wanted to clean them. He'd be gone for 
two weeks, living at the Pacific Palisades home of Lyons' close friend Catherine Nebron and her 
husband, Phil Gorin, a dentist with a practice in Brentwood. It was a swanky condo complex. Former 
Miami Heat center Chris Bosh lived nearby. So did The Hills star Lauren Conrad. Chevy Chase once 
owned a home nearby. For years, Lash, Lyons, Nebron and Gorin had been a friendly quartet. They 
had even double-dated. This new living arrangement was temporary, Lash insisted. It was the safest 
option for everybody. Two weeks turned into four. Four into eight. Eight into 16 and then 32. Weeks 
turned into months, which turned into years. Lash never returned to live with Lyons. 

Their relationship, however, advanced, even as Lash's gun emergency remained unresolved. They 
dined out at nice Westside restaurants regularly, including at Tivoli in the Palisades. Their weekend 
shooting excursions to the desert continued. Lash told Lyons that she was his true love, and she 
reciprocated the sentiment. Their relationship also developed more intricate tentacles. Lyons and 
Nebron spoke on the phone constantly, often about Lash and his needs as a government operative. 
(Whenever Nebron and Lyons discussed Lash, Nebron referred to him as "your boyfriend.") From 
1998 to 2008, Lyons showed up at Nebron's apartment every night and picked Lash up for dinner at 
a local restaurant. Afterwards, she dropped him back at Nebron's and returned home. 

The women agreed that they were helping him in his fight to save the world. One concrete way to 
help was to provide Lash with cash and goods. But by 2008, Lyons was reaching a limit. Lash had 
developed a bad gum infection. She went days without seeing him. She counseled him to see a 
doctor, but he said he'd tried everything. She harbored doubts about his work. His threats about 
loyalty frayed her nerves. "It didn't make sense to me, but I couldn't do anything about it," she says. 
She thought about running away but says she feared for her life. Lyons claims Lash gave 
threatening examples of other people who had been killed because of their disloyalty. "He would tell 
this to me and Catherine," says Lyons. "When you hear these stories, and you see all these 
weapons, and you know there's a trained team out there, you don't just hop in your car and drive 
away." Lyons and Nebron didn't confide their deepest fears to each other, and Nebron didn't tell 
Lyons about her own burgeoning relationship with Lash. But in moments of unguarded intimacy that 
sometimes arise between victims, they shared hints. Lyons recalls telling Nebron, "This is crazy." 

Courtesy of Palisadian-Post/Rich Schmitt 
Police found $230,000 in crisp new bills 
among Lash’s belongings inside the condo 
on Palisades Drive. 

Still, she persisted. From 2008 until Lash's 
death, Lyons made a nightly trip to the 
Palisades to deliver whatever Lash and 
Nebron needed, including cash, food, ice 
and merchandise purchased from 
Amazon. Concerned about damage that 
moisture and heat could do to his guns, 
Lash had turned off the water in Nebron's 
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condo and demanded that the windows remain shut. He required a special chef, which cost $1,785 
a week. It was supposed to last for a few weeks, but Lyons ponied up the money for seven years. 
She bought two "healing frequency machines" for $12,000 each, plus another $9,800 a year in 
storage fees for a decade. In all, Lyons, who runs a successful computer consulting firm, estimates 
she shelled out $1.8 million. In exchange for the deliveries, Lash and Nebron gave Lyons trash 
bags, which they had sorted and labeled in one of three ways: "normal," "elsewhere" or "elsewhere 
separate" that had to be distributed widely. Over the years, Lyons developed a familiarity with 
dumpster locations across the Westside. "My repertoire," she calls it. 


Lash told Nebron and Gorin a version of the story he had told Lyons — that a national security 
emergency had arisen and he needed a temporary location from which to stage an important 
operation. Much as he had done with Lyons, Lash isolated Nebron and Gorin inside their own home. 
In legal documents filed in 2016, Nebron and Gorin, now divorced, filed separate complaints against 
Lash's estate, alleging he waged a campaign against them that combined charm, intimidation and 
outright threats. Soon after moving in, Lash constructed a virtual labyrinth inside their condominium, 
restricting their movements to a tiny subset of that space. Nebron claims she slept on a yoga mat in 
the bathroom and used a bath mat as a pillow. She alleges that Lash hit her between eight and 10 
times, threatened her with "fines" if she misbehaved and required that she always stay in the house 
to guard his belongings. Since Lash had turned the water off, they showered at a neighbor's place. 
Nebron says she took out personal loans for hundreds of thousands of dollars to pay for Lash's 
fines, as well as for his material demands. 
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A 1998 document, 
provided by 
Rentzer, itemizes 
scores of 
handguns, 
shotguns and 
rifles in Lash’s 
huge arsenal that 
were stolen. Many 
were eventually 
found by the 
police and 
returned to Lash. 


At times, Nebron appeared to be a ready participant in Lash's confabulations. They told neighbors 
that Lash's name was Bob, and neighbors began calling him Skinny Bob. When Lash did speak to 
neighbors, he told them the same basic story he told everyone. He had once told Nebron that he 
had 200,000 people on his payroll and that his company was responsible for thwarting upward of 
two-thirds of the post-9/11 bomb and terror threats. A neighbor had once questioned Lash and 
Nebron about why they were sitting in their car for such a long time. "National security!" the pair had 
howled back in unison. 


There were snickers and raised eyebrows, but also shrugs that anything was possible in after 9/11. 
Gorin, for one, seemed convinced. According to a creditor's complaint filed in 2016, he alleges that 
Lash once placed a gun against his head and demanded that he continue to provide the cash Lash 
needed to carry out his missions. Gorin claims he forked over much of his life's earnings, some $2.5 
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million. After Gorin and Nebron divorced, Nebron took up with Lash, eventually becoming his 
fiancee. In legal documents, Gorin says he moved into his Brentwood dentist's office for nine years, 
financially destitute and psychologically wrecked from Lash's abuse. 

Meanwhile, Lyons still believed that she and Lash were simply going through a transition and that 
once his emergency was over, they would resume their life as a couple. "The goal was for him to 
return home," says Lyons. Nebron and Lyons had been friends for years, but Nebron never 
mentioned that she and Lash were engaged. Instead, Lash had instructed Nebron to call Lyons on a 
regular basis and counsel her on how to be "less angry." 

*** 


Lash, meanwhile, was getting increasingly ill. He had trouble walking, eating and even talking. One 
day in 2015, Nebron hired an assistant, a young woman from Oxnard named Dawn VadBunker. 
Nebron owned several properties around L.A. and told VadBunker she needed help managing the 
paperwork. For a long time, Nebron declined to meet VadBunker in person, so her new hire worked 
remotely. Then one day, Nebron brought VadBunker in on a little secret. She wanted her to meet the 
man she loved, Jeffrey Lash. After a few meetings, VadBunker returned to Oxnard and told her 
adoptive mother, Laura VadBunker, that she had given up smoking and started eating raw meat. 
"Raw bison. Water. Weird juices that taste like hell," recalls Laura. (VadBunker had, for a time, been 
married to Laura's biological son, and Laura had legally adopted her.) 

Lash was helping her turn into an alien, Dawn explained. "Dawn mentioned he was turning her into 
a hybrid," says Laura. "She could tell her head was getting larger. She said, 'You know that [my ex- 
husband] wouldn't be able to see me if he drove by because I would be invisible.'" Laura pressed 
Dawn for answers but got none. "What was the threat?" asks Laura. "I think it had to do with 
government to government on another planet. They didn't exactly explain it to me, but he was 
helping the government on top-secret operations on the computer all night and traveling to different 
solar systems and planets through the computer and chips. Bizarre." 

Laura, a practitioner in the Japanese healing technique called Reiki, was enlisted to come take a 
look at Lash herself. In 2015, she, Dawn, Nebron and Lash parked one of Lash's trucks in a Santa 
Monica grocery store lot. During the three-hour healing session, Laura sat next to Lash and sent 
healing energy into his stomach and chest. Lash was emaciated and could barely speak. Laura, 
convinced that he was dying, told him this, and he just nodded. He pointed to a building across the 
street and told her she was in a "test." He asked her what she would do if she was facing a building 
full of snipers firing at her. Confused, Laura replied, "Run toward the building?" Lash nodded sagely. 
"You passed the test," he said. 

Lash had given Nebron specific instructions in the event of his death. She was not to contact the 
police, he told her. Instead, he wanted her to wrap his body in blankets and leave it in his car to be 
found. Which is exactly what she did when, on July 4, 2015, Lash died. Nebron called Gorin, now 
her ex-husband, who rushed to help. Gorin reportedly tried to administer CPR, but Lash was dead. 
They chose not to call 911. Per Lash's instructions, Nebron and VadBunker wrapped Lash in 
blankets, closed the tinted windows, drove the car to the Palisades, locked the doors and took off. "I 
just wanted to get the fuck outta Dodge," Gorin later told Sharpe. 

Nebron and Dawn VadBunker fled L.A. for the Pacific Northwest. When Laura VadBunker wasn't 
able to reach her daughter by phone, she called the police and filed a missing persons report. A few 
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days later, police located Nebron and Dawn in Oregon. Through the police, Dawn relayed a 
message to Laura that she was with "like-minded people." Then she went dark. 

Laura VadBunker doesn't believe Lash's alien-spy hype. But one thing has always bothered her. "To 
tell you the truth, no matter where we traveled, there was always a blacked-out helicopter hovering 
overhead; that's one thing I can't explain," she says. "All the way to Santa Monica, all the way home 
I said, 'Guys, what's with the helicopter?' They said nothing. I said, 'No, really.' That bothered me. I 
mean, what are the odds? No matter where I traveled with Dawn would be that damn black 
helicopter. I cannot explain that away." 

*** 


As she did every night, Lyons called her old friend Catherine on the night of July 4, 2015. No one 
answered. It was highly unusual, but she thought there must be a good reason. But when the same 
thing happened the next several days, she began to worry. 

Maybe, she thought, the answer lay in Lash's secret room. For decades, he had told her that the 
room contained sensitive government files, classified data and the contact information for the 
members of his team. Lyons wanted to get in touch with those people now. They would know what 
to do. "I was looking for high-security stuff," she says. 

When she finally broke in, using a credit card to slip the lock, it wasn't the national security 
headquarters she had expected. It wasn't neat and tidy, the way Lash had been in the early years of 
their relationship. It was a mess, a hoarder's hodgepodge. As she dug into the room, Lyons found 
traces of people connected to her boyfriend, whose real name she finally learned. But the people 
she found weren't government operatives. They were other women. At least six of them. And in that 
room, they existed in the form of love letters, pictures and at least one audio cassette tape that one 
of Lash's paramours had made for him. "I realized then that he was unfaithful," she says. "Right 
there and then, I knew he was a liar." 

But she still didn't know where he was or what to do with herself. Nebron and Lash had never been 
so quiet for so long. She drove over to the Palisades condo. No one answered. She spotted one of 
Lash's SUVs parked on Palisades Drive and tried peering in, but the windows were tinted and she 
couldn't see anything. She called Gorin, who told her he didn't know anything. So Lyons went home 
and waited. Eventually, Gorin called back: Lash was dead, he told her. He had been dead for two 
weeks. (Soon after that, Nebron returned to L.A. and, seeing that Lash was still in his car, instructed 
Braun to call the LAPD.) Then the news reports started and the scope of the lie Lyons had been 
living began to crystallize. "I couldn't believe what I was reading. When they were calling Catherine 
his fiancee, I thought it was a mistake," she says. "It wasn't. But nobody broke up with me." 

Courtesy of Palisadian-Post/Scott Ross 

Lash’s private spaces were crammed with guns, hunting targets and a curious collection of books. 

It would take weeks before Lyons gathered the courage to investigate the other women in Lash's 
life. She did so with Sharpe's help. The two have been collaborating on a book about Lyons' 
experience, titled One-Man Cult. Five of the six women whose names Lyons found in Lash's secret 
room were still alive, and she tried contacting all of them, eventually reaching four. Their stories 
mirrored her own. Lash had swooped in and disrupted their relationships. He had bilked them of 
money and leeched off their goodwill for years. Some had been intimidated and were scared, 
believing that Lash was capable of killing them. 
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There was one name that stood out to Lyons: 
Tara. Among Lash's papers, Lyons found 
Tara's real name and set about trying to locate 
her. Lyons paid a private investigator, who 
provided a background report, then she 
searched on her own. According to Lyons, 

Tara seems to have vanished around 2005. 
Lyons claims there is no death certificate, no 
missing persons report, just a paper trail that 
goes cold. Lyons did find a friend of Tara's, 
who confirmed that Tara had, in fact, been in a 
long relationship with Lash. Lyons and Sharpe 
interviewed this friend, who told them Lash 
had grown increasingly angry with Tara in the months before she disappeared because Tara had 
been unable to "cure" Lash of his physical ailments. "We know that Tara feared for her life," says 
Lyons. She is exploring the possibility that Tara is dead and Lash was somehow involved. 

It is hard to imagine how so many smart, successful women fell for Lash's con. "That's the question 
everyone has," says Sharpe. "How could one person entice these people to do what they did?" All 
relationships require certain amounts of flexibility. We often see only what we want to see; we find 
excuses for the things that don't fit. We justify the bad and focus on the good. When Lyons reflects 
on her experience with Lash, her language mirrors the disjointed quality of his life. "He pursued his 
own spiritual growth, and he'd say the most brilliant things," she says. "But it was all mixed up with 
people being killed. It scared me." When Lyons thinks of Lash now, she recalls the parable of the 
frog who, when placed in a pot of cold water that is slowly heated to a boil, only realizes its 
predicament when it's too late. "I was the frog and didn't know it," she says. "I was coerced, little by 
little, to give up my life." 

Sharpe nabbed an exclusive tour for the Post of Nebron and Gorin's apartment about a month after 
Lash's body was found. The inventory of stuff that police discovered there ranged from the lethal 
(high-powered sniper rifles with military-grade scopes) to the bizarre (a book called What Women 
Want). Police found as many as 50,000 music CDs and roughly 1,000 Palm Pilots. There were 
medieval broad swords, machetes, crossbows, Harry Potter books, laptops, DVD players, athletic 
gear, Gore-Tex jackets, Nikon cameras and shoes. Much of it was still in its original packaging. The 
kitchen was filled almost entirely with rifles and shotguns. 

Sharpe believes the Lash case changed something fundamental in her homey community. "Maybe 
the notion that we're not immune to crime, to frightening things, to the things we usually see in other 
parts of the world," she says. It could have been worse, of course. Lash could have gone on a 
rampage. The guns could have fallen into the wrong hands. The house could have exploded. 
"There's this realization that you don't know who your neighbors are," she says. "That's frightening." 



Move west from the Palisades and you hit Malibu. Turn right off the Pacific Coast Highway and the 
hills are scraped bare, which gives the neighborhoods a raw texture. Tilting perilously above the 
Pacific can leave you feeling adrift, unmoored by the sea's tug. This was the setting of Lash's last 
stand. As his illness progressed and his relationships with Nebron, Gorin and Lyons grew more 
complex, Lash sought out yet more conquests. 
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Sometime around 2012, he established a relationship with Jocelyn Eberstein, an acupuncturist who 
lived in a Coastline Drive condominium and took him in. For a couple of years until his death, Lash 
spent roughly half his time at Eberstein's place. 

There, he again passed himself off as a covert agent. Her landlord, Paul Rodriguez, recalls a 
morning when Lash emerged looking frantic. "Did you hear the shootout last night?" Lash asked 
excitedly. Rodriguez wasn't aware of a shootout. No one else had mentioned anything and no police 
had come. "Right here," Lash insisted, indicating that the gunmen had been lined up and down the 
street, duking it out. Rodriguez wasn't buying it. Lash eventually backed off the story. 

Courtesy of Palisadian-Post/Scott Ross 
Books found in Lash's private spaces. 

One day, Lash was speeding to Eberstein's 
when he smashed his truck into a neighbor's 
Lexus SUV, pushing it into a curb and 
snapping both wheels off an axle. The crash 
also totaled another neighbor's BMW. When 
confronted, Lash said, "You can't go through 
insurance. I'll lose my top-secret clearance." 

"Not my problem," the neighbor said. (Lash 
eventually settled the claim through an 

Even as his illness progressed, Lash was still juggling the demands of four simultaneous 
relationships. "I think he's one hell of a con person," says Laura VadBunker. "I think he has more 
charisma than 10 Trumps." And, it would seem, an ability to keep those who knew him longest 
forever confused. "Maybe he did do national security missions," says Anderson. "The government 
doesn't always tell you everything they know, either." 

The likeliest scenario is also the simplest, however: There was no government work. Anderson 
confirmed that there had been no vast inheritance, as some had speculated. The coroner found that 
Lash had died at age 60 of natural causes, but his corpse was so decomposed that a conclusive 
determination of what ailed him in his final years was problematic. 

In certain cases, diseases like cancer and ALS can cause psychotic episodes and hallucinations, 
but Lash's manipulative behavior went on for so long, and was seemingly so calculated, that the 
brief episodic explanations seem to fall short. Kevin J. Fleming, a former neuropsychologist turned 
entrepreneur who runs Grey Matters International, a global neuroscience-based advisory firm, 
speculates that Lash could have had any number of personality disorders, ranging from narcissism 
or sociopathy to full-blown psychosis. But he had no criminal record and no sexual offenses. Lyons 
doesn't know what to believe any longer about the man with whom she shared a life. "I think he was 
either evil, or delusional or somehow mentally unstable," she says. "He was definitely a narcissist, 
but I didn't recognize it fully at the time." 

On one of the days I visited the condos on Coastline Drive, I met Dawn Usher. Her father was Gary 
Usher, who penned a slew of Beach Boys songs and became a record label executive before dying 
at the age of 51. Usher lives now with her second husband in an open-plan condo with an ocean 



insurance company.) 
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view just down the hill from Eberstein's place. "Yeah, I knew that guy," she says. Usher is blond, 
attractive and chatty. "I probably talked to him more than anyone else around here." 

A familiar story unfolds. Lash talked her up often, especially if her husband wasn't around. He was 
charming, intelligent, charismatic and demonstrated a keen interest in her. Usher was drawn in. 
They shared a love of cars and spiritual questions. Lash listened to her troubles with men. They 
spoke about the difficulties of having a relationship. Yes, he was a top-secret government agent, he 
said. No, he couldn't tell her more. He'd had an out-of-body experience some years ago, traveled to 
outer space and seen the light of God — and it had shaped who he was. Did she know what he 
meant? He probed, listened, probed some more. The pitter-patter of Lash's uniquely twisted weave 
was becoming clear. He told her that he sometimes wondered whether he — he said his name was 
Bob Smith — was an alien. He wasn't sure. He wasn't sure who he was. Could anyone be? Really? 
What did she think ...? 

And then, before he could make further progress, Lash died. In the end, Usher avoided his trap. But 
for Michelle Lyons and many others, Lash's lies are really lost lives. 

A version of this story first appeared in the Sept. 13 issue of The Hollywood Reporter magazine. To 
receive the magazine, click here to subscribe. 

Main Image: Illustration by Alex Williamson 
The Hollywood Reporter 
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Scientists were able to reconstruct a face based on an ancient skull—whether it belonged to 
the Biblical figure remains a mystery. 



By Sarah Gibbens 

PUBLISHED September 12, 2017 

In a medieval town in the south of 
France, a crypt tucked beneath a 
basilica houses one of the world’s 
most famous sets of human 
remains, a skull and bones rumored 
to belong to Jesus’ companion Mary 
Magdalene. Now, a scientist and an 
artist have used the remains to 
reconstruct what this woman would 


The facial reconstruction is based on computer modeling of the skull and depicts a woman with a 
pointed nose, high cheekbones, and a round face. For those who believe these are the bones of 
Mary Magdalene, this is the face of one of the Catholic Church’s most infamous women. 

“We are absolutely not sure that this is the true skull of Mary Magdalene,” says Philippe Charlier, a 
biological anthropologist from the University of Versailles. “But it was very important to get it out of 
anonymity.” Charlier performed the reconstruction with Philippe Froesch, a visual forensic artist. 

Mary Magdalene has long been a controversial figure within the Catholic church. Beginning around 
the fifth century, she was depicted as a prostitute, and popular but unproven theories also depict her 
as the wife of Jesus. 

In a 2004 interview with National Geographic, Harvard Divinity School professor Karen King noted 
that the only conclusive evidence of Magdalene’s role points to her as a follower of Jesus. At the 
time, King alleged that Magdalene may have played a crucial role in developing the early 
foundations of Christianity. 

Rumors that her remains were in the south of France gained popularity in 1279, Rebecca Lea 
McCarthy wrote in the book Origins of the Magdalene Laundries. Since then, McCarthy wrote, her 
remains have been “found” in at least five other regions. 



have looked like when alive. 
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Despite inconclusive evidence about what became of Mary Magdalene, Froesch and Charlier 
wanted to put a face behind the famed Saint Maximin skull. 

The two became interested in the skull three years ago when Froesch was in the south of France to 
work on a facial reconstruction for a different skull. He took a detour to the small town and, while 
touring the basilica, explored the crypt where the skull is housed behind an ornate glass case. 

Since the skull was last studied in 1974, the glass case in which it’s housed has been locked. The 
researchers circumvented this by taking over 500 photographs that showed different angles of the 
skull. Based on these photos, they were then able to create a 3-D computer-generated model of the 
face that showed characteristics such as skull size, cheek bones, and bone structure. 

From this information, they were able to glean that the skull belonged to a woman who died at 
around 50 years old, and who was of Mediterranean descent. The shape of the nose and other 
features were determined using trigonometric ratios based on characteristics consistent with the 
skull’s age, sex, and ethnicity. 

Photographs of hair found on the skull indicated that the woman had dark brown hair, and skin tone 
was determined based on tones typically seen in Mediterranean women. A type of clay historically 
used to prevent lice was also seen on strands of the hair. 

Some characteristics, such as weight and facial expression, were subject to Froesch and Charlier’s 
interpretation. 

According to Froesch, their process is developed based on forensic techniques developed by the 
American Federal Bureau of Investigation and is typically used in crime scene investigations. 

In the future, Charlier would like to conduct more research with the skull outside its glass case. 
Techniques such as carbon dating, which can determine the age of an artifact, can be done only by 
removing small portions of the skull, which the Catholic Church has not allowed. 

He also hopes to one day conduct DNA tests on the remains to determine geographic origin. 

Both Charlier and Froesch are adamant that the research was conducted independently of the 
church and as academic research, but they shared the images with religious leaders in the town, 
who they report were pleased by the reconstruction. 

The possibility of working on such a renowned person, Froesch says, “was very emotional work for 
us.” 

While the researchers have only a face so far, they hope to one day reconstruct an entire body 
based off the femur and rib bones associated with the skull. 

Sarah Gibbens is an associate digital producer at National Geographic. 

© 1996-2017 National Geographic Society. 
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CCTV captures furniture moving itself at night in 'UK's most haunted pub' 

Sam Williams 06:20, 20 OCT2017 News milTOr.CO.uk 


Staff have reported shadows passing doors, glasses flying off shelves and lights turning on mysteriously 

CCTV captured strange goings on at a 
village pub that have left staff and 
regulars with the heebie-jeebies. 

Bosses at the Tyler’s Kiln, in the historic 
city of Canterbury, Kent say motion 
sensors have captured things moving in 
the dead of night, sparking claims the pub 
is haunted. 

Staff have also reported shadows passing 
doors, glasses flying off shelves and 
lights turning on mysteriously. 

Owner Allister Collins has now put 
together a collection of creepy clips, 
from August 4, highlighting the number of 

In it, chairs are mysteriously pulled out, saloon doors swing open and a garden umbrella opens unaided. Items 
also move on tables and a cushion moves from a sofa. 



captured on the the pub’s surveillance footage over a two-month period 
strange incidents. 


There have been strange goings on at the 
Tyler’s Kiln (Image: The Tyler's Kiln) 

Mr Collins says he has been overwhelmed 
by the interest in the footage, which he says 
is unedited, since he posted it on Facebook. 

He said: “It has been quite surprising just 
how much reaction there has been. 

“I’d always heard stories about the pub being 
haunted, and staff are always talking of 
hearing footsteps when no one else is 
around. 

“There’s also a cold spot immediately in front 
of the bar, even with full heating on. Customers regularly move from that spot due to the lower temperature.” 

The clip has clearly left some viewers unnerved - Rebecca Benzies commented on Facebook: "Creepy stuff! 
Wouldn't want to be on my own there!" 

Maureen Tizzard added: "Wow, seems like spirits and not the bottle kind." 

Pippa Connelly posted: "Looks scary to me! Can’t be to drum up trade -1 would run a mile not go back!!!" 

Pub cleaner Amanda Gilbert has experienced several 'haunted happenings' while at the venue. 

She adds: “I can hear the saloon swing-gates swing when I am cleaning the front of the pub, and when I go to 
have a look they are still swinging slightly, but no one else is in. 

“One time I walked past the drinks storage cupboard and it was shut with the lights off, but when I came back the 
cupboard door had opened and the lights were on. 
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“The electricians checked the CCTV because they didn’t believe me, but it just showed weird distortion and the 
light coming on. 

“Sometimes I hear someone walking around upstairs. There are very heavy footsteps, but there is never anybody 
up there. 

“Leaflet holders also disappear from the snug and then re-appear, and when I’m cleaning the toilets downstairs 
shadows go past the door. 

“I’ve always said there’s something creepy about it.” 


Garden umbrellas opened on 
their own (Image: The Tyler's 
Kiln) 

Such is the number of incidents 
that a local paranormal group 
now wants to carry out an 
investigation at the pub. 

The ghost of a local mechanic 
has been suggested as one likely 
suspect, but Suzanne Sherwood, 
whose parents used to run the 
pub when it was the Ivy House, 
thinks she knows who is to 
blame. 

“That’ll be Gilbert,” she said. “My mum and dad used to live there and run the Ivy House many moons ago and 
Gilbert made his presence felt, a former landlord. 

“Prawn cocktail crisp bags disappeared regularly.” 

• © 2017 MGN Limited 
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Text by Katherine Unger Baillie 

Biological anthropologists solve a century-old mystery. 




Rumors have swirled around H. H. 
Holmes, the serial killer who 
operated in the shadow of Chicago’s 
1893 World’s Fair. Targeting women 
who had come to the city to work, 
Holmes, whose story was a major 
plotline of Eric Larson’s New York Times best-selling book “Devil in the White City” and whose given 
name was Herman Webster Mudgett, is believed to have killed somewhere between nine and 200 
people. 


H.H. Holmes Penn Museum 


The grave of late 19th century serial 
killer H. H. Holmes was recently 
exhumed to determine if he faked 
his own death. Holmes was buried 
in Holy Cross Cemetery in Yeadon, 
Delaware County. Photo by Penn 
Museum 


Serial killer H. H. Holmes is believed to have murdered between nine 
and 200 people in Chicago in 1893. For his crimes, he was hanged in 
1896 in Philadelphia. 

Recently, biological anthropologists from the Penn Museum have 
helped resolve a lingering question about Holmes that has persisted 
since 1896: his final resting place. 

Refuting lore that he had faked his own death and escaped to South 
America—or even to England, where some have speculated that he 
became the infamous killer Jack the Ripper—the results of scientific 
analysis leave little to doubt. 

“We are very, very confident that the person in that grave is Herman 
W. Mudgett,” says Samantha Cox, a consulting scholar at the Penn Museum who worked firsthand 
on recovering and identifying the remains from Holy Cross Cemetery in Yeadon, Delaware County. 

Cox and Janet Monge, curator-in-charge of the Physical Anthropology Collection at the Penn 
Museum, were called in to assist with the identification of the remains after Jeff Mudgett, the great- 
great-grandson of Holmes, won a judge’s permission to have the grave exhumed. A television 
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production company working for the HISTORY program “American Ripper,” which is about Holmes, 
hired the Penn Museum scholars to contribute their expertise for the excavation. 

The process of exhuming the century-old grave was not simple. According to newspaper reports 
from the time of his burial, Holmes’ grave was extra large, 10 feet deep, and encased in concrete, to 
deter looters. 

Eight feet down, the team found a well-preserved wooden box. But all it contained were a few 
pieces of scrap wood. 

A television production company 
working for the HISTORY program 
“American Ripper,” which is about 
Holmes, hired Penn Museum 
scholars to contribute their expertise 
for the excavation. Photo by Penn 
Museum 

“We were tearing our hair out at that 
point,” Cox says. “It was the last day 
we had budgeted for digging. But of 
course it’s a running joke among 
archaeologists that our best finds 

With a few more hours of daylight left, the team decided to proceed with the exploration of the 
gravesite and began probing beneath the bottom of the false coffin. Before long, they found the lid of 
a second box. 



Samantha Cox, a consulting scholar at the Penn Museum, worked firsthand 
on recovering and identifying the remains. Photo by Penn Museum 

“I was the only one in the muddy hole at that point, and was staring at the 
top of the box,” says Cox. “I looked and realized I could make out the words 
‘H. H. Holmes’ and ‘Herman W. Mudgett.’” 

This was the true coffin, and it was indeed encased in concrete. Workers 
used hand tools to painstakingly chip away at the layers, finally exposing 
mostly decomposed human remains, still clad in a waistcoat, leather boots, 
and a bowler hat. 

“He still had his mustache,” Cox says. 

The task of confirming Holmes’ identity was multi-faceted. A tissue sample was sent to Kings 
College in England, where a laboratory specializing in testing ancient DNA confirmed that the 
remains belonged to a relative of Jeff Mudgett. Cox and Monge’s analysis of the skeleton found its 
features to be consistent with a male in his 30s of European descent, a description that matched 
Holmes. 

But the smoking gun came thanks to a Journal of American Medical Association report with detailed 
information from Holmes’ prison medical exam, including photos of dental casts. 
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With assistance from the School of Dental Medicine’s Martin Levin, the chair of Dean’s Council, Cox 
and Monge learned that the gold-foil dental fillings in the remains were very refined and would have 
belonged to a wealthy individual—again, a description that matched Holmes. What’s more, the skull 
in the grave possessed just one molar tooth, mirroring the medical exam report. 

Before Holmes' remains were reinterred, Cox and Monge ensured that they collected as much data 
from them as possible, including taking a CT scan of his skull in collaboration with the Perelman 
School of Medicine’s Department of Radiology. 

“We’re going to have a 3-D print made of the cranium,” Monge says. 

Cox says that despite the muddy, roller-coaster exhumation process, the dig was a satisfying one, 
personally and scientifically. 

“Our main purpose in doing this was to provide answers to the family about their ancestor,” she 
says. 



Holmes was buried with a silver 
cross on top of his body, engraved 
with his alias and the date of his 
death, May 7, 1896. Photo by Penn 
Museum 
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New York City has a “Jack, the Ink Slinger.” 

He should, of course, be put in the “pen.” 

Logansport [IN] Reporter 21 October 1898: p. 4 

Any successful sensation has imitators. Jack the Ripper’s reign of 
terror inspired a series of copy-cat killers. His name, which may 
have been coined by a journalist in a hoax letter to the police, was 
irresistible to journalists covering social panics at the turn of the 
century and beyond. There was Jack the Kisser, Jack the Smasher, 
Jack the Nipper, and, one of strangest: Jack the Ink-Slinger. 


This Ruiner of Ladies’ Dresses began operating in New York and Brooklyn early in 1890, but the 
papers apparently did not report on him until April of that year. One of the interesting factors in 
panics of this sort is how hard it was to spot the perpetrator—the Ink-Slinger seems never to have 
been caught in the act-and how long he was able to evade arrest. Here, with minimal comment, is 
the saga of “Jack, the Ink Slinger.” 


CHANGED FROM VIOLET TO BLACK 


Jack, the Ink Slinger, Still at Work, but Uses the Latter Colored Fluid 

Despite the detectives “Jack, the Ink Slinger,” continues to be a mischief maker. He 
spent the early part of Sunday night in Brooklyn, as told in the Herald, but later on he fell 
back on his old stamping ground in the Twenty-second ward. The violet ink which he has 
been in the habit of throwing upon the dresses of good looking young women he has 
now discarded for a blue black fluid. 


Mrs. M. Lange, the wife of a travelling salesman, occupying a flat at No. 452 West Fifty- 
seventh street, has been the latest object of his attack. As Mr. and Mrs. Lang were going 
down Ninth avenue Sunday night they met the ink slinger. They describe him as being a 
slim young man, dressed in a Prince Albert coat, light trousers and wearing a soft felt 
hat. 


There was no suspicion at the time that the stranger was the man for whom the entire 
detective force has been on the hunt. 
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When Mrs. Lang reached home she found that her dress skirt had been ruined by a blue 
black fluid which had evidently been squirted upon it from a syringe. 

Mr. Lang was very indignant about the insult to his wife, and yesterday he visited Police 
Headquarters and conferred with Inspector Byrnes. Two detective sergeants are working 
upon the new clew. New York Herald 22 April 1890: p. 7 

“JACK THE INK-SLINGER” 

Caught at Last, While Following Two Women. 

Had in His Pocket a Bottle of Violet Ink and Three Corked Clay-Pipe Bowls Filled With the Fluid. 
]New York Herald] 

“Jack the Ink-Slinger,” that peculiar species of man who has been proving a terror to the residents of 
Captain Killilea’s precinct, was captured at midnight last night by Policeman Walter M. Stafford, of 
the West Forty-seventh-street Station. 

Policeman Stafford was standing in the shadow of a doorway at the corner of Fifty-ninth street and 
Ninth avenue when two ladies walked by on the lower side of the street. 

Immediately thereafter a man dressed in shabby clothing, wearing an old Derby hat, gray with age, 
stepped from a doorway and followed the couple. One of the ladies had a handsome white dress on, 
and it was evidently that which attracted his eye. 

WAITED FOR A VICTIM. 

He walked slowly about three feet behind the women, the policeman following close behind. At Fifty- 
fourth street and Ninth avenue and the ladies turned east and the “ink slinger” stood on the corner 
and apparently waited for a victim. 

Then the policeman closed in on the man and arrested him. His hand at once sought his pocket, but 
before he could draw anything out the policeman seized his hand and held it. 

The prisoner was taken to the West Forty-seventh-street police station where he was carefully 
searched. A bottle of violet ink was found, and also three pipe bowls. There were made of clay and 
carefully corked. They were all filled with ink, the process being to draw the cork and throw the 
contents of the bottle over the dress, recork the bottle and go down a side street to refill. 

BADLY SCARED The prisoner was badly frightened, but said he had taken the bottle and pipe- 
bowls from his little boy, thinking that the latter might do some damage with them. His clothing and 
hands were stained with ink and his pockets were wet with the fluid. 

OFFERED THE POLICEMAN TWENTY DOLLARS 

The prisoner was shown to the platoon of men, one of whom recognized him as an employee of the 
Ninth-avenue car stables. He gave his name as John Connors, aged 33, of No. 443 Fifty-second 
street. He said he was married, and offered the policeman $20 to let him go. 

Sergeant Dunn and Chapman did the town last night searching for the man and smile of gladness 
pervaded the atmosphere of the station house over the arrest. Both Sergeant Kear and Doyle have 
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worked hard looking for him. And Captain Killilea has worn numerous pairs of shoes to the ground in 
walking the precinct looking for the scoundrel. 

He recently offered any policeman who should capture Jack the Ink Slinger $20 in cash and a day 
off. 

WHERE HE WORKED 

Usually the “ink slinger” did his work by night, but not always. His last field of operation was along 
Ninth avenue, between Forty-ninth and Fifty-ninth streets. It is probably, however, that he is the 
same man who, in broad daylight, threw a brown fluid upon the skirts of ladies on the stairs of the 
Twenty-third-street Station of the Sixth-avenue Elevated Railroad. 

The experience of Mrs. James Sennett, who lives in Flat No. 12, at the south-west corner of Fiftieth 
street and Ninth avenue, was perhaps the most grievous. She had bought for Easter an “old rose” 
robe of elaborate design and costly material. Several weeks ago she wore the dress to go calling 
with her husband. On their way home a short, rough-looking man brushed against Mrs. Sennett at 
the corner of Fifty-fourth street and Ninth avenue. She thought nothing of it at the time. 

SPOILED FINERY 

Upon reaching the light of her apartments Mrs. Sennett discovered that the back of her skirt, from 
the waist down, as well as a part of the bodice, was blotched with large purple stains. So penetrating 
was the fluid that it had passed through the tissues of cloth to her undergarments. Later 
investigation further showed that the dye was absolutely indelible. 

Next morning upon the flagging of the walk on Ninth avenue at Fifty-fourth street, where Mr. and 
Mrs. Sennett had been brushed against, were numerous purple stains. Mr. Sennett at once reported 
the occurrence to Captain Killilea of the Forty-seventh-street Police Station. 

The next case scarcely less aggravated, was that of Miss Tilly Horn, of No. 726 Ninth avenue. 

Attired in a neat new brown dress she made a call with another young lady upon acquaintances on 
Fifty-ninth street. She and her companion are neighbors, almost in adjoining houses, and they 
walked home together. Upon entering the house her big brother grasped her in his arms and gave 
her a playful hug. At her loud complaint of the peril of her fine new clothing by such rudeness her 
brother released her. He started back with his hand and arm stained crimson. 

There was a temporary flurry over a first thought of blood, and the discovery was then made that the 
bodice and skirt of Miss Horn’s dress was drenched in great splashes with a red dye. 

THE SAME PENETRATIVE QUALITY WAS PERCEIVED AND THE SAME INDELIBILITY AS IN 
THE CASE OF 

Mrs. Sennett. Unfortunately Miss Horn and her friend were not aroused to suspicion of any one 
upon the street. 

Since that time “Jack the Ink Slinger.,” has been making active use of his opportunities. 

He appeared in Brooklyn and ruined a number of fine dresses, and in each case escaped arrest. 

The police, however, have been following him up where ever he has been heard of and the mystery 
is how he eluded them so long. Cincinnati [OH] Enquirer 26 May 1890: p. 8 
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INK SLINGER JACK FACES HIS VICTIMS 

They Do Not Positively Identify Him, but Circumstances Show Him To Be the Spoiler of 
Women’s Gowns 

HIS WIFE TRIES HARD TO SAVE HIM 

But Her Story Is Different from His, and He Is Remanded—He May Be Mildly Insane. 

There are times for women’s weeping and times for women’s smiles, and the time has 
come at last, thanks to the prescience of good Policeman Walter M. Stafford, when 
women can walk about again attired in their best gown and feel no fear, for the famous 
Jack the Ink Slinger sees life as through a grating darkly. And that is why the women 
smile. 

If every woman’s husband in the neighborhood that surrounds Captain Killilea’s station 
house had drawn a high prize in the lottery she could not have rejoiced more vividly than 
she did yesterday when she read in the Herald that this infamous jack was in limbo at 
last. 

There was a huge crowd in the Yorkville Police Court yesterday morning when Police 
Justice O’Reilly looked over his glasses and stared long and earnestly at a queer little 
unkempt figure which stood before him, twirling a battered and seasoned derby. 

The ink slinger was glancing all ways at once with restive, shifting eyes, and did not give 
the Justice one square look throughout the brief proceedings. He had a head bearing 
more the conformation of a toadstool than I would care to wear, and his weak chin was 
grizzled with a two days’ growth of beard. His cheeks were sunken like those of an aged 
Chinaman and his cheek-bones were high and prominent. His nose was straight and his 
sunken eyes deep blue. He answered to the name and title of John Connors, stableman. 

HIS WIFE AND CHILDREN THREE 

Not far away sat a poor, pretty little woman with a babe in her arms and three shabby 
tots beside her. Poor little things. They were Mrs. Jack Ink Slingers and the little jack Ink 
Slingers, come, if possible, to cry their husband and father out of custody. 

“What have we here?” inquired the Justice, not comprehending at the moment that a 
historical character stood before him. 

“Your Honor, “said Policeman Stafford, who was chaperoning the unfortunate fellow, “this 
is Jack the Ink Slinger.” 

“Jack the what?” 

“The Ink Slinger,” and then the policeman proceeded to relate the story—told in 
yesterday’s Herald—of how he came to follow and apprehend Connors, catching him not 
in exactly the act of villany, but with the deep dyed proofs in his pockets and generously 
saturating his clothing. 
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When asked what he had to say John Connors told the gauzy tale which he had given to 
the police the night before—that his little boy had been in the habit of making a plaything 
of aniline ink and pipe bowls and he had taken them away from him lest the child do 
mischief with them. He did not tell the story with much fluency, and he looked very 
anxious to try the calibre of his legs when the officer, taking up one of the inky pipe 
bowls, illustrated how he had made a bottle of it, and pulled the cork in time to spill the 
contents over dresses that offended the eye of the aesthetic stableman. 

HIS WIFE CONTRADICTED HIM. 

Mrs. Connors was called and told the Justice that she did not believe her husband was 
the ink slinger. She had very often searched his pockets, she said, and never found any 
ink or pipe bowls in them. When asked the night before she had strenuously denied that 
her boy ever played with anything of the sort, and as she could not reconcile one story 
with another her ‘alibi” of the utensils of mischief was weak. This point was pressed upon 
her and she ended by denying that her children ever had any ink to play with. Then she 
declared that her husband had been acting queerly and she gave the impression that he 
had not been of much comfort to her of late. 

Then Justice O’Reilly looked through his spectacles and said that as the police had failed 
to bring any complainants who had suffered from the fellow’s mischief he would remand 
him in the care of the police until Sunday morning at nine o’clock. Meanwhile it would be 
a good plan to try and get a positive identification. 

So Mr. Ink Slinger was taken back to the station house in West Forty-seventh street, and 
notes were sent to the various sufferers asking them to call and take a look at him. 

NO POSITIVE IDENTIFICATION 

During the afternoon several of the ladies whose gowns were injured called. Jack did not 
wish to see them evidently, for he had to be roughly ordered to stand up and face them 
before he would consent to do so. None of them could positively state that he was the 
man who had roughly jostled them, though they thought he very well might be. In fact, a 
positive identification can hardly be hoped for, but it seems scarcely necessary in view of 
the very strong chain of circumstantial evidence that can be woven about him. But 
whether he most deserves the year in the Penitentiary which can be given him for 
malicious mischief or a place in an insane asylum is a question in which I think the 
doctors would not hesitate long. 

Connor’s clothes and his manner when Policeman Stafford bethought him to search his 
pockets are positive evidences against him, and a few words from a specialist on 
insanity, coupled with a medical examination as to his insanity and its causes would 
supply evidence dough to place him behind the bars, either of punishment or more kindly 
medical treatment. 

Jack was sullen all the afternoon and refused to answer any questions. 

I called at the street car stables where he worked and found that he was unpopular, had 
little to say to other stable men or drivers and kept much by himself. His fellow workmen 
said they had never suspected him in any way connected with the throwing of ink. There 
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was one piece of evidence to be gained here, however. Connors worked often at night 
and went off duty at half-past ten. It was between tis hour and midnight that some of the 
ink throwing was done. 

MAY KNOW MORE THAN SHE TELLS. 

The police believe that Mrs. Connors knows more about the business than she is willing 
to tell. But there is a great deal of sympathy felt for the poor little woman, and she will be 
let off as easily as possible. 

What was the motive for this uneditorial slinging of ink? The doctors say that there was 
probably none. It was a mania, and the books are full of parallel cases. One which may 
be remembered was the case of a young woman in Brooklyn who had a mania for 
pinching the arms of pretty women he met in the streets and then running away. 

Another case was that of a man who had a mania for indiscriminately kissing women in 
the street. The matter might not have seemed to strange if he had picked his victims 
from the youthful and attractive. Both are now in insane asylums. 

“Jack the Ink Slinger” has shown a predilection for white or light colored dresses on 
which to exercise his artistic skill. This is not believed to be a desire to get a contrast, but 
that light colors excited his mania more than dark ones. New York Herald 25 May 1890: 

P-8 

Connor’s lawyer put in a plea of insanity and asked for a mental examination. The police surgeon 
did not concur. 

“JACK THE INK SLINGER” NOT INSANE 

John Connors, known to fame as “Jack the Ink Slinger,” was committed for trial in default 
of $1,000 bail by Justice Ford, in the Yorkville Police Court, yesterday. A certificate from 
Police Surgeon Nesbitt was presented that he had made a thorough examination of 
Connors and could find no evidence of insanity. Miss Ethel Warren identified Connors as 
the man who followed her on Sixth avenue on the evening her dress was ruined by ink. 
New York Herald 28 May 1890: p. 3 

Since only one witness was certain that Connors was the Slinger, it limited the scope of 
the case, frustrating the judge. The Cincinnati Enquirer reported on the sentencing: 

“In charging the jury Judge Martine spoke of the unsusual character of the case and said 
that as the dress which was the subject of the indictment was worth only $25, the 
prisoner could be convicted only of the lower grade of injury to property. The jury was out 
only ten minutes, returning with a verdict of guilty. Judge Martine gave Conners the full 
penalty—six months in the Penitentiary and $250 fine—remarking that the penalty was 
entirely inadequate. He said that he understood that there were at least 100 other 
complaints from ladies whose clothing had been ruined in the same way. Cincinnati [OH] 
Enquirer 25 June 1890: p. 1 

The extremely surreptitious nature of the crimes and the large number of complaints—none from 
victims who could identify the perpetrator—is, again, a feature of these kinds of cases. Most ink- 
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slingers did their dirty work in the dark or possessed such a light touch that they might as well have 
been invisible, which further panicked the public. 

“JACK THE INK-SLINGER” SENTENCED 

That mysterious individual known as “Jack the Ink-slinger” was promptly convicted 
yesterday on his first appearance before a jury. He has been for months an annoyance 
to women, who have found, on arriving home after being out of doors at night, their 
dresses ruined by stains of violet ink, which had been thrown on them by this man. His 
name is John Connors. He is thin-faced and stupid-looking, and was a hostler in the 
Ninth-ave. railroad stables. He is thirty-three years old, but appears older and was 
indicted for malicious injury to property. Judge Martine said to him: “I cannot understand 
what motive could have impelled you to such a crime. Your act could not benefit yourself 
and the persons whose clothing you ruined had not done any harm to you. The number 
of complaints against you has been very large. If the property injured in this one case, on 
which you are now tried, had been of greater value, you might have suffered four years’ 
imprisonment. As it is, I will inflict the severest possible sentence, which is six months’ 
imprisonment in the Penitentiary and a fine of $250. That fine is imposed in the hope that 
it will increase your term of imprisonment, for if it is not paid you must serve 250 days. 

No one need come to me to try to have the fine remitted, for the punishment must be 
enforced.” Connors will be sent to the Penitentiary to-day. New York Herald-Tribune 25 
June 1890: p. 4 

As far as I can tell from census reports, Connors was working as a railroad laborer in 1900 and died 
between the 1900 and 1910 censuses. 

The Slinger produced a spate of copy-cats almost immediately. A tobacco-spitting rival was reported 
in July of 1890, while the more deadly “Jack the Vitriol Slinger” appeared in September of 1890, 
raising memories of the unhappy Dr. Horace Wells who was arrested for throwing vitriol on several 
New York prostitutes in a moment of ether intoxication and committed suicide under anaesthetic in 
1848. 

“Jack the Inkman” or “the Ink-Thrower” squirted ink in broad daylight onto ladies’ white dresses in 
1906-7 London. In 1907 a “Jack the Ink Thrower” was also found in Indianapolis, where he 
specialized in ruining expensive dresses at balls and theatrical gatherings. He was sometimes 
labeled a disciple of Indiana’s own “Jack the Smearer,” who threw human waste on ladies’ gowns 
and “who had ruined not less than 200 party gowns in the past year."Fredericksburg [IN] Blue River 
Gazette 12 September 1907: p. 2 

Other Ink Throwers were found at Fort Wayne, Indiana in 1894; Morgantown, WV in 1903 and 1908 
San Francisco. An insane ink-thrower was arrested in 1911 in St. Marys, Pennsylvania, while one 
who targeted fur coats roamed Springfield, Massachusetts in 1925. 

I’m sure there must have been Continental ink-slingers, but this is one of the few, besides the 
London Inkman, that I’ve found reported in the US press: 

INK MANIAC CAUGHT 

Paris Paul Lespondet, the insane ink-thrower, who ruined the gowns of more than 125 
women in Paris, has been arrested at Bordeaux. Oakland [CA] Tribune July 4, 1930: p. 
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23 

A Parisian Ink Maniac seems as though he would repay further study. 

Returning to Connors the Ink Slinger, did he have a compulsion to assault women by ink-proxy or 
was this, as seems probable, a sexual fetish? [As a side-note, this fetish’s (if fetish it was) official 
name is salirophilia: a love of soiling or dirtying others. If anyone knows the medical term for an 
actual ink fetish, please share!] 

Considering his large number of victims, Connors must have found it an expensive pasttime. And, 
where did he get the ink? I had thought perhaps he stole it from his employer, but aniline inks were 
not used for bookkeeping or official documents due to their tendency to fade. 

In the papers, at least, the tinted ink was most often associated with writers, particularly lady 
novelists and Oscar Wilde. Which raises a question for the alienists: why violet ink? 

Blot carefully before sending to chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 


http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/crime/a-spot-of-bother-jack-the-ink-slinger-2/ 


8/8 



9/14/2017 


Final resting place of Jack the Ripper 'has been uncovered' after years of painstaking research - Mirror Online 


Final resting place of Jack the Ripper 'has been uncovered 1 

By Chiara Giordano 17:39, 14 SEP 2017 News mirror.CO.uk 


In his new book, The Man Who Would Be Jack, David Bullock sets out his case for believing 
Thomas Cutbush was the gruesome serial killer 



David Bullock began researching the Ripper case as a teenager 26 
years ago AN AUTHOR believes he has uncovered the final resting 
place of Jack the Ripper suspect Thomas Cutbush after 26 years of 
tireless research. David Bullock was still a teenager when he began 
delving into the case of Cutbush (Image: Ferrari) The Victorian 
slashing case is still the most infamous murder mystery to this day 
(Image: PA) Jack the Ripper killed five, possibly six, prostitutes in 
Whitechapel in 1888, and was never identified (Image: Hulton Archive) 

describes his resting place for the first time. 


An author believes he has uncovered the final 
resting place of Jack the Ripper suspect 
Thomas Cutbush after 26 years of tireless 
research. 

David Bullock was still a teenager when he 
began delving into the case of Cutbush, whom 
he regards as the most "viable" Ripper 
suspect. 

His research led to him gaining unique access 
to Cutbush's files from his time in Broadmoor 
psychiatric hospital and uncovering his family 
plot in Nunhead Cemetery, near Lewisham in 
South East London where he believes 
Cutbush is buried. 

In his new book, The Man Who Would Be 
Jack, Bullock sets out his case for believing 
Cutbush was the gruesome serial killer, and 


"Ever since I came across Cutbush I'd been trying to find out the beginning and the end of his life 
and it was a missing piece of the jigsaw," said the 41-year-old author, who also works full time as a 

peso. 


"People always said he died in Broadmoor, but looking at the 
files I could see he wasn't buried there. 

"I found his grave by finding out where his other family members 
were buried, thinking maybe they were buried in the same 
place. 

"He is buried in Nunhead Cemetery - formerly named All Saints 
- which was known as the Dead Cemetery because it was one 
of the Magnificent Seven cemeteries created to bury the dead in 
London and it was left to become overgrown and woodland. 

"What's fitting about Cutbush's grave is that the area where his 
tomb is is covered in ivy and bramble." 

Bullock, who lives in Reading, began researching the Jack the Ripper case as a teenager 26 years 
ago and worked on the book for ten of those years. 
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"He studied medical books 
and drew pictures of mutilation and would tell people he was a doctor when he wasn't. 


He says over a hundred suspects have been named 
over time, but that only a few are "viable" once you 
"break them down". 

"When you look at the criteria of what makes a viable 
suspect there are five or six boxes you need to tick," 
he explained. 


"Cutbush ticks them all; he 
worked in Whitechapel at 
the time and knew the area 
like the back of his hand; he 
had a hatred towards 
prostitutes; and his family 
and friends believed he was 
linked to this because he 
had an obsession with 
medicine and surgery and 
anatomy. 


"He associated with prostitutes - this has been confirmed by his family and he believes he 
contracted a disease from one of them and because he thought he was a doctor he self-medicated 
and over self-medicated and ended up with a disfigurement. 

"He was arrested in 1891 for attacking two women 
and the series of murders stopped." 

Bullock said he remained unbiased while 
researching Cutbush's case and didn't "cherry pick 
the evidence to suit". 

"I was ready to accept that he wasn't the suspect 
and set off completely unbiased," he said. 

Jack the Ripper killed five, possibly six, prostitutes in 
Whitechapel in 1888, and was never identified. 

• ©2017 MGN Limited 
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Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 
A Jack the Ripper Urban Legend September 22, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Contemporary, Modern, trackback 

4 Aug 1941 (barely a month into Germany’s 
invasion of the Soviet Union) this ‘funny story’ 
appeared in a London newspaper. Perhaps we 
should think of it as a bit of nostalgia from the 
times when knives not Nazi bombs were the 
most dangerous thing in the East End. 

During the scare caused by Jack the 
Ripper, a gentleman was accosted in 
Berkeley Square by a lady who 
threatened to inform the police that he 
was ‘Jack the Ripper’ if he did not furnish 
cash. ‘But I am ‘Jack the Ripper,” he 
answered in flash, and she fled squealing for her life.’ 

This apparently originated in Shane Leslie’s pre-war autobiography, The Film of Memory (1938), 
which Beach has neither read or seen. He honestly probably never will. 

This sounds like a tale with precedents and sure enough 1907, not twenty years after the ‘double 
event’, it had appeared in another British newspaper. 

It is not every man who is as ready as a nimble-witted Englishman whom a woman of 
forbidding appearance held up in the streets of New York one dark night. She pleaded 
for assistance. He was not prepared to at a moment’s notice in a case of which he knew 
nothing. Still she pleaded, and still he tried gently to put her off. At last she threatened. 

‘You must give me money,’ she said, ‘you shall —or I’ll declare that you’re Jack the 
Ripper.’ He advanced a step towards her. ‘Madam, I am Jack the Ripper!’ he said in a 
thrilling whisper. She cast her shawl about her face and fled in horror. 

So we have gone from Berkeley Square to New York in just thirty years. There will certainly be 
earlier versions. Beach’s guess is that the UR version will be something like this. A prostitute 
accosts a man who refuses her offers of physical conversation. But sensing a certain weakness she 
decided to bilk him and says: ‘Give me a shilling or I’ll call the bobbies and say that you are Jack the 
Ripper.’ The man at this point smiles, his canines become visible and he slips a long butcher’s knife 
from out of his cloak: ‘But, my dear, I am Jack the Ripper’. She runs for her life. 

If this surmise is correct the tale would be (i) an occupational story (i.e. a tale told by prostitute to 
prostitute in the same way that there are tales told by midwives to midwives and priests to priests); 
(ii) will, as such, never have appeared in print. However, Beach would love to see other versions of 
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Hull Daily Mail - Wednesday 14 August 1907 < Pa 9 e4of8 * > ^ 

Image © THE BRITISH LIBRARY BOARD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 

thank the members of the congress for ifc.— 

(Signed) Knollys.” 

* * * 

It is not every man v/ho is as ready as a 
nimblo-witted Englishman whom a woman of 
forbidding appearance held up in the streets of 
New York one dark night. She pleaded for 
assistance. Ho was not prepared to give at a 
moment’s notice in a case of which ho knew 
nothing. Still she pleaded, and still he tried 
gently to put her off. At last she threatened. 

“You must give mo money,” 6he said, “you 
shall—-or I’ll declare that you’re Jack the Rip¬ 
per.” He advanced a step towards her. “Madam, 

I am Jack the Ripper r* he said in a thrilling 
whisper. She cast her shawl about her face and 
fled in horror. 

* * * . 

A good company of the Victoria Perseverance 
Lodge, U.A.O.D , Hornsea, paid a visit to the 
Hull Druids* Clubroom last night to play a re- 
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this long-travelled story from before 
or after 1907. 

29 Sep 2017: Ultweets on Twitter 
found these two examples. The first 
is a slightly extended version of the 
1907 above. The second dates, 
FOAF, to 1909. thanks to Ultweets, 
an account well worth following. 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre 
History Blog 


A ttartttnf ttatanwcil 

Wbik dkorder and mob Ilf reif* 
strffti of New York, vi&itor* from thia wd* of 
the water will be wtll odvked to be preMied 
for emergencies It » not every mas who U 
as ready cm a nirnblo-witfced Euglifbm*n whom 
it woman of forbidding appearance bold up ie 
thy street* cm* dark night. She pleaded Ur 
aaataUeo*. He *m not prepared to rive at • 
i moment • notice in n ca*e of wkicb he knew 
nothing. Still the pleaded and wtiil be tried 
p?itlj to put her off. Jit l%rt abo tbreauned. 
•* You reuM give n>c money/* aht mud. ** poo 
aball or III declare that yoore Jack the 
Ripper.** He advanced p atep tnwarda brr. 
-Mvdam. I am Jack the Ripper!** be mid in 
a thrilling whisper. She m* her shawl about 
her face and 6*d in horror. 


Outbluffing a Bluff. 

J OHN I.OVKR. the wild animal eipert 
of the Philadelphia Zoo. wax talk¬ 
ing about bit? gHm» hunting In I'ganda. 

"You must l*e quick." Mr. I^ovwr 
ended- “You must be as quick as a 
cousin of mine once was In Whitechapel. 

“It wu* Jack the Ripper time. L)o 
you remember that terrible time? All 
Whitechapel, all the world was on 
ed*e. 

" ’My cousin, looking for excitement, 
wandered one night through the dark¬ 
est and dlsmalest alleys and court* >f 
the Whitechapel Blums, and all of a sud¬ 
den r*. woman blocked his way. 

’•‘Give me your money, all of It.’ she 
said, ‘or I'll scream out that you're Jack 
the Ripper. If this crowd get* at you 
th*n-* 

“My cousin was always phenomenally 
qb'lck. He took the woman's arm In a 
viselike grip, and he let hi* eyes blase 
to hers. 

*' 'Madam.' he hissed, I am Jack the 
Ripper.’ 

“And with a smothered scream she 
turned and fled." 


The Northern Daily Mail (Hartlepool), 13 August 1907, p. 2. 


The Evening Star (Washington, D.C.), 25 September 
1909, Pt. 3, p. 3. 
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Phantasmagoria Photo Blog 

Photographer, writer and traveler exploring historic haunted places and macabre curiosities. 

Monday, October 23, 2017 


Death to the Victorians in the 1800s was a very natural and 
common part of life. Children often died due to disease or 
infection. Medicine, surgery and the basic understanding of 
germs was in its infancy. Many diseases that we take for 
granted today caused considerable suffering and death to 
those during that time. Entire families could be wiped out 
within a year from measles, smallpox, tuberculosis to even 
a simple cut getting infected. The mortality rate was high 
and the Victorians took such a tragic event to celebrate those who had passed with elaborate 
showings, funerals, jewelry made from a dead loved one’s hair, and family photographs with the 
deceased were a very common and natural practice. 

One Illinois family that had seen such tragedy was that of James John Eldred. The house he built 
and lived in rests among the trees and tall grass of western Illinois north of St. Louis. Built in 1861 
for his wife and four children, Eldred built the limestone house in the Greek Revival style with 
touches of the Italianate style. Eldred made his money farming his land and raising livestock, and 
was well known for the social parties he often hosted in his elegant home. 

The years the Eldred family spent at the house were often filled with hardship and tragedy. The 
agricultural life was unpredictable, difficult, and constantly left his finances strained. The onset of the 
Civil War made things even worse for the family. Their three daughters started to get ill from 
tuberculosis and eventually died; Alma died at age 4 in 1861, Alice died at 17 of in 1870, and Eva 
died at 17 in 1876. Eldred’s son Ward survived and continued to help with the farm. James J. Eldred 
and his wife stayed in the home till his death in 1911. 

Over the years the house changed ownership and was eventually purchased by a local famer and 
used for storage. The house currently is owned by the Illinois Valley Cultural Heritage Association 
and is used for living history events and ghost hunts. The profits are used to help restore the house. 

Visitors to the house often report bizarre experiences, from the sounds of mysterious footsteps to 
strange rappings on the doors to faint conversations between a man and a woman when the house 
seems quiet; also poltergeist activity of rocks being tossed within the house has been experienced. 
Dark shadows have been seen darting throughout the house, giggles of a little girl have been heard 
and apparitions have been spotted in and on the grounds of the old house. Visitors have even been 
touched by ghostly hands, leaving a cold clammy feeling at the place of contact. The sighting of 
a ghost of a traveling salesmen that died on the property as been seen, but finding verification of the 
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death has been elusive. Excavations around the house revealed bones from the grave of a Native 
American that was buried long before the house was built. Once the burial ground was disturbed a 
phantom of a Native American has been seen wandering among the trees of the property. 

With the expansion of America towards the west, migrating settlers often infringed on the ancient 
lands of the natives that have been occupying those places for centuries. The natives lived, worked 
and died in those lands and the oral history that they shared with each other was the only record of 
the places where their ancestors where buried. It’s not surprising when these lost graves are 
disturbed, that those who were buried there become restless and demonstrate to the living their 
loathing of the careless infringement. 

Phantasmagoria Photography at 9:08 PM 
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The World War Two heroes reduced to skin and 
bone inside Japan's brutal POW camps: Startling 
photographs reveal trauma suffered by British 
troops... and the torture devices used to break them 


• Hundreds of emaciated servicemen were found by Allied troops following Japan's 
surrender in 1945 

• The British prisoners had been starved and faced shocking abuse at the hands of 
their sadistic guards 

• Many of the guards, including the 'Black Prince' and the 'Mad Mongrel', were later 
hanged for their crimes 


By Julian Robinson for MailOnline 


These shocking photographs show the skeletal state of British prisoners in Japan at the end of the 
Second World War. 


Hundreds of emaciated servicemen who had been starved and brutally beaten by their captors were 
found by Allied troops following the fall of Japan in 1945. 

Photographers were brought in to take pictures of the prisoners for use as evidence in any future 
war crimes trial. 


The images show gaunt and haggard men whose bodies were reduced to skin and bone and some 
of their sadistic guards, including one known as the Black Prince and another dubbed the Mad 
Mongrel. They were both later hanged for their crimes. 

Other horrific pictures show men being tortured at the camps. 

Scroll down for video 


Shocking photographs have emerged showing the 
skeletal state of British prisoners in Japan at the end of 
the Second World War. Hundreds of emaciated 
servicemen who had been starved and brutally beaten 
by their captors were found by Allied troops following the 
fall of Japan in 1945 

The rare images show this emaciated British prisoner of 
war on his back being tortured at an unnamed prisoner 
of war camp in Japan. The prisoners were starved and 
faced shocking abuse at the hands of their sadistic 
guards 

Sadistic: A prisoner of war receives brutal treatment as he is held in a torture chair at one of the 
Japanese camps. During the war, Japan failed to follow the Geneva Convention rules of war 
governing prisoner treatment which led to tens of thousands of Allied POWs enduring barbaric 
conditions in which they were starved, brutalised and used as forced labour 
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Brutal: The images show some of the sadistic 
guards, including Lieutenant Usuki - known as 
the Black Prince (left) - and a Korean dubbed 
the Mad Mongrel (right). Usuki was known to 
hand out beatings to men who worked on the 
Death Railway in Burma and beheaded one 
British POW in full view of his colleagues for 
trying to escape. Both men were later 
convicted and executed for their crimes 

Starving prisoners were pictured wearing false 
legs having undergone amputations, brought 

about either 
from being 
tortured or 
through 
contracting 
tropical 
diseases. 

There are 
images 
showing 
some of the 
most brutal 
Japanese 

guards including the notorious camp commandment Lieutenant Usuki, 
who was known as the Black Prince. 

• They also served: Newly-unearthed photos show how evacuee... 

1 The real Band of Brothers: The untold story of the US... Ghost town 
Frankfurt: 70,000 flee city in Germany's biggest... 

He handed out beatings to men who worked on the Death Railway in 
Burma and beheaded one British PoW in full view of his colleagues 
for trying to escape. 

Another depicted is Sergeant Seiichi Okada, who was dubbed Dr 
Death. He carried out water torture on the detainees which included 
pumping gallons of water into their mouths through a hose and then jumping on their swollen 
stomachs. 





The collection also shows a notorious Korean guard called the Mad Mongrel. They were all later 
convicted of war crimes and were hanged. 

Starving prisoners were pictured wearing false legs having undergone amputations, brought about 
either from being tortured or through contracting tropical diseases 

Pictures show some of the artificial limbs used by British prisoners of war after losing arms and legs 
during their horrific time at Japanese camps 
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The images show gaunt and haggard men 
whose bodies were reduced to skin and 
bone. Photographers were brought in to take 
pictures of the prisoners to be used as 
evidence for any potential war crimes trial at 
the end of the war 

Bizarrely, prints of the photographs could be 
purchased at the time by the prisoners of war 
from the Far East section of the Returned 
British Prisoners of War Association. Many of 
the men were left with skeletal frames or 
suffering from severe malnutrition 

Bizarrely, prints of the photographs could be 
purchased at the time by the PoWs from the 
Far East section of the Returned British 
Prisoners of War Association. 

An album of almost 50 of the images has now 
been made available for sale at auction. 

Matthew Tredwin, of C&T Auctioneers of 
Ashford, Kent, said: The vendor used to own 
a military museum in North Yorkshire in the 
1970s and '80s and he had all sorts of items 

donated to him 
including this album. 
The museum closed 
a long time ago. 

'Some of the images 
are quite horrific. You 
hear stories of the 
brutal treatment 
many PoWs suffered 
at the hands of the 
Japanese but it's not 
often you see the 


horrors. They do give you an idea of what these men went through. 


'A lot of men suffered terrible ordeals and beatings which resulted in limbs being damaged and 
deformed. 


'One of these pictures show a large group of them with artificial limbs. It is a very interesting and 
rare grouping.' 

During the war, Japan captured nearly 140,000 Allied military personnel from Australia, Canada, 
Great Britain, India, Netherlands, New Zealand, and the United States. 
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But it failed to follow the Geneva Convention rules of war governing 
prisoner treatment which led to tens of thousands of Allied PoWs enduring 
barbaric conditions in which they were starved, brutalised and used as 
forced labour. 


Many were ordered to help construct railways, roads and airfields while 
others endured savage conditions in coal mines, shipyards and factories. 


One of the most notorious examples was the construction of the Burma or 
Death Railway. Of the 60,000 Allied servicemen forced to work on the 
railroad, more than 12,000 died from maltreatment, sickness and starvation. 


There were more than 
140,000 white prisoners in 
Japanese prisoner of war 
camps. Of these, one in 
three died from starvation, 
work, punishments or from 
diseases for which there 
were no medicines to treat 


The ramshackle huts where skeletal British 
prisoners were forced to sleep in cramped 
conditions while they were held captive in 
Japan 


A Japanese guard is 
pictured keeping a close 
eye on British prisoners. 
The Japanese Armed 
Forces captured Allied military personnel 
from Australia, Canada, Great Britain, India, 
Netherlands, New Zealand, and the United 
States in the Southeast Asia and Pacific 


areas 


shortage of the work force, and were compelled to work 
munitions factories 


About 36,000 POWs were transported to 
the Japanese Mainland to supplement the 
at the coal mines, mines, shipyards and 


The POWs used the clothes that they had with them upon their arrival in Japan, and the camps 
provided some work clothes. Towards the end of the war, most POWs were dressed in rags 

The images are being sold with a pre-sale estimate of £100 on September 18. 

The Pacific War in the Second World War was fought over a vast area encompassing the Pacific 
islands and Southeast Asia. 


It began in December 1941 when Japan invaded Thailand and attacked the British possessions of 
Singapore and Hong Kong as well as U.S. military bases at Pearl Harbor in Hawaii and the 
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Philippines. 

- More than 50,000 British forces personnel 
surrendered to the Japanese between the fall 
r: ^ ” of Hong Kong in December 1941 and March 
1942 when the vast territories of the Dutch 
East Indies surrendered. 

A further 50,000 Allied troops were captured 
on 15 February 1942, when Singapore fell. 
These prisoners of war were used as slave 
labour by their captors over the next three and 
i a half years; almost one in three died due to 
untreated disease, malnutrition and brutality. 
Many civilians were also interned and forced 
into labour. 

While the war in Europe ended on May 8, 
1945 (now celebrated as VE Day), Japan’s 
military leaders refused to accept surrender, 
despite the country’s isolation and the fact 
that their countrymen - and several thousand 
Allied POWs - were starving to death. 

By the summer of 1945 a multinational Allied 
fleet had joined the vast US Navy in the 
Pacific ready to invade Japan. 

After final warnings of dire consequences the 
United States unleashed an atomic bomb on 
Hiroshima on August 6. Still Japan refused to 
accept unconditional surrender. 

Three days later, on August 9, the second 
atomic bomb fell on Nagasaki. Only then did 
the Emperor intercede to bring the war in the 
Far East to an end on August 15, 1945, 
celebrated as VJ (victory over Japan) Day. 
Japan signed an unconditional surrender on 


September 2. 


Published by Associated Newspapers Ltd 

Part of the Daily Mail, The Mail on Sunday & Metro Media Group 

© Associated Newspapers Ltd 
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Posted on September 20, 2017 by William Savage 

John Black was born on 31 October, 1778, in Great 
Yarmouth, Norfolk. He spent his childhood at 
Woodbridge in Suffolk. His father, also called John, was 
curate at Butley from 1789 to 1813, Chaplain at the 
Woodbridge House of Correction, Headmaster of the 
Woodbridge Free School and Chaplain at the army camp 
at Bromeswell. He was also a classical scholar and a 
prolific author. 

Most of what we know about the son’s life comes from 
his published letters to his father: An authentic narrative 
of the mutiny on board the ship Lady Shore; with 
particulars of a journey through part of Brazil: in a letter, 
dated “Rio Janeiro, Jan. 18, 1798”, to the Rev. John 
Black, Woodbridge from John Black, one of the surviving officers of the ship. (Rev. John Black, 
Ipswich, 1798). 

“The most disagreeable, mutinous set of villains” 

Young John first went to sea in 1795, aged 17, in the Walpole, a trading vessel and East Indiaman. 
His real adventures began in May, 1797. That was when he wrote to his father from Torbay, where 
he had signed on as purser and navigator of the Lady Shore, bound for Sydney, Australia. 

The ship was carrying soldiers as reinforcements for the New South Wales Corps, who guarded the 
convicts, plus food and farming equipment. Both were sorely needed. There were also 69 female 
convicts, one male army prisoner, some wives and children of the crew and a single passenger and 
his wife. 

Many of these so-called soldiers had been conscripted forcibly. They included former deserters and 
dissident Irish. There were even some French prisoners of war, who had already tried to escape and 
were suspected of plotting another attempt. Nearly all were unwilling to go to Australia and had been 
causing problems before the ship even set sail. In his letter to his father, Black described them as 
“the most disagreeable, mutinous set of villains that ever entered a ship.” 

Mutiny! 

After eight weeks at sea, off the coast of Brazil, the threatened mutiny broke out. The soldiers, led 
by the French prisoners-of-war, began it. They were joined by some of the sailors, the ship’s 



Death of the Captain of the “Lady Shore” 
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surgeon (under duress) and 66 of the female convicts. Together they seized the ship and killed the 
captain and first mate. 

“One of the ringleaders, a Frenchman, mounted the arm chest, and, through the 
interpretation of Major Semple, read the rules they had adopted; and desired we would 
follow them under pain of death. They also informed us ... that they intended to give the 
officers the long boat, and to put into her thirty-two people, as soon as they had passed 
the latitude of Rio de Janeiro ...” 

After being confined below decks for two weeks, Black, with with twenty-nine men, women and 
children were put in a longboat and set adrift. Their number included the remaining ship’s crew, the 
army convict, the passenger and his wife, four other wives, four children and three female convicts. 
They had a little water and some basic provisions. They were also allowed a pocket compass and a 
quadrant to help them find land. The nearest was some 300 miles distant. 

“They put into the boat three small casks of water, containing about ninety gallons, four 
bags of bread, and three pieces of salt beef. We, however, were fortunate enough to 
evade the search of the sentries in the confusion, and got into the boat two hams, two 
cheeses and a small keg, containing about four gallons of rum ...” 

“Lightning and rain, and a tremendous sea” 

The Lady Shore sailed away under command of the mutineers, leaving the longboat behind. The 
castaways hoisted sail and headed for the Portuguese coast of South America. It was no easy 
journey. 

“We had the wind from the N. E. and fine weather for the first eight hours, after which we 
had variable winds, with heavy thunder, lightening and rain, and a tremendous sea ... At 
noon [the next day], it cleared up a little and we had land in sight, from about two points 
on the larboard bow to right astern: we supposed ourselves, from the run we had had, to 
be about twenty miles to the southward of Port St. Pedro.” 

As luck had it, they were spotted by a local boat, despite more heavy seas and driving rain. It helped 
them find their way to land at the harbour at St. Pedro, now Rio Grande in the Brazilian province of 
Rio Grande do Sul. They had been only two days in the boat. Black thought it a miracle. The local 
people could scarcely believe their tale. 

A passage to Rio 

John Black and his companions were received kindly by the local Portuguese authorities. They also 
promised passage to Rio de Janeiro to find a British ship to take them home. Yet delays mounted. 
Some of their remaining goods were stolen and Black became increasingly impatient of the long 
wait. Instead, he decided to make his own way overland to a port where he might take ship for Rio. 
He left, accompanied only by Major Semple, the former army prisoner from the Lady Shore. 

The generous Portuguese provided a baggage horse, two guides and even two servants for the pair. 
The 480 mile journey to Santa Caterina now became something of a triumphal progress as the 
enthusiastic natives provided feasts along their way and safe places to rest. 

“A great superfluity was provided for our supper, and at least twelve or fourteen dishes 
went away untouched; among which were a roast turkey, pig, ducks, fowls, mutton, pork 
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and beef, cooked different ways; sweetmeats of all kinds and good wine.” 

When they reached Santa Caterina Island, Black and his companion found some ships of the 
Portuguese navy which took them on to Rio de Janeiro. The whole journey had taken six weeks. 

“We were upon our arrival conducted to the Palace, and having produced our letter from 
the General at Rio Grande, we were kindly received by the Governor; and had each 
separate apartments allotted us at the palace. We found here part of the Portuguese 
squadron, stationed on this coast, consisting of four ships of the line, three frigates and a 
brig, under the command of Admiral Antonio Januario, who received up with great 
politeness, and very kindly offered us a passage to Rio Janeiro, for which place he would 
sail in about a month.” 

John Black was safe. The fate of the mutineers and the Lady Shore was not so benign. The ship 
reached Montevideo in Uruguay, where it was seized and sold by the Spanish authorities for 40,000 
dollars. The male mutineers were thrown into jail. The women “judged pretty enough” were shared 
out among favoured Spanish in Montevideo, doubtless for the pleasure of the menfolk. The other 
women joined the men in jail. What happened next is not known, but it was unlikely to have been 
good. Nothing was ever heard of men or women again. 

2 Responses to John Black and “The Lady Shore” 

1 . 

reggie unthanksays: 

September 20, 2017 at 8:24 am 

A stirring tale of derring-do 

2 . 

kathysharp2013says: 

September 20, 2017 at 8:10 am 

What an amazing story! 
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Welcome to Urban Legends , a month-long collection of articles dissecting persistent myths, unexplained 
phenomena, shared nightmares, and tales so bizarre they can't possibly be true... or can they? 


ANYONE CAN BE ANYBODY from the other side of a screen: a Nigerian prince pleading for money; 
lonely housewife "catfishing" a romantic interest; or a 14-year-old girl posing as just about anyone. 
From the "bonsai kitten" scandal of 2000 to the Lonelygirll5 "vlogs," the internet has proved itself 
to be fertile ground for hoax-makers, scam artists, and digital charlatans. 

One legendary hoax captivated fans of the supernatural and the paranormal like few others. 
November 2,2000 saw the first online post by the individual who would come to be known as "Johr 
Titor." Titor claimed to be a man from the future, sent to the past to retrieve... a portable computer. 
Though shrouded by forum avatars, his specific instructions on what he was here to accomplish, anc 
what society would look like in his version of the future, kicked off a frenzy of investigation, 
speculation, and deception that has lasted for nearly two decades. 

Some people believed "John Titor" completely. Others became obsessed with errors and 
inconsistencies, digital detectives trying to uncover the truth behind the story. Before it was over, 
Titor would make his way to an animation studio in Japan, a wrestling ring in Pennsylvania, and a 
prison cell in Oregon. 

This is his story, as told by the people who fell deep into it. 
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JOHN TITOR'S TIME-TRAVELING 1967 CHEVY CORVETTE | DANIEL FISHEL/THRILLI! 

THE ME55HEE 


In 1998, Art Bell, host of the late-night, paranormal-themed radio show Coast to Coast AM, which 
attracted eccentrics from all over the country pushing tales of alien abduction, freaky physics, and more. 
During one of his "Open Time Lines" segments, in which anyone could dial in with their own stories, Bell rec 
a letter from a man claiming to be from the future - which naturally came in by fax. 

John Titor, in a fax to Art Bell, read on Coast to Coast on July 29,1998 (condensed): 
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time. Time itself can be understood in terms of 
connected lines. When you go back in time 
you travel on your original timeline. When you 
turn the singularity engine off a new timeline 
is created due to the fact that you and your 
time machine are now there. 

Some interesting outcomes of this are: 

One, you meet yourself. I have done it often, 
even taken a younger version of myself along 
for a few rides before returning myself to the 


■ * _ _ __ J 

- 


1 _ - 

IlhTLKliTl 

rrn 

inn 

har 

rarumi 


The unknown time traveler described a Y2K disaster that would leave people frozen to death, a governmer 
instituting martial law, a power facility in Denver destroyed by a mob, and a communal government systen 
sprouting out of the chaos. Naturally, he sent an immediate follow-up fax, which Bell also read on air. 


John Titor, in a fax to Art Bell, read on Coast to Coast in July 1998 (condensed): 
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Dear Mr. Bell, 

I am glad you’re back. I faxed this information 
to you the day before you left the air. I wanted 
to make sure it wasn’t lost in the shuffle so I 
am sending a gift. As I said then I am a time 
traveler. I have been on this worldline since 
April of this year and I plan to leave soon. Typi¬ 
cally time travelers do not purposely affect the 
worldlines they visit. However, this mission is 
unusually long and I’ve grown attached to 
some of the people I have met here. 


John Razimus, researcher and "hoax hunter": I was a huge Art Bell fan in the '90s. He would have 
the time-traveler [Open Lines] night, [where anyone could phone in with stories], and I actually heai 
the very first incarnation of John Titor live when Art read the faxes in 1998.1 didn't have internet 
access for the next few years, so I missed the rest of it. 


Two years later, a user dubbed "Time_Traveler_0" left a message similar to the Coast to Coast faxes in the 
Time Travel Institute forums, then known as a safe space for people interested in chronal navigation, and a 
logical destination for an actual time traveler to make contact 


"Time_Traveler_0," in a message on the Time Travel Institute forums on November 2,2000: 
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Greetings. I am a time traveler from the year 
2036.1 am on my way home after getting an 
IBM 5100 computer system from the year 1975. 
My "time" machine is a stationary mass, tem¬ 
poral displacement unit manufactured by Gen¬ 
eral Electric. The unit is powered by two, 
top-spin, dual-positive singularities that pro¬ 
duce a standard, off-set Tipler sinusoid. 

I will be happy to post pictures of the unit. 


In January 2001, Time_Traveler_0 - now going by the name "John Titor" - made his first post on the Art 
Bell forums, the online counterpart to Coast to Coast It was an exact duplicate of the November 2 post 
from the Time Travel Institute forums. He eventually migrated permanently to the Art Bell forums, where h 
would post regularly until March of2001. 


John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from January 28,2001: 


My initial flight was from 2036 to 1975 (61 yrs). 
I then went from 1975 to 2000 (25 yrs.) Later 
this year, one of two favorable windows will 
open and I will return to my 2036 (35 yrs.) I am 
here now for personal reasons. 
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The time traveler became a permanent fixture of the radio show, though while multiple defenders and 
associated figures would call in to chat with Bell, Titor himself would never appear. There was a reason for 
that. 

Joseph Matheny, multimedia artist: I'm going to be picky with what I say to you over what I've said 
in the past. [John Titor] is a story that was created as a literary experiment by people who were 
observing what I was doing with Ong's Hat [a pioneering early alternate reality game] and these 
people wanted to do something like that I was a consultant on the project, [but] it wasn't my projec 

Richard O'Connor, Coast to Coast listener: There was always the sense that Art was fully aware of 
the con. This made the gullibility of the callers even better. John Titor, probably to lesser than most 
of the other "time travelers," didn't seem to have a strong enough grasp of history (or the present, 
for that matter) to concoct particularly compelling stories -- but Art had this fine skill of constructin 
drama from the little they said and pulling out just enough bits to make it fun. 

John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from February 2,2001: 


Although I do have personal reasons for being 
here and speaking with you, the most I could 
hope for is that you recognize the possibility 
of time travel as a reality. You are able to 
change your worldline for better or worse just 
as I am. 


Joseph Matheny: This was pure art, in the sense that we could build a story, build a character that 
didn't have books, movies, and media attached. The people involved were very into folklore, and we 
were talking about the internet being the modern vehicle of folklore. 
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Here's a caveat: We don't know if Matheny is telling the truth about the origins of John Titor. His timeline 
matches up, but until his collaborators come forward, there's no way of knowing. 

Joseph Matheny: I thought everybody would get this was a wink wink, nudge nudge, but when they 
didn't I went to the other people involved and said, "Let's come out and tell the truth." Nobody 
would. 

John Razimus: If you have a compelling story and you remain anonymous, the internet will magnify 
it. 

Joseph Matheny: We knew at some point this was going to get out from underneath us and we wen 
going to have to let it go. 

THE PREDICTIONS 


As with many alleged time travelers from the future, John Titor came with a load of predictions about the 
world to come. Civil war, technological catastrophe and an outbreak of Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease, a fatal 
degenerative brain disorder similar to mad cow, were all prophesied in his posts. 

John Titor, from a February 2005 interview in Hustler: 
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If you want to survive the coming conflict, 
learn to let fear keep you alive. Too many of 
you turn off the life-saving natural instincts 
and premonitions when it’s convenient. The 
same person who has five dead-bolt locks on 
their door will think nothing about getting into 
a parking-garage elevator with a total strang¬ 
er. If you want to live, keep your eyes open. 


John Razimus: It all started with Y2K. The whole purpose was to prevent the huge Y2K disaster. 
John Titor apologists will say thanks to John Titor there wasn't a disaster. 


Oliver Williams, John Titor archivist on The Moore Show on April 5,2012: The speculation is that 
John did something in 1975 which stopped Y2K for us. 


John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from February 5,2001 (condensed): 
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won't hear about it because it didn't happen? 

I don't want the responsibility of being expect¬ 
ed to know who lives and who dies. I know it 
would change me forthe worse. Besides, how 
can you be sure my "inaction" now isn't a 
result of something I've already screwed up 
and I'm trying to fix it? 

The example [of not preventing Pearl Harbor] 
relates to Y2K. Have you considered that I 

mifiht alfoarlir hauo ^rri Honta 11 v crromofl im _ 


Joseph Matheny: [We thought], "Let's pick some things that might actually happen." Militias were ii 
the news a lot: Oklahoma City, Waco, Ruby Ridge, all that stuff was going on, there were 
congressional hearings, et cetera, so that whole civil war thing was a big subject. 


John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from February 1,2001: 
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The civil war in the United States will start in 
2004.1 would describe it as having a Waco 
type event every month that steadily gets 
worse. The conflict will consume everyone in 
the US by 2012 and end in 2015 with a very 
short WWIII. 


Titor's predictions were met with a healthy mix of skepticism and excitement on the Art Bell forums, with 
dozens of other readers asking hundreds of follow-up questions. 

Charlotte Boren, in an Art Bell forum post from February 6,2001: Please list the price of gold for 
the last 20 of your years and I can tell you the condition of the stock market in the future. Will it still 
be fairly lawful for me to own and use handguns when are beginning your time travel adventures? Is 
it possible for you to bump into yourself when you are time travelling? Saw a Jean Claude Van Dam 
[sic] movie about that once. I think it was called Time Cop. Whatever you do, don’t shake hands with 
yourself, if you do meet. You melt. 

Mike Kolesik, in an Art Bell forum post from January 29,2001: Ho hum... ANOTHER time traveler. 
Well, time to run him thru the BS o’meter. 

John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from January 30,2001: 
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I get no pleasure out of being right when it 
comes to CJD disease, war in the Middle East or 
suffering people in far away lands. There's 
nothing like the look on someone's face when 
you tell them 100,000 people will be dead to¬ 
morrow. 



JOHN TITOR'S GENERAL ELECTRIC TIME MACHINE | DANIEL FISHEL/THRILLI! 

THE TIME MHCHIHE 


https://www.thrillist.com/entertainment/nation/john-titor-time-traveler-predictions-story 


12/30 










10/23/2017 


John Titor: The Time Traveler's Story & Predictions - Thrillist 


Traveling through time is tricky business. Titor claimed that the technology, based on the far-out, 
cosmological work of mathematical physicist Frank Tipler, would be figured out after a breakthrough at th 
CERN particle accelerator, and by his era it was commonplace. Titor's machine was manufactured by 
General Electric and installed in a 1967 Chevy Corvette. 


John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from January 30,2001: 


The means by which I travel in time is very 
physical. I require a "machine" to do it. It 
weighs about 500 pounds and gets quite hot. I 
do not own it and I did not build it. Within 
limits, I will be happy to discuss how it works 
and how "future" science thinks time works. 


Physicist Frank Tipler, in an interview with Omni magazine from October 1994:1 don't think [I'm; 
crackpot]. But no crackpot thinks he is, right? An astronomer once published a list of the rules for 
determining a crackpot. Well, if you read Darwin's Origin of the Species, you'll find he was a crackpot 
by some of the criteria. I'm very conservative scientifically. I'm just changing the boundary 
conditions in cosmology from the beginning of time to the end of time. I accept all known physical 
laws, and just change the point of view. 

Emmanuel Kant claimed the three fundamental problems of metaphysics are: Does God exist?; Do 
we have free will?; and Is there life after death? I turn those questions of metaphysics into problems 
of physics, and solve them, answering yes, yes, yes. The history of science is typically about turning 
insoluble problems of metaphysics into problems of physics and solving them. Like one of Kant's 
problems: Has the universe existed forever, or only a finite time? Kant thought this was 
fundamentally insoluble too, and had a purported proof of this. But in this century, we've turned thi 
supposedly insoluble metaphysical problem into one of physics and solved it, to find the universe is 
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10 to 20 billion years old. I'm just taking the next step. My reductionist belief is that a problem that 
can be solved can be solved by physics. And only by physics. 


John Titor, in an Anomalies.net forum post from January 29,2001: 


By usingtwo micro-singularities in close prox¬ 
imity to each other, it is possible to create, ma¬ 
nipulate and alterthe Kerr fields to create a 
Tipler gravity sinusoid. This field can be ad¬ 
justed, rotated and moved in order to simulate 
the movement of mass through a do¬ 
nut-shaped singularity and into an alternate 
world line. Thus, safe time travel. 


The complex diagrams for Titor's time machine have baffled investigators - they're obviously made by 
somebody with a knowledge of electronics, but they have no understandable function. That didn't stop a 
man named Marlin Pohlman from trying to patent it in 2004. 

Marlin Pohlman, programmer, writing on the Godlike Productions forum in November 6,2006:1 

have a degree in Physics and Engineering and back engineered this based on John Titor’s post... I 
work for a large software company have no profit motive. I just want one and don’t have the means 
to build it. 
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UNITED STATES PATENT AND TRADEMARK OFFIC 


Marlin Pohlman is currently spending six years in prison for drugging and raping four women. According to 
police, he mixed a cocktail of LSD, ecstasy, and nitrous oxide into spring-loaded syringes and injected his 
victims in their necks before having his way with them. 


Marlin Pohlman, during his 2013 trial (via TheOregonian): [I patented the time machine because] I 
had to do something while I was going through chemo [for Hodgkin's lymphoma about 2002]. I had 
nothing better to do.... I think I made a mathematical error. 


Pohlman pled guilty in 2013 and was sentenced to 75 months in prison. 
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JOHN TITOR'S IBM 5100 | DANIEL FISHEL/THRILLI! 

THE COMPUTER 


Titor's purpose in traveling back to the past was apparently to retrieve an IBM 5100, one of the first 
portable computers. The 5100 hit the market in 1975 weighing in at 55 pounds and sporting an internal 5 
inch CRT monitor. 

Oliver Williams, John Titor archivist on TheMooreShow on April 5,2012: He claimed to be part of 
military group whose job it was to go back to the year 1975 and get a small personal computer-- it 
was actually one of the first portable computers made, and it was in Rochester, Minnesota. 

Charles Moltrup, in an Art Bell forum post from January 31,2001: Why would you want a IBM 
5100 I can find them at auctions for next to nothing, i think they were the first 286 CPU’s. Why didr 


https://www.thrillist.com/entertainment/nation/john-titor-time-traveler-predictions-story 


16/30 
















10/23/2017 


John Titor: The Time Traveler's Story & Predictions - Thrillist 


you stop in this year first and by [sic] one.Well I have a good question for you in 2036 do you still us( 
toliet [sic] paper to wipe your ass. 


John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from February 1,2001 (condensed): 


iridi ion uiu riui dLiuum lur emu utrtiueu 11 vvds 

not in their best interest to advertise (which in 
hindsight was not very smart). This accidental 
feature was thus removed from any future 
desktop computers. In orderto take advantage 
of this feature, the 5100 I have now required a 
couple of special “tweaks" that had to be 
done by one of the software engineers in 1975. 
Anyone who is familiar with this feature and 
was told to keep their mouth shut about it will 
be able to tell you what it is. 

Vp< imp ctill ha»p tnilpttiwnp anrl enmp npnnlp 


Oliver Williams, John Titor archivist on The Moore Show on April 5,2012:1 guess there was some 
special trick or technical issue inside this computer that allowed it to talk BASIC, APL and some 
system language. 

Joseph Matheny: The 5100 in the story... I started my career as an IT person, and two of the people 
involved were older IT people. I didn't come up with it, but when I saw it proposed I thought "that is 
so funny, we have to do that." 

Oliver Williams, John Titor archivist on The Moore Show on April 5,2012: Some IBM engineers canr 
forward and said "I don't know if that guy was a time traveler or not, but everything he said about 
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that machine is true," and maybe only 20 people knew about [the computer's true functions]. 


John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from February 2,2001: 


The people who sign my paycheck told me 
why we needed a 5100 and sent me off to get 
one. I was not in a position to make alternate 
suggestions. 


THE GIRL 


Of all the people who communicated with John Titor, no one came closer than Pamela Moore. She engager 
in multiple chat conversations with the time traveler throughout the early 2000s. 

Pamela Moore, John Titor contact, to Titor scholar Mike Sauve in January 2017: Everyone thinks 
started out asking John too many detailed questions when he came in 2000. But the truth was I had 
detailed dream of a time traveler in 1998. 

Before Titor disappeared in March 2001, he shared with her a "secret song" that she could use to identify 
any impostors. The identification of this song has been an obsession with researchers. 

Pamela Moore, in an email to John Razimus in April 2009:1 honestly think only John himself knew 
it. Perhaps whoever he was he never told anyone else. He told me in a chat not an email. If John evei 
decides to come forth I will have the info to confirm it was the same John who posted as John Titor. 

John Razimus: Pamela Moore is an individual that immediately believed in it, started private 
messaging John Titor on the Art Bell forums, and all we know proof-wise is that [John Titor's 
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lawyers] mailed her a copy of the John Titor book, and they signed it. 

Pamela Moore, in an email to John Razimus in April 2009:1 really don't know who sent me the boo 

At the end was a song written, but it was not the secret song. It was not signed by anyone. 

John Razimus: I think they were giving her that book as a thank you for perpetuating the story. I 
think it's an unfortunate situation where they played with someone's mind and they took it too far. 

Pamela Moore to John Titor scholar Mike Sauve in January 2017: The latest package I received ha 
several things in it. A letter from Kay [John Titor's mother]. A letter from John. An album with a 
record inside and a CD with some songs on it but I’m keeping what was on it secret because I am nol 
really sure why he sent those to me. I more than likely will find out later. I received it in September < 
2016. 

Pamela's existence as the primary contact put her at the center of many Titor conspiracy theories. The que 
for the "secret song" became as important as John's identity. 

"Samstwitch," in a Paranormalis.com forum post from November 27,2011: Pam is sweet and kind 
Normally I do not speak of her out of respect. No one gives her any privacy. People keep forcing her 
into threads, which is hard to keep silent over. She's a very brave girl who has endured way too muc 
I don't know her in person, but I feel compelled to do my part in protecting her on whatever level, 
because of my participation in discussing John Titor. Some people will never get it. 

Joseph Matheny: Pam, I think, is a true believer. I really do. I know she was talking to somebody. 
There were people who were having conversations as John Titor and we don't know who they were 
They were coming out of the woodwork, they were not affiliated with us at all. 

Pamela Moore to John Titor scholar Mike Sauve in January 2017: He then went on to explain how 
was communicating with more than one John. That other Johns may arrive and they need the posts 
to stay up as long as possible. 

RELATED 

How The Explosive 'Pop Rocks And Coke' Legend Destroyed An Iconic Candy Brand 
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Matheny believes his group stopped the Titor experiment before the Art Bell posts. 

Joseph Matheny: None of us were paying attention or curating this after a point. Sometime in 200C 
is when we stopped doing it. 

It's impossible to know who was behind the later messages from the time traveler. Titor's only 
communications with the outside world were through text and internet postings. But shortly after the first 
batch of posts hit the Art Bell forum, a new name popped up. 

Larry Haber, attorney for the John Titor Foundation in an interview with Fade to Black 

Radio on January 3,2014: When I get asked the question "is it real," my answer is always the same: 

don't know. I don't question whether or not --1 do the work that I'm hired to do. 

Titor himself never spoke to the public. All communications after the faxes and message board posts were 
handled by Haber. 

Larry Haber in an interview with Fade to Black Radio on January 4,2014:1 specialized in 
entertainment law, and a friend from law school referred me over to Kay, and that's how it started. 

Pamela Moore to Titor scholar Mike Sauve in January 2017:1 thought he was just contracted for 
legal things in the entertainment area. I don't really know if he is representing anyone real or not. 

John Razimus: I think they were fans of Art Bell, they created one of the first internet hoaxes, and it 
blew out of proportion. Perhaps they have some book rights, movie rights they've been sitting on? 

Joseph Matheny: Larry Haber --1 don't know who he is. None of us do. He's not nor has he ever bee 
involved with the group I was in. He's an entertainment attorney. He's somebody who jumped on th 
bandwagon. 

Larry Haber in an interview with Fade to Black Radio on January 4,2014:1 know that Kay isworkinj 
on a film. I haven't been involved. 
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Joseph Matheny: I saw some people that were clearly using the story as an effort to make money, 
which I am not cool with. 

John Razimus: It was a trailer to be sold to Hollywood. They wanted to cash in. But there's a 
Japanese anime that has John Titor as a character, they haven't done anything against that -- every 
day, if they do have those rights they're losing them by not contesting other people using them. 

Joseph Matheny: There have been a couple of indie films. There's a Japanese anime that I liked. I wi 
at my girlfriend's house in Hollywood, we were just really into watching sci-fi together, finding thing 
and watching them together, she found a DVD set of Steins;Gate. When they started talking about 
John Titor I fell out of my chair laughing. 

Robert Newsome, publisher of the professional wrestling fanzine, The Atomic Elbow: In 2013, 
professional wrestling federation CHI KARA started making overt references to their corporate 
ownership, the Titor Conglomerate. At the same time, there was an ongoing story about a wrestler 
named Archibald Peck who got punched so hard it sent him back in time. It eventually led to 
CHIKARA shutting down for a year and essentially re-setting. It's really hard to explain, but it was a 
lot of fun. 

The only commercial product directly linked to the story is a book. The Titor Foundation published John 
Titor - A Time Traveler's Tale, a compilation the posts, into a print-on-demand volume in 2003. A new 
copy now sells for over $600 on Amazon 

THE EDN5PIHHEY 


With Matheny's original group out of the picture, anybody could claim to be John Titor. And they did. 

Richard O'Connor, Coast to Coast listener: You can tell a time traveler because they'll have an odd 
accent, different syntax and completely new slang. [John Titor wrote] like a '90s college kid. Anywa' 
that's my recollection. 
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John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from February 2,2001: 


Perhaps it would be better if you just consid¬ 
ered me a fraud. I really don’t have a problem 
with that. If that were the case, could we then 
have discussions that you were comfortable 
with? 


Joseph Matheny: I got really harshly attacked by some of the true-believer people. People were 
going to my Linkedln page and calling the people that I worked for. It was pretty heinous harassmer 
so I just backed off the whole thing. 

Today, the most believable case pins the modern adventures of Titor on Larry Haber and his brothers 
Morey, Arthur, and John Richard, who conspired to create a fictional time traveler and then just couldn't le 
the story die. 

John Razimus, in a 2016 video : I found a PO Box registered to John R. Haber, but I think Richard is 
just a fall guy, recruited to keep the heat off of Morey. Arthur Haber emailed me one day after I 
posted the video comparing Morey's handwriting to John Titor's. 

Larry Haber, in an interview with Where Is John Titor? on May 20,2010: My son is not John Titor. 
My brother is not John Titor. There's no John Haber in my family. 

Pamela Moore, in a 2009 interview with John Razimus: Larry said he doesn't have a brother name< 
John. 

Larry Haber in an interview with Fade to Black Radio on January 4,2014: The big reveal was my 
youngest brother Morey, who got tagged because he works for a big computer security company. 
That of course makes the conspiracy even bigger, because he's working on some high level stuff. 
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John Razimus: I stopped researching when I got these emails from Arthur Haber in 2011. That's the 
end of it. When I got those emails it proved to me beyond a shadow of a doubt that Morey -- or 
multiple Habers -- made it for fun. 

None of the Haber brothers responded to Thrillist's request for comment 

Joseph Matheny: I guess what I didn't count on is that there's people who have a religious like fervc 
around this subject, and when you question the veracity of this religion, you've made yourself fair 
game. 


THE ELDHE 


John Titor was never photographed or met in person. His physical attributes remain unknown. We don't 
know what his voice sounds like. And Titor himself claimed that he hailed from a divergent timeline to our 
own. That meant that other Titors could be floating around our universe. 

John Titor, from a February 2005 interview in Hustler: 


The universe is made up of infinite worldlines 
where everything is possible and has a 100% 
chance of happening. Therefore, there are no 
paradoxes. 


Pamela Moore, in an Above Top Secret forum post from August 4,2009: You would not believe 
how many people write to me and tell me they are John. Everyone seems to want to be John or they 
will post on a forum and say they were John. 
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John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from January 30,2001: 


As far as the future goes, your worldline is 
about 2.5% different than mine. This is a 
roughly cumulative measurement based on 
my arrival in 1975. As far as I can tell right 
now, you are headed toward the same events 
I would call “my history” in 2036. However, 
the very nature of time travel states that every 
worldline is unique and you are very much in 
control of what you do and how you get there. 
Heck, the fact that I’m here makes it different 
from mine. 


Time travel logic opened the floodgates for Titor impersonators, who appeared on conspiracy radio shows 
doing interviews. One of those impersonators took the name "John Titor II" to differentiate himself from th 
original Titor. 


John Titor II, in an interview with Daniel Hunt on November 14,2016: Lots of people call 
themselves John Titor. I'm the only one that ever gets photographed, goes on television, or has 
written a book. 


Pamela Moore, to Titor scholar Mike Sauve in January 2017:1 have to say he does seem a little 
different than the John I spoke to. But I honestly don’t know what that means. 


The identity of this second public Titor is believed to be Dana Lee Stern Sr, a man with a notable criminal 
record, a pile of aliases, and who claims his own son injected Windex into his brother's brain as a child to 
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give him cancer. 

Michael Vara, on from a May 10,2017 broadcast of his radio show Late Night in the Midlands: I 've 

seen the payment slips from Amazon with your real name. I did the background check. I'm telling yo 
now -- you're not John Titor. 

Jason Quitt, writer and dimensional-energy healer, in a post on his website 
TheCrystalSun.com: Bob Mitchell and myself signed a contract representing himself as Lieutenant 
Colonel John Titor II, for a book about his "true life story." The contract stated: "John Titor agrees t< 
provide his life story to the 'Authors' in as honest and open fashion as possible in order to tell his tri 
story." In December 2016, John Titor’s true identity (Dana Lee Stern Sr.) was exposed via YouTube. 
When his true identity was confirmed as Dana Lee Stern Sr., he was blacklisted from popular media 
and book sales dropped to nothing. Due to Dana’s misrepresentation and fraud, the book contract 
and book sales were dissolved. Contracts must be signed by your LEGAL GIVEN NAME. 

John Titor II, in a poston his blog: John Titor II is more than a pseudonym, I lived that life. Jason 
Quitt becoming aware of the legal name I used decided he now had legal grounds no to pay meat all 
My attorneys are collecting documentation and preparing a lawsuit. 

Jason Quitt, in a post on his website TheCrystalSun.com: Dana turned to harassment and threats 
against us, unless we paid him a total extortion amount of $30,000 USD. There was no basis for any 
monies to be paid by us since there were negligible profits from the book he referenced. This has 
been ongoing since December, 2016. We have retained counsel and are currently in contact with th 
FBI concerning his numerous violations of US Federal law. 

THE TRUE FHREWELL 


Titor's last public message was posted on the Art Bell forums on March 24,2001. 

John Titor, in an Art Bell forum post from March 24,2001 (condensed): 
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The other example is the plight of the home¬ 
less. When you pass them as individuals on 
the street I see the way people selectively 
choose an alternate path to avoid them. 

Those two examples best define why time 
travelers do not show themselves. In trying to 
help you, we put ourselves as great risk and 
there’s really no point to it. We know the 
nature of time dictates that traveling between 
“exact” worldlines is impossible. Therefore, 
the only results we will see will be the ones 


Joseph Matheny: We achieved what we said we wanted to achieve. We wanted to take that legend 
and write it on the new sphere like graffiti. 


Since then, Titor's legend has spread and mutated all over the internet A recent 4Chan thread even 
speculated that John Titor's real identity was.. Donald Trump 

Larry Haber, in an interview with Fade to Black Radio on January 4,2014: I've been told all along 
that he was going to be back again sometime in the next few years, so I would expect something to t 
happening. I'm expecting him to come back in some form or fashion. 

Joseph Matheny: If anybody has decided to believe the John Titor legend, pay attention to anybodv 
who is trying to sell you anything. Books, DVDs, or a belief system attached to this as leverage. Give 
it a real hard thought before you do any of that. Because John Titor would not approve. 
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Leah Jakaitis, Coast to Coast listener: The magic of the John Titor story, and really the magic of mid- 
'90s Art Bell's Coast to Coast AM, was the ambiguity of the guests and stories: they were funneled 
through the radio. Titor's story was engaging because it was just close enough to be plausible: he w; 
looking for a computer that had actually existed, his predictions were pertinent to cultural concern; 
in mid-'90s America, his had this fabulous story and grainy photographs to support his story, and 
then -- lo and behold - he disappeared! Which is about as satisfying an end to a guest as you could 
have. 

Sign up here for our daily Thrillist email and subscribe here for our YouTube channel to get your fix of the 
best in food/drink/fun. 


K. ThorJensen is a writer and cartoonist who lives on a tiny island in a big ocean with his family. He has 
been excavating the upside-down of the internet since 1997. 
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Why you should care 

This is how religious belief led to an epidemic of dark, twisted murders. 

Cicilia Johansdatter was disturbed. A 22-year-old housemaid, she’d become pregnant shortly after 
getting engaged to Friedrich Christian, a guardsman. Months passed, and her child was born, but 
the marriage? It never happened. This was 18th-century Denmark, where being an unwed mother 
was a good way to find oneself spurned by society. 

To add to her woes, her fiance had started acting strange — in recent weeks he’d turned cold and 
even stopped visiting her, signaling that the engagement was off. So on Feb. 25, 1744, with no more 
will to live, Cicilia found a way out: She slit her 4-month-old baby’s throat, and then put her hands on 
the dead child’s head and said she had died for it once and would die for it again, with pleasure. 
Cicilia was condemned to death, a verdict she gladly accepted, and a month later she was 
decapitated by sword, her head stuck atop a pole. 

They looked in the books of Moses and found that if you killed somebody, God 
demanded that you had to be executed. 

Danish historian Tyge Krogh 

Suicide-murders, with suicidal people killing so that they themselves will be executed, fill the annals 
of early modern European history. So why didn’t the murdering miserables just kill themselves? At 
the time, a common religious belief held that “if you took your life, you had absolutely no chance of 
going to heaven,” says Jeffrey Watt, a history professor at the University of Mississippi. But if you 
killed someone else, you could repent before the execution and have your sins pardoned, he adds, 
shedding light on the murderous intent. Essentially, you’d have a better shot at getting past the 
pearly gates if you killed someone else rather than yourself. And children were the preferred victims 
because they were more easily dispatched, and because folks believed that their young, innocent 
souls were more likely to make it to heaven, Watt explains. 

Such murders were particularly common in northern Europe and among Lutherans. Tyge Krogh, a 
Danish historian and author of A Lutheran Plague: Murdering to Die in the Eighteenth Century, says 
he discovered around 100 such cases in Copenhagen alone between the years 1697 and 1789. “It 
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was a society that was deeply governed by faith,” says Krogh. With the Reformation in 1536, 
Denmark went from being Catholic Christian to being Evangelical Lutheran. The country’s laws were 
made stricter so as to reflect the new religious beliefs. “They looked in the books of Moses and 
found that if you killed somebody, God demanded that you had to be executed,” he adds. Execution 
became a sure outcome of murder, leading to a twisted consequence: suicide-murders. 

Europeans saw suicide as a crime back then, and society believed that self-inflicted murder was a 
result of demonic possession. Corpses of individuals who had killed themselves were often 
subjected to punishment. “The body would be desecrated; it might be hanged, dragged on a hurdle, 
dumped in a river. They were not allowed funerary honors, not allowed to be buried in a regular 
cemetery. Instead, they’d be buried with victims of plague or criminals,” says Watt. So suicidal 
individuals, fearing eternal damnation and ridicule, had to get creative. 

In most cases of suicide-murders, it was very obvious that individuals had an ulterior motive of being 
executed. Watt recounts a story of a man who was singing religious hymns on the way to the 
gallows. “He was joyfully marching toward his execution, believing that he couldn’t have done it 
himself because then he would’ve been damned,” he says. 

When Danish authorities realized that by carrying out executions, they were basically encouraging 
such murders, they decided to take action. The new punishments they introduced were some of the 
harshest in history. “The convicts would be whipped or pinched with red-hot tongs on the way to the 
gallows. Their limbs would be broken with a wagon wheel or cut off, and their bodies were displayed 
in public,” says Krogh. The judiciary hoped this would be a deterrent to suicide-murders. But 
instead, it backfired: The convicts believed that the more they were tormented, the closer they’d be 
to securing a place in heaven. This left the state with only one option: to abolish the death penalty. 
So in 1767, Denmark passed a progressive law by which suicide-murderers wouldn’t be executed 
but instead would be condemned to a life of hard labor. This finally succeeded in discouraging the 
ghastly murders while also radically changing the debate around the death penalty. 

By then, the social view of suicide was also changing in Europe, says Watt. In the late 18th century, 
as society became more secular, people started questioning whether suicide was really linked to 
demonic possession. “You began to see the medicalization of suicide. It was no longer caused by 
the devil but by insanity,” says Watt. Suicide, in other words, was transformed from sin to insanity. 

It’s easy to dismiss the twisted phenomenon of suicide-murders as a thing of the past, given the 
evolution of religious belief and legislation, but it still happens today. In the United States, for 
example, we have “suicide by cop,” with suicidal individuals provoking officers to shoot first. The 
gallows may have been replaced by guns, but the psychology is still just as tragic. 


Sushmita Pathak, OZY Author 
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October 13, 2017 

Tallmadge family graves in 
Rienzi Cemetery 

Wisconsin’s old burial grounds 
are full of history and legends. 
Some may be nothing more 
than local lore passed on 
through generations of bored 
teenagers looking for a thrill, 
while others are born straight 
from the headlines of creepy 
and bizarre true stories. 
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From the disturbed graves of 
Ed Gein’s old stomping grounds and a 
portal to Hell itself, to tales of 
witchcraft, brutal axe murders, and a 
haunted triangle in “Second Salem,” 
the legends of these four Wisconsin 
cemeteries will never rest. 

And neither will their spirits, it seems. 

Spiritland Cemetery 

Various writings claim that the quiet 
graveyard a few miles outside of 
Plainfield got its name because, long 
ago, a grieving husband would 
frequent his wife’s grave there, where 
he was able to commune with her 
spirit. 

But why are the spirits restless in 
Spiritland? 

Some believe it is because between 
1945 and 1957 this cemetery was one 
of three where Ed Gein would go to 
dig up freshly buried bodies for his 
ghoulish hobbies. Since their graves 
have been disturbed, the dead have 
been unable to find peace. 


Spiritland Cemetery 


Glenbeulah Cemetery 


In the quiet town of Glenbeulah, a dead end is quite literal. Where Walnut Street stops, the path to the old burial 
ground begins, weaving through the woods to the top of the hill where Walnut Grove Cemetery seems almost 
intentionally hidden away. Many of the cracked or fallen gravestones date back to the mid-1800s. There are plots 
surrounded by wrought iron fences, and trails leading off to graves isolated by themselves in the woods. 


As the legend goes, a man once hanged himself from a tree in the cemetery, but the force of the drop tore his 
head from his body and sent it rolling down the hill into town. Many believe it is the apparition of this man they 
have seen wandering among the graves at night. 
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The Witch’s Triangle 

Image via The Witches of Whitewater 

There are so many legends of 
witchcraft in Whitewater that it has 
come to be known as the “Second 
Salem.” An old stone tower in Starin 
Park is at the center of many of these 
legends, where some believe witches 
were buried and rituals are still carried 
out to this day. But it’s the city’s three 
cemeteries - Calvary, Oak Grove, and 
Hillside - that form the Witch’s 
Triangle. All land and buildings within 
the triangle are believed to be 
haunted, and this is where the area’s 
disturbing historical legends reside. 

The Horan family moved to 
Whitewater in 1880. Within 4 years 
they were all dead. Father and Mother 
were the first to go. The majority of 
their money was left to their youngest 
daughter Agnes, who was, not 
surprisingly, the next to go. There 
were only two daughters left, Nellie 
and Annie, when the latter succumbed 
to the same fate as befell the others. 
Suspicion fell on Nellie when a 
chemical analysis revealed strychnine 

Nellie’s motive to be the sole recipient of her parent’s estate was clear. But when a witness came forward who saw 
Nellie purchase a quantity of strychnine just a few days prior to Annie’s death, Nellie knew the secrets of her 
murderous scheme were unraveling. Death, she decided, would be better than facing the consequences, and she 
consumed the remaining poison herself. Before the final throes carried her from this world, Nellie confessed to the 
poisoning of her entire family, as well as one other victim who remains unidentified to this day. 

Nellie Horan’s grave can be found in Whitewater’s Calvary Cemetery. Legendary axe murderer and self-professed 
witch Mary Worth, whom many believe cursed the town, is also said to reside there. 

In 1889, the Morris Pratt Institute was established in Whitewater to study spiritualism. Residents called it the 
Spook Temple. There, spiritualists used seances, talking boards, planchettes, and other methods to pierce the veil 
and communicate with the dead. Did these conjurations leave the town full of restless spirits? 

The grave of Morris Pratt himself can be found in Hillside Cemetery. 

According to legend, a coven of witches used to conduct rituals in the Oak Grove Cemetery in the 1800s. 

The coffin of a baby girl was dug up from one of these cemeteries and left on the steps of a building at the nearby 
UW-Whitewater campus during the week of Halloween in 1970. 

For more check out the Whitewater Spirit Tour. 

Rienzi Cemetery 



Whitewater cemetery, part of the Witch's Triangle 

in her sister’s stomach. 
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William Tallmadge, the son of brief 
Wisconsin Territory governor Nathaniel 
Potter Tallmadge, was just 19 years 
old when he died on June 12, 1845. 

He was buried upon the top of a hill on 
his family’s land known as Rienzi Hill. 
Possibly spurred by this loss, 

Nathaniel became a spiritualist. 

Many of Nathaniel’s experiences 
communicating with the dead through 
various mediums were recorded in the 
1853 book Spiritualism, Volume 1. He 
wrote that his youngest daughter, then 
13, “plays the piano on the instruction 
of the spirits.” She had never played 
piano before in her life and had no understanding of notes, he claimed, until one day she sat down at the keys and 
played Beethoven’s Grand Waltz. 

The gravestone of Abby Tallmadge, 
bom into spirit-life 

The same year Spiritualism was 
published, Tallmadge donated the hill 
and the surrounding eight and a half 
acres of his farm for use as a public 
cemetery. Since then, Rienzi has 
become the final resting place of Civil 
War generals, senators, congressmen, 
athletes, musicians, and, depending 
on who you ask...witches. 

At the very back of the cemetery 
stands a lone monument and a plot 
marked by four small cornerstones. This, according to legend, is the Witch’s Circle. As the story goes, nuns from a 
religious order known as the Sisterhood of the Nativity were getting pregnant and performing witchcraft. The 
women were excommunicated from the church and, upon their deaths, buried in unconsecrated ground at the 
back of the cemetery. Some claim to have found a witch’s house somewhere in the woods behind the circle, as 
well as a glowing gateway to Hell that opens at night. 




Historic Rienzi Cemetery in Fond du Lac, Wl 



The Witch's Circle in Rienzi Cemetery 


Rienzi Cemetery is just down the road 
from the notorious Witherell house. 

Does your local cemetery have any 
strange or creepy legends? Let us 
know in the comments below! 
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WEHT Staff Reports Published: October 23, 2017, 9:30 pm Updated: October 23, 2017, 9:31 pm 

EVANSVILLE, Ind. (WEHT) — What many believe to be one of the world’s most haunted libraries lies at the heart 
of downtown Evansville. 

The Willard Library has been recognized nationally for its famous “Grey Lady.” 

24-Hour News 8’s sister station WEHT stopped by the library to see if they could catch a glimpse of the mysterious 
visitor as Halloween is just a week away. 

In 1885, William Carpenter opened Willard Library in Evansville. 

“When he passed away, he left most his money to the library and not his family, which didn’t go over very well,” 
said adult services librarian Arrika Dedmond. 

So, his daughter Louise sued the library but lost, which is why many believe she is still lingering around today, 
known as the Grey Lady. 

“We call her a poltergeist because she likes to make herself known. She likes to move things around,” said 
Dedmond. 

People say she appears as a dark apparition, clothed in a long gray dress with a veil. 

In the 1930s, a janitor claimed he saw her repeatedly in a basement hallway, but no one believed him. To this day, 
the sightings haven’t stopped. 

“Some people have said they smell, like, an old musty perfume. Some have said they feel cold air rush over them 
like opening a freezer door,” said Dedmond. 

Many staff members claim to have seen books randomly falling from shelves and even figures in security cameras. 

In 2015, an employee saw a dark transparent figure on a security camera. When she looked closer, it looked back 
and then disappeared. 

Cameras are set up on every floor, broadcast live online for people to see if they can catch a glimpse. 

“We get about 40 million hits on those cams a year, so there are a lot of ghost hunters out there.” 

But the children’s story area seems to be her favorite spot. 

“We’ve had multiple paranormal groups in here. They all say there’s something going on with the electromagnetic 
fluctuation in the story room.” 

On Monday, it was silent. The staff said the Grey Lady only comes around occasionally, so her mystery continues. 

If you want to try to see the Grey Lady for yourself, the library is offering their last set of haunted tours this 
Thursday through Saturday. 

Information can be found here. 

Ghost cameras can be found here. 

WISH-TV 

©2000-2017 LIN Television of Texas, LP, a Nexstar Broadcasting, Inc. company. All rights reserved. 
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Lincoln funeral train that brought Mr. Lincoln through Indiana and Irvington, so we won’t revisit that journey either. 
What is lesser known is the attempt to kidnap the martyred President’s corpse from it’s peaceful repose in quiet 
Oak Ridge cemetery by a gang of ruthless counterfeiters. And of course, it has a Hoosier connection. 

On the night of November 7th, 1876 a gang of Chicago Irish counterfeiters broke into the hallowed tomb at 
Springfield and actually succeeded in cracking open the sarcophagus and partially removing the casket that 
contained the remains of Abraham Lincoln. An unthinkable national atrocity today, but barely even a crime back 
then. 

The hapless gang was organized by Windy City crime boss Big Jim Kennelly, leader of one of the nation’s largest 
counterfeiting rings headquartered in central Illinois. Early in 1876, Kennelly’s most talented counterfeit plate 
engraver, Benjamin Boyd, was arrested and sentenced to a ten year stretch in the state penitentiary in Joliet, 
Illinois. Big Jim Kennelly had literally lost the goose that laid the golden egg. Kennelly came up with a plan to 
pressure the governor to release his man that was as daring as it was reckless. Kennelly recruited two men on the 
fringe of the criminal community, saloonkeeper Terence Mullen and occasional plug nickel manufacturer Jack 
Hughes, to form a crew whose purpose it was to kidnap Lincoln’s body. For ransom, the gang would demand 
$200,000 in gold, prosecutorial immunity and a full pardon for bogus bill-maker Boyd. 

Believe it or not, as crazy as it sounds today, the plot actually made perfect sense at the time. In theory that is. 
After all, body snatching was a fairly common occurrence in those days, with the stolen bodies either sold to 
medical schools for cash (no questions asked) or held for ransom money from the decedent’s grieving family. 
Although Lincoln was quickly ascending to the heights of secular sainthood a decade after his untimely death, the 
cemetery that was his final resting place was relatively unprotected. 

After all, who would ever dream of stealing Abraham Lincoln’s body? The plot, however poorly planned and 
haphazardly executed, actually had a good chance of succeeding. There were a couple minor details that surfaced 
at the start that seemed hard to overcome. Big Jim Kennelly certainly wasn’t going to get his hands dirty and 
neither Mullen nor Hughes had any previous body-snatching experience. So they invited a loudmouthed, boastful 
hoodlum they met in their Chicago headquarters bar named Lewis G. Swegles to join their gang. Swegles bragged 
that he was the “king of the grave robbers.” Problem was, this loudmouthed, boastful hoodlum was a paid 
informant (then known as a “roper”) for the United States Secret Service. 

The gang decided that they would break into the unguarded tomb under cover of night, remove the padlock with a 
hacksaw, lift the front off the above ground marble sarcophagus, slide the casket out, put Lincoln’s body in a long 
sack, slide the empty casket back into place, replace the front so that no-one would notice, place Lincoln’s body 
into the back of a horse-drawn wagon, and then transport Honest Abe’s corpse to the Indiana Dunes where it was 
to be hidden in the sand hills there. After Lincoln’s body was well hidden and while the nation was in an uproar 
over the theft, the gang would demand the hefty ransom and go back to a life of counterfeiting. It must be noted 
that in 1876, the United States Treasury had not yet perfected the art of a unified national currency and their 
greenbacks were easily faked and hard to detect. 

The plan was to break into the burial vault on a night when the entire country was sure to be preoccupied, 
distracted and otherwise indisposed. Thanksgiving? Christmas Eve? Fourth of July? No, none of the above. The 

http://weeklyview.net/2017/09/21/abraham-lincoln-grave-robbers-part-1/ 


1/3 





10/1/2017 


Abraham Lincoln Grave Robbers, Part 1 | Weekly View 

gang chose the night of the Presidential Election. That is the ONLY thing this “gang that couldn’t shoot straight” did 
right during the whole affair. They lucked out beyond their wildest dreams, for the Presidential election of 1876 was 
one of the most disputed and controversial elections in American history. 

Democrat Samuel J. Tilden of New York beat Republican Rutherford B. Hayes in the popular vote, and had 184 
electoral votes to Hayes’s 165, with 20 votes uncounted. These 20 electoral votes were in dispute in three states: 
Florida, Louisiana, and South Carolina. The 20 disputed electoral votes were ultimately awarded to Hayes after a 
bitter legal and political battle, giving him the victory. Sounds familiar doesn’t it? This quirk of fate would prove to 
be a perfect cover for an imperfect and ill-considered crime. 

One other detail working in the gang’s favor was Illinois law itself. All of the participants were hoodlums and as 
with all criminals they possessed a better-than-average knowledge of the law and it’s loopholes. Undoubtedly, the 
brash fearlessness of the tomb robbers’ plot was in part due to their knowledge that Illinois only punished 
convicted grave robbers with a year in county jail. In other words, they could do the crime because they could 
afford to do the time. This knowledge was certainly secreted safely inside their brains as the three would-be body 
snatchers climbed over the fence several hundred yards behind the Lincoln tomb. 

At first, everything was progressing smoothly, especially for Big Jim Kennelly who was safely tending bar 200 
miles away in Chicago. Mullin, Hughes and informant Swegles climbed the hill behind the tomb undetected. The 
glow of their oil lamps was obscured by black canvas covers to hide their approach. As they peered into the inky 
darkness through the bars of the ornate gated door that protected the burial chamber, the lamp’s cover was slightly 
lifted, illuminating the cavity. There, before them, was the gleaming white marble casement that held Abraham 
Lincoln’s body. 

The hoodlums quickly began to saw off the lock, breaking more than one blade in the attempt. Finally the lock 
gave way and the grisly task stood before them. The gang pried loose the foot stone upon which the immortal 
words from Lincoln’s second Inauguration address, “With Malice Towards None, With Charity For AN” were artfully 
carved onto. Now all that separated the robbers from the hallowed remains of our sixteenth President was a thin 
layer of wood in the form of a coffin. For a moment, even these hard-hearted bandits could not help but stop and 
stare in awe at the thought of what they were about to do. But only for a moment. 

Unbeknownst to two of the three would-be grave robbers, a crew of detectives were hiding mere yards away in the 
tomb’s memorial hall. The lawmen waited patiently in the dark for the right moment to spring into action and nab 
the body bandits before they could steal Lincoln’s body. The first custodian of the Lincoln tomb, John Carroll 
Power, waited alongside them. The detectives had been tipped off by their man on the inside, Louis G. Swegles, 
and were now awaiting for his sign to emerge. These seasoned detectives were so nervous about the outcome 
that, while waiting, they removed their boots to ensure that they made no noise while walking around the marble 
floors of the tomb. 

The awe of the moment quickly wore off and the bandits got to work tugging, sliding, grunting and groaning as they 
attempted to remove the coffin. The gang didn’t realize that the cedar coffin had been double lined with lead back 
in 1865 in an effort to retard decomposition during the nearly 3-week-long sojourn of the funeral train from 
Washington DC to Springfield, Illinois. The lead made it nearly impossible for the three men to budge, let alone 
carry away from the tomb. They managed to get one corner out of the marble casement before collapsing from 
exhaustion. Hughes and Mullin ordered Swegles to go get the wagon and horses to carry the coffin away from the 
tomb. 

Swegles saw his chance, he left the tomb and circled around to the locked door of memorial hall and whispered 
the pre-arranged code word, “Wash” to identify himself. The massive metal door of memorial hall slowly swung 
open as the posse warily peered outside at the ghostly wide-eyed informant. Swegles heart was nearly beating out 
of his chest as he quickly explained the situation and told the detectives that now was the perfect time to catch the 
grave robbers red-handed. One of the detectives stepped outside and cocked his pistol in anticipation of the 
confrontation awaiting around the corner. The posse began to encircle the monument when suddenly, a shot rang 
out in the deserted graveyard. Somehow, the hair trigger of the lawman’s loaded gun had slipped from it’s mooring 
and the pistol shot harmlessly into the air. Although no one was injured, the gunshot sounded like cannon fire in 
the quiet bone yard. 

The detectives scurried around to the burial chamber. They leapt in expecting to catch the bandits in the act, but 
the chamber was empty. Only a few tools remained scattered about the ground as proof that the gang was ever 
there to begin with. The lawmen were too excited to notice the broken sarcophagus in the darkness. They exited 
the tomb in pursuit of the bandits, whom they were certain were cowering somewhere in the cemetery or perhaps 
even in another part of the tomb itself. Guns, graves, darkness, and adrenaline. Yeah, this was going to work out 
just fine. 

Stay tuned for Part 2. 
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Al Hunter is the author of the “Haunted Indianapolis” and co-author of the “Haunted Irvington” and “Indiana 
National Road” book series. His newest book is “Bumps in the Night. Stories from the Weekly View.” Contact Al 
directly at Huntvault@aol.com or become a friend on facebook. 
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Last week, I told you the story of the failed attempt to steal Abraham Lincoln’s body from it’s final 
resting place at Oak Ridge Cemetery in Springfield, Illinois. The attempt took place on November 7, 
1876; Presidential election night in America. The covert-cadaver-caper was concocted by a group of 
bumbling Chicago Irish counterfeiters tuned grave robbers. The body snatchers succeeded in 
breaking into the sacred tomb of our sixteenth President and partially removing the 500-lb. coffin 
from it’s protective sarcophagus before being discovered by a group of U.S. Secret Service agents. 
These Federal agents were tipped off by an informant within the gang and were secretly hiding in 
another part of the tomb waiting for the right moment to catch the thieves red-handed. The lawmen 
burst into the burial chamber only to discover that the pair of body bandits had escaped. Of course, 
it didn’t help that one of the agents’ guns accidentally discharged upon exiting the hiding place in the 
memorial hall area of the tomb. 

What should have been an easy collar now turned into an adrenaline charged terrifying pursuit 
through a darkened graveyard. The agents had no idea where the bandits might be hiding, so they 
fanned out in an attempt to find the ghouls. Part of the search took place atop the observation 
platform above the burial chamber itself. At one point, the agents believed they had cornered the 
bandits and a frantic gunfight ensued. The pistol shots and “surrender” shouts rang out from column 
to column atop the sacred monument until agents finally realized they were firing at each other. 

It was soon discovered that the grave robbers had indeed heard that first shot and skedaddled like 
scared rabbits into the protective grasp of the boneyard’s inky darkness. They scurried back over 
the same fence they had most recently climbed over to get to the tomb and were now running for 
their lives. Have no fear, true to form, it wasn’t much of a getaway. The gang headed straight back to 
their saloon in Chicago where they were rounded up and arrested on November 16, 1876. 

Abraham Lincoln’s son Robert hired a group of lawyers to prosecute the gang of grave robbers. The 
case didn’t come to trial for eight months. Finally, the trial began, and the grave robbers were 
convicted and sentenced to one year in Joliet State Penitentiary. The crime? Stealing Abraham 
Lincoln’s body? No, there were no state laws against grave robbing at that time in Illinois, so the 
robbers were only convicted of the theft of the coffin itself. On June 22, 1877, a train took the 
convicted tomb robbers to the prison to begin their terms. Three years later, the Illinois legislature 
revised its statute on robbing graves with a penalty of up to 10 years in the state prison. The gang 
members were released from prison and soon disappeared from the pages of history 
The original group of arresting officers were accompanied by the tomb’s first Custodian, John Carroll 
Power. After the failed robbery, Power was haunted by a recurring nightmare of grave robbers 
spiriting away the body of Lincoln. After many sleepless nights, Power decided to remove the 
President’s body from the public crypt and hide it in another area of the tomb. From that moment on, 
the thought of protecting Lincoln’s body from grave robbers became the driving force of Power’s life. 
He formed a vigilance group of Springfield citizens, known as the “Lincoln Guard of Honor”, whose 
job was to protect the hallowed remains of Abraham Lincoln. The group included a railroad ticket 
agent, an innkeeper, and a bank clerk, none of whom had known Lincoln in life. 

In his book Stealing Lincoln’s Body historian Thomas J. Craughwell described the hiding place as 
the “basement” or “cellar” of the tomb. The only problem with that statement is that the Lincoln tomb 
does not have a basement. In reality, the area where Mr. Power hid the President’s body is on the 
same level as the crypt. Power buried the railsplitter’s body in a utility area in a back room of the 
tomb. He covered it with lumber, tarps and paint cans to further disguise it. The only people that 
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knew Mr. Lincoln’s remains were secreted there were the members of the Lincoln Guard of Honor. 
Here the President’s corpse remained for decades as untold numbers of visitors to the tomb gazed 
upon Lincoln’s empty sarcophagus unaware it was no longer there. Today the one-time hiding place 
is a jumble of broken bricks and shards of mortar left over from the many tomb renovations made by 
succeeding generations over the years. 

In the years following the reburial, the Lincoln Guard of Honor kept their secret faithfully. The group 
disbanded in 1901, when Robert, the president’s only surviving child, decided to have his father’s 
body permanently entombed in a steel cage, lowered into a 10-foot-waterproof vault, and buried 
under tons of wet concrete. Mr. Lincoln remains there today. 

Perhaps the one entity that benefited most from the failed crime was the United States Secret 
Service. Their protection of Mr. Lincoln’s body eventually led to protecting the office of the 
presidency itself. Not to mention, the primary purpose of the Secret Service remains the arrest and 
prosecution of counterfeiters. 

Having visited Oak Ridge cemetery every year for the past decade or so, I have often wondered 
what the tomb’s surroundings looked like on the night of that failed body snatching. The November 
8, 1876 Chicago Tribune newspaper described the scene as: “About 6:30 five men went out to 
Oakwood and concealed themselves in Memorial Hall, inside the monument, to await 
developments. One man was posted in the labyrinth in the rear, so called because of the walls 
running in different directions and making numerous passage ways, these walls supporting the 
terrace...No traces of the thieves being discovered, the party returned to the catacomb. The body is 
inclosed in a lead casket. This is surrounded by a cedar case, and the receptacle of these is a 
marble sarcophagus. The latter had a double lid, the upper one not being as large as the other. Both 
had been pried of with a chisel or an ax, and somewhat chipped in the operation. The under lid was 
laid crosswise on the casket, the head-piece on the floor, and the upper lid standing against the wall. 
The casket itself was pulled about a foot from the body of the sarcophagus, and a small piece had 
been taken off the floor, where an ax with the edge full of marble-dust, and ordinary chisel, and a 
pair of nippers were. The other tools had evidently ben taken away since the lock on the iron-grated 
door had been sawed off. It should be stated that the sarcophagus was in the catacomb and not in 
the crypt, being thus placed in order that visitors might see it. The damage done is comparatively 
little. Only one motive can be attributed to these despoilers of the grave, and that is the hope of 
reward for the restoration of the remains. If they had succeeded in carrying them off, it certainly 
could not have been their intention to take away the casket, for it must weigh from five hundred to 
six hundred pounds, and half a dozen men could not have carried it to the fence to transfer to a 
wagon on the road. It is more than likely that they intended to cut open the casket, and gather up the 
bones and dust of the martyred President and carry them away.” 

The idea of stealing the body of Abraham Lincoln, spiriting it away to the sand dunes of northern 
Indiana and hiding it there until a ransom was paid and a criminal released from jail, seems absurdly 
preposterous to our modern sensibilities. But it really happened and even though there isn’t much 
left at the Lincoln tomb to corroborate the events of that night, should you ever find yourself visiting 
Oak Ridge cemetery, proof is just a short walk away. Located in section 25 on a hilltop overlooking 
the final resting place of his former charge is the grave marker of custodian John Carroll Power. 
Power’s epitaph, chiseled in stone, reads: “Custodian of the National Lincoln Monument from 
Oct. 1874 to January 11, 1894. Was on duty the night of Nov. 7, 1876 when ghouls attempted to 
steal the body of President Lincoln.” Power died on duty (January 12,1894) while standing on the 
corner waiting for the streetcar to take him to the tomb. And there he remains ever faithful on the 
lookout for grave robbers for all eternity. 

Al Hunter is the author of the “Haunted Indianapolis” and co-author of the “Haunted Irvington” and 
“Indiana National Road” book series. His newest book is “Bumps in the Night. Stories from the 
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Weekly View.” Contact Al directly at Huntvault@aol.com or become a friend on facebook. 
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I recently found the following account: 

I was in 2nd grade. I don't know if it was the spring or the fall of 1967, but it was during recess and the 
weather was warm enough to play outside. My classmate and I walked to the side of the school 
(Peebles Elementary, North Allegheny School district in Pittsburgh) during recess. All of the other 
children were in the main play area at the back of the school. Our school janitor, Mr. Swann, 
appeared and waved us over toward the basement area of the school. There was an entryway into 
the furnace room of the school. Mr. Swann told us to come over and see what was in the furnace 
room. Inside, there was a small "jetson-like" disc. It would have been about the size of a volkswagon 
beetle. It had seating for two. I don't have a clear memory of the vehicle except that it was a silver 
grey metallic color, very smooth. I can't clearly remember the roof of the craft but I think it was clear or 
missing entirely. I vaguely remember a panel of controls and something like blue vinyl seats. My 
friend said "Mr. Swann caught the flying saucer in the baseball field of the school." I remember her 
sliding down against the wall and falling asleep. Then a small grey man appeared from behind the 
furnace. I remember laughing because my girlfriend fell asleep, and then being amazed at the little 
man. He was about the same size as me. I was not afraid of him at all. He talked to me in my head 
and through feelings and thoughts. He never moved his mouth. He had skin the color and shading 
like ashes from a cigarette. I don't recall any clothing or any sexual characteristics about him. He had 
large black eyes, but they were kind and sincere. He had no nose, maybe just a couple small holes, 
and his mouth was just sort of a line. It did not open. I dont remember any ears. He had long arms for 
the size of his body and I think only 4 fingers on each hand, which seemed very long. He kept his 
arms to his sides. He had two legs and his feet seemed different somehow from ours, I simply cannot 
remember exactly what they were like. His body was childlike, not muscular at all. 

He said to me in my head, "We are here, to remind you, who you are." I still, to this day, have no idea 
what he meant! (I am now 49) Somehow, I was able to know how the flying saucer worked. It had 
something to do with a force of energy which pushed out at the bottom of the craft, along with a 
corresponding force which sucked in. It makes me think of what a hover craft is like only with much 
more force and no sound. This was what was broken on the craft and the janitor had taken it inside to 
hide it while the entity was repairing it. There was another little man somewhere in the room who was 
injured from the "crash." I have no recollection of him except for the sensing that he was there and 
that he was hurt. 

My mother recalls me coming home from school and talking about Mr. Swann and the flying saucer, 
(Mom was concerned about me being escorted into the basement of the school by the janitor, but 
after asking me several questions was satisfied that nothing inappropriate had occured). But I never 
mentioned the little man. Something tells me I wasn't supposed to remember the man until later in life. 
Because, I did not remember the man until I was 29. My school friend only remembers the craft, and 
described it as having no bolts or rivets (she grew up with a dad who flew a small plane and would 
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know those terms to describe a plane). She has no recollection of a "little man" but then again, she 
had fallen asleep when he appeared! 

I've told this story to friends and family only, for fear of being ridiculed. My children are in this school, 
and it's been remodeled. I have never asked anyone at the school about the craft or dear Mr. Swann. 

He's got to be in his 80's now. 

I sure wish I knew what the little man was referring to when he said they were here to remind me who 
I was! 
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The Life and Bizarre Death of “Necro-Entrepreneur” Locusta, 

the World’s First Known Serial Killer dirtysexyhistory.com 

Little is known about the world’s first serial killer, which is perhaps why accounts of Locusta’s death 
are . . . eccentric? 

Here’s what we do know: Locusta hailed from Gaul, the outer province of Ancient Rome now known 
as France. Trained in herbs, she mastered the system of “patronage” and made a name for herself 
as a reliable assassin - or as Dr. Katherine Ramsland calls Locusta’s business, “necro- 
entrepreneur.” [1] To Locusta’s benefit, Rome brimmed with wealthy, would-be-patrons, eager to 
hasten the death of rich relatives. These clients also reliably bailed Locusta out of prison when 
events didn’t unfold per plan. 

In AD 54, Empress Agrippina, the fourth wife—and niece—of Emperor Claudius, grew tired of her 
uncle/husband. She conspired with Locusta to murder Claudius in order to place her son from a 
previous marriage, Nero, on the throne. The Emperor, however, proved a challenging mark. Not only 
was he armed with taste testers, he also had a ghastly habit of vomiting each meal by tickling his 
throat with a feather in order to indulge again—a quirk which limited the time any poison could act. 

But Claudius’ habit was not a challenge for Locusta’s ingenuity. Undercover, Locusta managed to 
avert the taste tester and serve the Emperor death cap mushrooms, likely flavored with aconite.[2] 
When symptoms of poisoning appeared, Agrippina gave Claudius a feather to purge the poison, but 
Locusta had laced that as well. 

Suffering, the Emperor called for his personal physician, Xenophon, whom the devious women also 
had in their pocket. So when Xenophon gave Claudius a healing enema, he added poison to the mix 
as well. Claudius suffered a heinous death and eventually perished on October 13. 

While Locusta was subsequently imprisoned in AD 55, Nero sought to secure his throne by 
contracting Locusta to craft a poison to murder Claudius’ son, Britannicus. When the concoction 
failed initial tests, Nero flogged Locusta with his own hands.[5] Motivated, her second attempt 
succeeded and the pair was ready for Britannicus. 

During Roman times, it was customary to dilute wine with hot water. Britannicus was served wine 
that was too hot and when he called for cold water, Locusta’s poison was secretly waiting in the 
pitcher. 

Upon Britannicus’s death, Nero bestowed Locusta with pardons, lands, lavish gifts, and condemned 
prisoners for experimentation. He also sent pupils to study with the poison master. 

But all good things come to an end. In AD 68, the Roman Senate tired of Nero’s rogue practices and 
the Emperor took his own life with a dagger before facing punishment. The Senate’s attention then 
turned towards Locusta, and without protection from the Emperor, she was convicted with an 
execution sentence. 

Some accounts say Locusta was smeared with vaginal juices of a female giraffe, raped by a 
specially trained male giraffe, and then torn apart by wild animals. [1] While that tale tantalizes the 
imagination, it is more likely she was led through the city in chains and executed by human hands. 
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I first came across Locusta’s story last fall, struck by the statement the world’s first serial killer was a 
woman. Even as a modern, non-traditional gal, it contradicted my expectation. My mind pondered 
what had motivated a female from Gaul to pursue such violence. What possessed Locusta to reach 
so far beyond expectation, to fulfill her sadistic cravings with poison? Where would she have learned 
her craft? How would she have honed the alchemy? The musings manifested in my historical fiction 
thriller, Apricots and Wolfsbane. 

K.M. Pohlkamp 
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5 thoughts on “The Life and Bizarre Death of “Necro-Entrepreneur” Locusta, the World’s 
First Known Serial Killer 

1 . 

Reblogged this on Arthur M Harper and commented: 

The original serial killer. Great read. 

Arthur M Harper, October 22, 2017 at 3:27 am 

2 . 

Thank you for having me on your blog Jessica! 

kmpohlkamp , October 22, 2017 at 7:38 am 

3. 

Reblogged this on K.M. Pohlkamp - Author Website. 
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kmpohlkamp , October 22, 2017 at 7:38 am 

4. 

What a great story! Certainly an interesting woman, and such mystery as to where she came 
from. 

justhistoryposts , October 23, 2017 at 11:45 am 

5. 

I have a quibble, technically she seems to have been a hired killer or hitwoman rather than a 
serial killer. Still, I’d like to have seen her business card. 

busterggi, October 27, 2017 at 3:00 pm 
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This nifty little ghost story was recorded by Jonathan Ceredig 
Davies in his "Folk-lore of West and Mid-Wales," 1911: 

There was a farmhouse in a certain part of West Wales, in 
which a large and respectable family lived. But there was 
one room in the house haunted by a troublesome spirit 
which often cried out in a mournful voice, “Hir yw’r dydd, a 
hir yw’r nos, a hir yw aros Arawn” (long is the day, and 
long is the night, and long is waiting for Arawn). Things 
went on in this manner for a long time, and not one hardly 
ventured to open the door of that room. But one cold 
winter evening when every member of the family sat 
around the fire, before supper, somebody called at the door of the house, and a stranger was 
welcomed in to warm himself by the fire. The stranger asked for some food and a bed for the night. 

He was told he was welcomed of food, but that they were sorry they could not offer him a bed, as all 
the beds were hardly enough for themselves, and that the only spare bed-room in the house was 
haunted. Then the stranger begged to be allowed to sleep in that room, as he felt sure that there was 
nothing to do him harm there. The man appeared very tired, and spoke but little except in reply to 
questions, and when it was found out that his name was “Arawn,” all the family looked into each’s 
face in great surprise. The stranger presently went to bed in the haunted room, and strange to say 
everything was quiet in that room that night, that is, no spirit was heard as usual crying and moving 
things about. When the family got up next morning, the first thing was to find out what kind of night 
the stranger passed in the haunted room, but to the surprise of all the man was gone, and the ghost 
was also gone, for the room was never haunted afterwards. 


Posted by Undine at 4:56 AM 
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Newsflash from the Past: No Trace Found of ‘Witch- 
Woman’ 

LOS ANGELES, November 15, 1929 — (UP) — Police said 
today that had no trace of the so-called “witch woman,” 
hunted for beating 4-year-old Tommy Hetherington last 
Wednesday after luring the boy from his mother’s parked 
automobile. 

Several suspects have been taken into custody, it was said, 
but were released when they established identity 

Eleven children in Los Angeles have been spanked by a 
mysterious woman during the last nine months. 


The Story: 

On Wednesday, November 13, 1929, a mysterious woman abducted four-year-old Tommy Hetherington from his 
mother’s car at the corner of Fifty-first street and Broadway. She then took him behind a neighboring house, pulled 
down his pants and whipped him, using her hand. Afterwards, the woman promised to buy him candy for being a 
good boy if he followed her to South Park. He complied and she led him inside a park restroom, pulled down his 
pants a second time and whipped him with a switch she had snatched from a bush. Afterwards, a traumatized 
Hetherington mysteriously appeared alone at his aunt’s house on East Forty-ninth Street. 

Hetherington’s parents called the police, who investigated the crime. An off duty police Officer named Quivanen 
admitted that he had seen the mystery woman leading Hetherington behind a house close to where he lived. He 
also told detectives that he thought the woman and child were friends of his neighbor and that the woman was not 
behaving in a suspicious manner. 

Quivanen described the Witch-Woman as being an “American, French woman or Italian, 35 to 40 years of age, 
five feet six inches in height, weighing 175 pounds, heavily set, dark complexion, round face, black, straight, short 
bobbed hair, wearing a one piece black dress of light-weight material, light-colored stockings, and black oxfords, 
no hat, coat or purse. ” 

Earlier that year, on January 16, 1929, three-year-old Bobby Henry was taken from a department store on 
Broadway by a “gray-haired woman wearing glasses.” The beaten child was later found in an empty house located 
at 1128 Manhattan Place. A police investigation at the location found pieces of a glass lens on the floor and were 
convinced that the child had kicked the abductor in the face. 

An investigation into the Henry beating led police detectives to question 49-year-old Mrs. May Lake, who had 
wandered into an “optical shop” with a black eye and a broken pair of seeing glasses. Mrs. Lake convinced 
detectives that she was not in the vicinity of the incident at the time of the attack. 

Then on November 15,1929, two days after Hetherton was attacked, the Witch-Woman struck again. Dressed as 
“an elderly woman,” she had stepped out of a “shabby automobile” to grab six-year-old Dick Catlin, who was 
standing alone on Fifty-fourth Street between 6th and 7th. The boy evaded the abduction by striking the woman on 
the hand with a rock he had been carrying. Two seven-year-old children, Frances Keeler and Bobbie Perrick, told 
detectives that they had witnessed the incident. 

Immediately following the incident, a detective visited Mrs. May Lake and discovered a scratch on her arm. Even 
though Mrs. Lake claimed that the scratch was from a recent fall, the detective arrested her for child abduction and 
assault. 
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The police brought six victims and their parents to the police station. Mrs. Lake and four other 
women, all wearing prison denims, were then marched into a room and lined up. None of the 
children identified Lake (or the others) as the Witch-Woman. During the procedure, a woman 
identified as Mrs. Sally Hanson called the police station to report that a strange woman had 
“tormented” her child in Pershing Square while she had gone shopping. Detectives went to the park 
but could not find any trace of the culprit. Detectives soon dropped Mrs. Lake as a suspect and 
released her from custody. 

On August 12, 1930, the Witch-Woman showed up at the Southern Pacific Station in downtown Los 
Angeles. While there, she singled out 10-year-old Virginia Lee Huffman, who had just arrived in Los 
Angeles with dreams of breaking into motion pictures. After Huffman’s mother had left her daughter 
in the waiting room to make a phone call, witnesses saw a “mannish-appearing woman” sit next to 
Huffman. The woman then began to slap and kick the child, who screamed for help. While many 
witnesses assumed that the Witch-Woman was Huffman’s mother punishing her child, a man 
“angered by the brutality of the whipping” intervened. The Witch-Woman turned and attacked him, 
too, before running out of the train station. One newspaper article claimed that the Witch-Woman 
had screamed out, “Red Top, come and kill this child!” before fleeing. 

On February 16, 1933, the Witch-Woman abducted and beat six-year-old Jack Fosterling. Then on 
June 17, 1933, the Witch-Woman grabbed seven-and-a-half-year-old Virginia Wilholte. After taking 
Wilholte inside a vacant house near Arlington and Santa Barbara Avenue, the Witch-Woman pulled 
down the child’s pants and beat her with a leather strap. 

A few days later, on June 22, 1933, nine-year-old Marcelle Blynne was walking home from school during the lunch 
hour when the “Witch-Woman” appeared and said, “Come here, honey, and I’ll buy you some candy.” Marcelle ran 
to her house on 4th Street, entered and locked the screen door. Marcelle told police that the Witch-Woman flashed 
a toothless grin before hurrying away. 

A new police description of the Witch-Woman was released: “American, 50 years of age, 5 feet in height, brown 
sunken eyes, no front teeth, wearing glasses, a blue dress with white apron and a hat tied under the chin with a 
white ribbon. ” 

On March 1, 1934, the Witch-Woman approached six-year-old Arthur Miller after the boy had stopped at a grocery 
store on his way home from school. She told him that his mother had died in a car accident and that he needed to 
follow her. The Witch-Woman then led Miller to the home of W.L. Donaldson (442 E. 43rd Street), where she rang 
the doorbell. When she was satisfied that no one was home, she quickly turned and began striking the child in the 
face and body with a stick she had been carrying. 


ROCK USED TO FOIL 
KIDNAPING EFFORT 



Plclc catlln 


442 E. 43rd 
Street — the 
location where 
the “Witch- 
Woman” made 
her final assault. 

The Witch- 
Woman’s house 
at 4241 S. Olive 


After the child had fallen into a semi¬ 
conscious state, the Witch-Woman ripped the 
pillow case from a porch chair and started to 
choke him as she sat on top of him. 

Around this time, the Donaldson’s car pulled 
into the driveway. As Mr. and Mrs. Donaldson 
approached the front porch, they startled the 
Witch-Woman, who quickly fled through 
bushes into a neighbor’s yard. 

The police were immediately called and a 
crowd soon gathered around the unconscious 
child. With police sirens wailing, the 
Donaldsons spotted the Witch-Woman 
“lurking” around the edge of the yard and 
called out to the police to apprehend her. Officers then arrested Betty Kocalis, a 37-year-old mother of six 
children, who lived at 4241 South Olive Street, on suspicion of kidnapping, child stealing, and assault with intent to 
do bodily harm. 



442 E. 43rd Street — the location where the “Witch-Woman” made her final assault. 
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The Witch-Woman’s house at 4241 S. Olive Street. 

innocence by telling officers that her own six-year-old daughter, Betty Jane, had been 
a few year ago. 


At the police 
station, Kocalis 
became violent 
and started 
babbling 
incoherently as 
detectives readied 
her for an 
identification test. 
Moments later, 
the Donaldsons 
and Arthur Miller 
singled her out in 
a police lineup. 
Kocalis 

proclaimed her 
beaten by the Witch-Woman 


Detectives checked into her story and discovered that they had, in fact, investigated the incident. According to their 
report, Betty Jane had been dragged into an alley and beaten by a mysterious woman described as being 50 
years old, 185 pounds with wrinkled skin and gray hair. 

District Attorneys were not convinced that Kocalis was innocent, and on March 24, 1934, her trial began with her 
husband and six children in attendance. 


Virginia Wilholte, Jack Fosterling and Arthur Miller testified that Kocalis was indeed the Witch-Woman. In fact, 
Fosterling had been beaten near Kocalis’ home. 




8YearTrail of the Phantom Witch-Woman 
WhoBeat Little Children 

Fear Pervaded a Whole City and 
Detectives Ran Dotvn Countless 
Clues As Sixteen Kiddies Became Vic¬ 
tims of Fiendish Attacks, Then 
One Little 
Boy’s 
Finger 
Pointed 
to a 
Mother 
of 
Six 


442 E. 43rd Street — the location where the “Witch-Woman” made her final 
assault. The Witch-Woman’s house at 4241 S. Olive Street. 


The children’s testimony, as reported by Los Angeles 
Times, indicated sexual abuse. To bolster this 
accusation, prosecutors accused Kocalis of molesting 
her victims by beating bare bottoms with a leather strap 
until she had reached a state of exhaustion. 

On the stand, Kocalis denied encountering Fosterling or 
Wilholte and said that she had found Miller semi¬ 
conscious in a gutter after he had been struck by a car. 
She told the jury that she had carried the unconscious 
boy to the Donaldson’s house for help. When 
prosecutors asked why she ran from the porch, she 
replied that after discovering that no one was home, she 
had gone next door to seek assistance. The prosecution 
refuted her claims by presenting medical reports on 
Miller, who had been hospitalized and treated for a 
beating, not a hit-and-run car accident. 


On June 6, 1934, the court found Kocalis guilty on all counts. Her attorneys immediately filed an insanity plea, but 
dropped it before a sanity hearing could take place. 

The court fined Kocalis $1000 and sentenced her to serve three years to life at the Tehachapi Women’s Prison. 
Her husband, Christopher, a cafe owner, stayed married to her until his death in 1959. 
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This article is from the Encyclopedia of North Carolina edited by William S. Powell. Copyright © 2006 by the 
University of North Carolina Press. Used by permission of the publisher. For personal use and not for further 
distribution. Please submit permission requests for other use directly to the publisher. 

Madstones 

by Jean B. Anderson, 2006 


Madstones have existed from antiquity in the realms of 
magic and have appeared at various times in North 
Carolina folklore. Akin to precious and semiprecious 
stones, to which fortune or healing were always 
attributed, madstones supposedly cured hydrophobia, or 
rabies, but also bites of poisonous creatures such as 
snakes and spiders. Madstones traditionally have been 
animal, vegetable, or mineral in origin and are usually 
described as porous. In Wales and England, they were 
white and pink alabaster. In the Orient, tabasheer, which 
function as madstones, are the opals of a siliceous white 
or translucent substance occasionally found in bamboo 
joints. In the Orient, Europe, and America, bezoars (gall 
stones or stomach growths of hair, fiber, or calculi) found 
in ruminant animals such as deer, buffalo, and cattle were 
used for medicinal purposes. 

People used madstones in two different ways. By far the most common usage in North Carolina was the 
application of the stone to a wound, where it adhered, exerting some suction, until it absorbed all the poison in the 
wound or all the poison it could hold. Then it fell off and was cleansed in milk or warm water, and, if necessary, 
reapplied. A less common method, used among Native Americans, was to scrape off portions of the stone and 
give it to the patient in milk. 

The source of these stones in North Carolina was usually traveling strangers who gave them to local families. 
Joseph Blount Cheshire Jr., a bishop of the Episcopal Church in North Carolina, collected much information about 
the madstone used by the Pointer family. His close friend Benjamin F. Thorp used the Pointer stone before he 
inherited his own madstone and witnessed many cures by their use. Cheshire was hard put to understand the 
phenomenon, for though dubious of the folklore, he had complete confidence in his friend's integrity. 

References: 

Joseph D. Clark, "Madstones in North Carolina," North Carolina Folklore Journal 24 (1976). 

C. J. S. Thompson, Magic and Healing (repr., 1973). 

Additional Resources: 

The Old Farmer's Almanac: http://www.almanac.com/content/try-madstone 

Image Credit: 

Pietra de mombazza, or Rhinoceros bezoar. Drawing January 1, 1753 from a letter; courtesy ofArchive.org. A 
letter from Sir Hans Sloane Baronet, Late Pr. R.S. to MArtin Folkes Esquire Pr. R. S. Containing Amounts of the 
Pretended Serpent-Stone called Pietra de Cobra de Cabelos, and of the Pietra de Mombazza or Rhinoceros 
Bezoar, Together with the Figure of a Rhinoceros with a Double Horn. Available from 
http://archive.org/details/philtrans09991290 (accessed May 30, 2012). 



Pietra de mombazza, or Rhinoceros bezoar. Drawing January 1, 1753 
from a letter; courtesy of Archive.org. 
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Comments 

Permalink Submitted by jacob luce (not verified) on Fri, 02/07/2014 - 14:08 

there is no such thing as a poisonous snake or spider. They are venomous most poison is synthetic as venom is 
naturally made. Venom is injected into the creature that gets too close to it. Poison is mainly ingested, you can 
drink venom if you don't have cuts, or injuries in your mouth, throat, or stomach. 
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https://apnews.com/d9be580009524ad59e9e3766ac10de5a 


BELFAST, Maine (AP) — A group of Mainers says Passy Pete the Lobster has predicted six more weeks of 
summer at an annual ceremony. 

The crustacean has been fished out of the Passagassawakeag River for the past three years in a tradition 
modeled after famed groundhog Punxsutawney Phil’s winter prediction in Pennsylvania. 

David Crabiel and his business partner, David Brassbridge, thought up the eccentric ceremony as a way to have 
some fun. Each year, a group of barons flank Passy Pete as he picks a scroll to determine whether Maine will see 
an extended summer or be greeted by winter. This year’s ceremony took place Monday. 

Crabiel tells WLBZ-TV (http://on.wlbz2.com/2w3mCUk) Pete’s been right the past two years. Brassbridge says 
they hope to carry on the tradition. 


Information from: WLBZ-TV, http://www.wlbz2.com 

All contents © copyright 2017 Associated Press. All rights reserved. 
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Malawi Police dispel blood sucking rumors in Mulanje - Malawi Nyasa Times - 

Malawi breaking news in Malawi nyasatimes.com 


September 17, 2017 Nellie Kapatuka -Mana 2 Comments 

Malawi Police Service (MPS) has condemned in strongest terms rumors circulating about strange people are 
sucking people’s blood in Mulanje District. 


In a statement released on Saturday, National 
Spokesperson, James Kadadzera, said the behavior 
by some people to spread negative unsubstantiated 
rumors is uncalled for as it is affecting innocent 
individuals by making them live in fear. 

“We are reminding people that rumors about blood 
suckers have been there since time immemorial but 
no case has ever been proven,” said Kadadzera in 
the statement. 

The blood sucking rumors have been circulating in 
the district for the past two weeks causing fear and 
panic among residents in the areas of Senior Chiefs 
Mabuka and Juma who border with Mozambique. 

According to the rumors, two women were allegedly 

Some alleged angry villagers are believed to have vandalized the residence of their Senior Chief Mabuka on 
Thursday accusing him of remaining quiet when the issue of the blood suckers was reported to him 

Follow and Subscribe Nyasa TV : 

2 Comments on "Malawi Police dispel blood sucking rumors in Mulanje" 

Keen Observer 

People need assurance & action not just to dispel rumours . These days there are a lot of strange things 
happening we can’t argue about that. Now when people report something investigate though you know that it’s just 
a rumour but send the officers to collaborate with the people from the affected areas & hear their story then 
investigate thereafter everybody will be happy. The police is there to serve the people., that’s their mandate. 

3 days 8 hours ago 
KHOMBWANI WA MBEWEI 

NYASATIMES. Can you please conduct your own investigations please. We hear that three people have burnt 
alive by the angry villagers and the roasted corpses are at Mulanje Hospital Mortuary. 

3 days 22 hours ago 

CttttTS 

k. T? iHnlimibreaktng onlhe nemnurEe 

Nyasatimes 
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Police spokesman James Kadadzera: No blood suckers 


attacked by blood suckers in the district. 
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Man locked in a cage for 30 years by parents who thought he was possessed by a ghost - Mirror Online 


Parents caged mentally ill son for 30 years thinking he was possessed 
by a ghost 

By Kelly-Ann Mills 11:23, 1 MAY2017 Updated 13:29, 1 MAY2017 News mirror.CO.uk 


The boy's parents said he began acting strangely when he was just six, and locked him away in the 
damp and dark cage for the rest of his life 



to lock him away. He was last let out for exercise several years 


A mentally ill man was locked in a 
cage for more than three decades 
by his parents who thought he was 
possessed by a ghost. 

His parents didn't understand his 
mental health condition and even 
tried an exorcism to 'release the evil 
spirit from him'. 

But when he returned after the 
procedure they found he was acting 
strangely and "reluctantly" decided 
ago. 


The 39-year-old was recently filmed by concerned neighbours with his hand grasping through the 
bars of his cage. 


Concerned neighbours sent the footage to medical professionals, who then arranged for him to be 
freed. 



The man was caged for more than 
30 years (Image: AsiaWire) 

Incredibly, his mum, Li Lianying, 
admitted that it was she and her 
husband who "reluctantly" put him 
inside the cage more than 30 years 
ago. 

Since the 1980s, their son, who has 
not been identified, lived alone in a 
dark and damp cage in Hepu 
County's Gongguan Township, in 

south China. 

Mrs Lianying explained it all started when the boy was just six years old. 

He went missing and was found by local villagers, who performed an exorcism on him. 

He was returned to his parents, but they said from that day he had acted strangely, leading them to 
believe he had been possessed by a ghost. 
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Man locked in a cage for 30 years by parents who thought he was possessed by a ghost - Mirror Online 



He was filmed in the cage by 
concerned neighbours (Image: 
AsiaWire) 

His mother said: "He would run 
around aimlessly on the street and 
only learnt how to say 'mum' at the 
age of 12." 

Without consulting medical experts, 
she and her husband decided to 
lock the young boy away, providing 
him with food and water through the 


metal bars. 


She added that she had last let her son out for a walk several years ago. 



His mum, Li Lianying, admitted 
locking her son away (Image: 
AsiaWire) 

The man has been taken to hospital 
for treatment and was found to be 
extremely malnourished. 

He has very limited vocabulary 
made up of incoherent screams and 
is unable to communicate. 

It is not clear if his parents will be 
charged with abuse. 
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Mary Howard, Duchess of Richmond 

By Susan Abernethy thefreelancehistorywriter.com 


Mary Howard’s life is a particularly interesting case on many different 
levels. She appears to have inherited her mother’s determined 
personality. She married the illegitimate son of King Henry VIII. After 
being widowed, she risked provoking the anger of King Henry in claiming 
her rightful jointure and resisted several attempts by her family to make 
her marry again. And she played a role in the unfortunate downfall and 
execution of her brother. 

Mary was born c. 1519 and was the younger daughter of Thomas 
Howard, third Duke of Norfolk and his second wife, Elizabeth Stafford, 
eldest daughter of Edward Stafford, Duke of Buckingham. Her childhood 
was spent in the family homes of Tendring, Kenninghall and Hundson in 
Norfolk with a couple of years spent in Ireland from 1520 to early 1522. 
She received an education commensurate with her status as the 
daughter of the premier nobleman in England. She was allegedly a great 
beauty and exceptionally intelligent. 

Mary and her elder brother Henry, Earl of Surrey had a stormy relationship. They were two years 
apart and had many of the same friends. Both being passionate, they clashed over various matters, 
especially religion. Although the Howards were Catholic, Mary would become a staunch advocate 
for church reform and a serious reader of the Bible. Surrey tried to dissuade her from reading too 
much scripture. 

Mary’s parents were strict disciplinarians. While their marriage was stable early on, it began to 
crumble after the Duke of Norfolk openly began to flaunt his official mistress, Bess Holland, the 
daughter of his secretary and household treasurer. Mary’s mother did not take kindly to this state of 
affairs and was vocal in her dissatisfaction. The Duchess would later complain of physical abuse. 
She accused her husband of abusing her after she gave birth to Mary. This was highly unusual 
behavior at this time. Both Mary and her brother Henry would support their father in this marital 
struggle. 



Holbein of Lady Mary Howard, 
Duchess of Richmond and 
Somerset 


Early in Mary’s life, a marriage was arranged for her with Lord Bulbeck, 
heir of the earl of Oxford. But this match was soon abandoned. In 
December of 1529, King Henry asked for the hand of one of the Duke 
of Norfolk’s daughters for his illegitimate son Henry Fitzroy, Duke of 
Richmond. Norfolk always maintained the king initiated the idea of the 
match but his wife later said it was first put forth by Anne Boleyn. Anne 
was the niece of the Duke of Norfolk and Mary’s cousin. The match 
between Mary and Richmond was heavily promoted by Anne. Many 
foreign brides had been mentioned for Richmond. Anne realized any 
future children from Richmond’s marriage would be a threat to her own 
children’s claims to the throne. By marrying Richmond into the Howard 
family, this threat would be defused. 

There was no dowry payment expected from Mary’s parents for the 
marriage which was unusual. This may reflect how much influence Anne Boleyn had on the king at 



Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey 
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the time. Mary’s mother was totally against this marriage, mostly due to the control Anne had 
regarding the agreement. The Duchess clashed so strongly with Anne Boleyn over this that she was 
banished from court. The Duchess was scheduled to carry Anne’s train at the ceremony elevating 
her to the peerage as the Marquess of Pembroke in September of 1532. Because her mother had 
been banished from court, Mary took her place in the ceremony. She walked in the procession 
carrying a red velvet mantle and a gold coronet. It was about this time Mary participated in an 
anthology of poems along with other courtiers known as the “Devonshire Manuscript”. The poems 
were written by Mary, her brother Surrey, Lady Margaret Douglas, Mary Shelton and others. 

In October 1532, King Henry and Anne Boleyn went to Calais for a meeting with King Francis I of 
France and they took Henry Fitzroy, the Earl of Surrey and Mary with them. Mary danced before the 
two kings with Lady Rochford, Lady Fitzwalter and others. As part of the negotiations during this 
meeting, it was agreed that Henry Fitzroy would live at the French court as a member of King 
Francis’ privy chamber. Fitzroy stayed in France until King Henry recalled him to England on August 
25, 1533. 

In April of 1533, Anne Boleyn appeared in public for the first time as Queen. Mary Howard was 
appointed as one of her ladies-in-waiting. Mary carried the chrism during the baptism of the Princess 
Elizabeth. On November 26, 1533, Mary was married to Henry Fitzroy, Duke of Richmond at 
Hampton Court. The Duke was a good friend of Mary’s brother Henry. They were both fourteen 
years old, too young to consummate their marriage so they each went their separate ways until they 
became of age. 

For New Years in 1534, Mary received gifts from King Henry as his daughter-in-law. In early 1536, 
Richmond was given Baynard’s Castle in London and plans were being made for Mary to join him 
there and begin their married life together. But in an unfortunate turn of events, Richmond died on 
July 8 leaving Mary a widow at the age of seventeen. After the death of her husband, Mary spent 
time either at court or at the Howard home of Kenninghall. Her marriage agreement provided a 
jointure for her but King Henry was avoiding paying it. Mary believed her marriage was truly valid. 
But the king was using the excuse that the marriage was not valid because it hadn’t been 
consummated. 



Henry Fitzroy, Duke of Richmond and 
Somerset by Lucas Horenbout 


Mary could not remarry until her jointure was settled and she 
needed the money to live on. She had to rely on her father for 
necessities and the money from the jointure would give her 
some independence. While she awaited her settlement, she 
was forced to sell her jewels and go into debt. Her father 
consulted lawyers and sent a steady stream of letters pressing 
her case. But he risked making Henry angry. Mary was not 
satisfied with his efforts and threatened to go to court in person. 

The Duke of Norfolk complained of her weeping and wailing 
and begging for permission to go to London to work on her 
case. She asked to be allowed to appear in person at court but 
was denied. She then wrote to Thomas Cromwell herself, 
asking him to intercede. Cromwell asked Archbishop Cranmer 
for his opinion on the marriage. Cranmer confirmed the 


marriage was valid. 
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Anne Boleyn had suffered a spectacular fall in the spring of 1536 and was executed that May. The 
Duke of Norfolk was painfully aware his influence at court was greatly diminished after the fall of his 
niece and the lack of jointure for Mary may have been due as much to this as to the argument over 
the validity of her marriage. King Henry had married Jane Seymour just ten days after Anne 
Boleyn’s death. 

Mary’s father scrambled to create ties with the Seymours whose influence was on the rise. A match 
between Mary and Thomas Seymour was arranged. Mary’s brother Surrey was furious about the 
match. Being of the old nobility of England, he didn’t like the new self-made men like the Seymours. 
Mary herself was against it. She didn’t fancy Thomas. 

In the summer of 1536, Mary herself came to the notice of the king for her participation in the affair 
between the king’s niece Lady Margaret Douglas and the half-brother of Mary’s father, Thomas 
Howard. Secret trysts between Margaret and Thomas had been arranged with Mary always being 
present. The couple actually made a pre-contract to marry. The king found out about these meetings 
and imprisoned the couple in the Tower. The king suspected the Howard family were trying to get 
closer to the throne. Thomas would die of a fever in prison but Margaret was eventually released. 
Both Margaret and Thomas made it clear Mary knew nothing of the pre-contract to marry and 
therefore she was let off the hook. 

Finally in March of 1539, King Henry granted Mary £12 per annum from Richmond’s estates. After 
the Dissolution of the Monasteries in 1540, he gave her lands and estates which raised her income 
to £744 per annum. Attempts were made to place Mary in the court of King Henry’s new wife, Anne 
of Cleves but the new Queen had brought her own attendants and Mary received no place. 

King Henry’s next wife was a cousin of Mary’s, Catherine Howard. The 
Howard family was in the ascendant again. Mary was made a member of 
Catherine’s household when she became Queen, serving as a Lady of 
the Privy Chamber under the supervision of Lady Margaret Douglas. 

Mary attended Catherine when she and Henry made their progress to 
the north of England. After the disgrace of Catherine Howard, Mary and 
Margaret were sent away from court to Kenninghall for the next 
seventeen months. 

In 1546, the Duke of Norfolk again brought up a marriage between Mary 
and Thomas Seymour along with other matches between Surrey’s and 
Edward Seymour’s children. The Seymours and the king were willing to 
consider it. Once again Mary was against the idea. She discussed the 
matter with her brother. Surrey suggested that when Mary went to the 
king to be congratulated on her betrothal, that she pretend to be 
indecisive over the marriage. 

He urged her to discuss the matter with the king and use her feminine wiles to charm him and 
become his mistress and use her position to advance the interests of the family. He believed Mary 
could gain the same type of power that he witnessed King Francis I’s official mistresses enjoy at the 
French court. Mary was infuriated with her brother for suggesting this and said she would “cut her 
own throat” before giving “consent to such a villainy”. The relationship between Mary and her 
brother would never be the same after this incident and the Seymour marriages never materialized. 
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In May of 1546, Mary was present at the official reception of Claude d’Annebault, Admiral of France 
and the new French ambassador at Greenwich. By December, King Henry was obviously ill and 
would not last long. The Seymours were starting to consolidate their power and worked to destroy 
the Howards. The Duke was old and not much of a threat. But Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey was. 

He made no secret of his ambitions to be regent for Edward, the heir of Henry VIII. 

People spoke out against Surrey and he and his father were arrested in mid-December and 
imprisoned. When men were sent to search Surrey’s home at Kenninghall, Mary was there. The 
men searched her coffers and found them bare. Mary had been forced to sell or pawn her jewels to 
pay her debts as her father was neglectful of her well-being. Mary and her father’s mistress Bess 
Holland were taken to London and interviewed. 

Mary gave the council evidence that her brother was rash and had said about the Seymours “these 
new men loved no nobility, and if God called away the King they should smart for it”. She also 
revealed that Surrey had replaced the coronet on his coat of arms with a crown and the initials H. 
and R. for Henricus Rex. When Surrey’s personal home was searched, they found armorial glass, 
paintings and plate with the arms of Edward the Confessor. Surrey was claiming he was descended 
from the Confessor even though the Garter King of Arms had determined he was not. 

Mary gave all this information in her deposition about her brother. She also recounted her 
conversation with him regarding becoming the mistress of King Henry. Mary has been criticized for 
her part in the downfall of her brother and her damning testimony. But it appears Mary was doing 
everything she could to save her father. Based on her deposition and the testimony of others, Surrey 
was executed on January 17, 1548 after a trial. King Henry VIII died on January 28. The old Duke 
was also supposed to be executed but the new king’s council didn’t want to start the reign with 
bloodshed and he remained in the Tower as a prisoner for the entire reign of King Edward VI. 

While her father was in the Tower, Mary and her mother were allowed to visit him. Mary petitioned 
for her father’s comfort and for his release from captivity. In 1548, two of her brother’s three 
daughters were put in her care. While they were in her household, she engaged the reformer John 
Foxe to tutor them. Mary applied to the king for funds to help raise her nieces and nephews and was 
given an annuity of £100. 

On November 4, 1551, Mary was present when Marie de Guise, Regent of Scotland for her 
daughter Mary Queen of Scots visited the royal court of King Edward VI. She was part of the 
procession following Marie de Guise from the Bishop’s Palace at St. Paul’s Cathedral to 
Westminster where she was received by the Duke of Northumberland and she dined with King 
Edward. When Mary Tudor became Queen, Mary started out serving in the Queen’s Privy Chamber 
beside Margaret Douglas and Anne Stanhope, Duchess of Somerset. 

But Mary didn’t remain at Queen Mary’s court for long. The Queen was not fond of Mary because 
she had been a servant of Anne Boleyn’s. Queen Mary had kept many of the estates of Mary’s 
father and had confiscated some of the estates of the Mary’s husband the Duke of Richmond. Mary 
was also a zealous promoter of the reformed religion which didn’t endear her to the new Queen. 
Mary returned to Kenninghall where she entertained and would only appear at court periodically. 
Mary’s father died in August of 1554. She greatly mourned her father’s death. In his will, he left her 
£500. 

Mary remained faithful to the New Learning and reformed faith until her death. She was a patroness 
of evangelical writers and churchmen. She died sometime in December 1555 and was buried next 
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to her husband in St. Michaels’ Church, Framlingham. 

Further reading: “Bastard Prince: Henry Vlll’s Lost Son” by Beverley A. Murphy, “Henry VIII: The 
King and His Court” by Alison Weir, “Henry Vlll’s Last Victim: The Life and Times of Henry Howard, 
Earl of Surrey” by Jessie Childs, “The Lost Tudor Princess: A Life of Margaret Douglas, Countess of 
Lennox” by Alison Weir, entry on Mary Howard in the Oxford Dictionary of National Biography 
written by Beverley A. Murphy, “The House of Howard, Volume 1 and 2” by Gerald Brenan and 
Edward Phillips Stratham 

One response 

1 . 

Sandra Deckinger says: 

September 1, 2017 at 9:45 PM 

Reading Mary’s life is fascinating. With all the ups and downs she experienced, I suspect living 
her life was not as easy as reading it. 
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Massive, Mysterious Mud Monster Wreaks Havoc on Minnesota Lake 

Brett Tingley (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/author/bbtingley/) 

October 21, 2017 (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/2017/10/21) 
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This just in from our unexplained new land mass desk: a massive and mysterious mud formation has been wreaking havoc on the 
terrified (ok, maybe just concerned) residents of Brainerd, Minnesota as it destroys decks and boats with wanton apathy. Just 
how in the world does something like a three-acre-wide bog form in the middle of a lake, break free, destroy docks and boat 
lifts, and then flee in the dead of night without anyone noticing? Who knows, but somehow, that’s exactly what happened on 
North Long Lake outside Brainerd this week. 



IT CAME FROM NORTH LONG LAKE 







The curiously large bog - a huge mass of pure evil, compacted mud, plant material, and now debris from boats and docks - has 
been unleashing muddy mayhem all along the shores of North Long Lake. Strangest of all? According to Minnesota’s StarTribune, 
no one is quite sure where the bog came from (http://www.startribune.com/mysterious-bog-on-brainerd-area-lake-is-on-the- 
move/451625183/). 



The bog is larger than three football fields. That’s handegg for all you non- 
Americans. 


Bill Schmidt, president of the North Long Lake association, told (http://www.kare11.com/news/wandering-beast-of-a-bog-wreaks- 
havoc-on-minnesota-lake/483870036) local news station KARE that the bog is a complete anomaly: 


There’s never been one ever seen this large before. It’s kind of the wild beast of North Long Lake right now. When it was out 
in the middle of the lake and the wind was blowing, it was just a monster coming at you. There’s cattails in there, there’s 
bulrush in there. There’s probably even a hundred trees in there. We’re looking for help on how would you take this thing and 
put it back where it belongs and anchor it. 


Many of the lake’s residents are pulling in their boat lifts and removing objects from the shoreline out of fears that the horrible 
bog monster might come for them next. Due to calm winds, the bog is currently waiting patiently by a swimming beach and dock 
at a summer training camp and for Minnesota school patrol guards, preparing for its next meal. 



The bog left naught but destruction in its muddy wake. 
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unique histories from the 18th and 19th centuries 
Posted on September 15, 2017by Geri Walton 

Mathematician extraordinaire Sophie Germain was born on 1 
April 1776 in Paris, France, to a wealthy silk merchant (or 
perhaps a goldsmith) named Ambroise-Frangois Germain and a 
woman named Marie-Madeline Gruguelu. Thirteen years later, in 
1789, the French Revolution broke out, and it was during this 
time that Sophie became interested in mathematics. 

Her interest in mathematics began after her parents confined her 
to her home. That was because there were many revolts and a 
lot of danger when outside. Stuck indoors, Sophie began to 
explore her father’s library and one day found a book about the 
legend of Archimedes’s death. According to legend, when 
Roman soldiers invaded Archimedes’s city, he was “so 
engrossed in the study of a geometric figure in the sand that he failed to respond to the questioning 
of a Roman soldier. As a result he was speared to death.”[1]* Archimedes’s story so impressed 
Sophie, she decided mathematics must be a very interesting subject and immediately began 
devoting herself to its study. 

When Sophie’s parents learned she was studying mathematics, they felt it was an inappropriate 
subject for the female mind. One person wrote: 

“Her family were alarmed at so much ardor, and endeavored to turn her attention to more 
ladylike pursuits. They tried the plan of putting out her fire and taking away her clothes at 
night, but she found in the morning wrapped up in blankets, absorbed in her studies in a 
room so cold that the ink was frozen in the inkstand.”[2] 

Sophie could not be dissuaded from mathematics. Her family finally realized that she was 
determined and they saw that her desire was so strong they yielded, “and she was allowed to 
dispose of her time and her talents at her pleasure.”[3] When the Ecole Polytechnique was founded, 
as it was not open to women, 

“Sophie ... was ... anxious to profit by so valuable a means of instruction, she procured 
for herself students’ note-books specially of the courses in chemistry of Fourcroy, and in 
analysis of Lagrange. She did more. The students were in the habit of handing in to the 
professors [such as Lagrange, Prony, Fourcroy, and others], at the end of a course, their 
observations in writing on the lectures ... under the supposed name of a student, Le 
Blanc, she sent her note-books to Lagrange. He noticed them, publicly praised them, 
found out their real author, and, having made her acquaintance, became the friend and 
counselor of the young mathematician.”[4] 

Several years later when the German mathematician Carl Friedrich Gauss produced “Theory of 
Numbers,” Sophie examined it and sent Gauss (under the name of Le Blanc) her notes. She wrote 
that she hoped “he will not disdain to enlighten with his advice an enthusiastic amateur of that 
science which he cultivates with such brilliant success.”[5] However, Sophie was no amateur and 
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Gauss knew it. He answered Le Blanc and a correspondence between 
the two ensued, and Gauss did not discover it was Sophie writing him 
for several years. 

Sophie in the meantime continued to study and learn. Then Napoleon 
decided to offer an extraordinary prize to explain the theory of elastic 
surfaces, with the prize being presented through the Institut de France. 
Sophie was the only person to enter in 1808. She did not win, but she 
was on the correct path. Two years later she sent a second memoir and 
this one received an honorable mention. Undeterred, Sophie tried a 
third time on 8 January 1816. This time she won the prize. The Institute 
praised her and invited her to attend their sessions as this was “the 
highest honor that this famous body ever conferred on a woman.”[6] 
However, the world at large either briefly noted her achievement or 
ignored her achievement altogether. 

In 1894, it was stated of Sophie’s abilities in this field that 

“[Sophie’s] equation for elastic plates is still the fundamental equation of the theory. 

[However,] her boundary-equations have not stood the test of time; Poisson, fourteen 
years later, gave a different set of boundary-equations based upon a different 
hypothesis, and Kirchoff, in 1850, show that neither hypothesis was tenable, and that 
neither set of equations was correct.”[7] 

Sophie continued to study after winning the Institut’s prize. She also 
attended sessions at the Academy of Sciences and stayed abreast of 
research conducted by her contemporaries. She then contributed to the 
“Annales de Physique et de Chimie," which related to the laws of 
movement of elastic solids. However, Sophie’s best work was in number 
theory, and her most significant contribution to number theory dealt with 
Fermat’s Last Theorem. In an unpublished manuscript entitled “Remarque 
sur I’impossibilite de satisfaire en nombres entiers a /'equation xp + yp = 
zp,” Sophie demonstrated that any counterexamples to Fermat’s theorem 
for p>5 must be numbers around 40 digits long. Her brilliant theorem is 
known only because of a footnote in Legendre’s treatise on number 
theory, where he used it to prove Fermat’s Last Theorem for p = 5. In 
addition, Sophie proved or nearly proved several results that were 
Lagrange. 

Besides Sophie’s superb mathematical abilities, she was amazing in other ways. One person noted: 

“There are many testimonials to the charm of her character and of her conversation. She 
was imbued with a pure love of science, and she was remarkably indifferent to her own 
fame. She rejoiced when ideas which she had let fall in conversation were appropriated 
by others. It made no difference, she said, from whom an idea came; it was only of 
consequence that is should be true and useful. ... Virtue she looked upon as a sense of 
order... Her conversation as full of gaiety and freshness, and bore constant marks of 
originality of thinking, and of a poetic handling of her thoughts.”[8] 



Sophie Germain. Courtesy of 
Wikipedia. 


erroneously attributed to 



Carl Friedrich Gauss. Courtesy of 
Wikipedia. 
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In 1829, Sophie learned she had breast cancer. Before her death Gauss 
had convinced the University of Gottingen to give her an honorary degree. 
Unfortunately, Sophie died at the age of fifty-five on 27 June 1831. She was 
buried at France’s famous Pere Lachaise Cemetery. 

Sophie’s memory and her amazing accomplishments have been 
memorialized in France in several ways since her death. First, a state girl’s 
school was established and named after her (Ecole Sophie Germain), 
second, a street (Rue Sophie Germain) exists, and, lastly, the Sophie 
Germain prize, an annual award was established in 2003 by the Foundation 
Sophie Germain. This Academy of Science in Paris confers the award in 
honor of a French mathematician for his or her research in the foundations 
of mathematics. 

‘Either the history book or Sophie’s conclusion about Archimedes was 
wrong as Archimedes did not die because of his focus on geometry. Rather 
he was the “brains” behind Syracuse’s defenses as it was his idea to build catapults and create a 
mirrored system that caused the sails of the Roman ships to catch fire. 

References: 

• [1] Pickover, Clifford A., Wonders of Numbers, 2003, p. 71. 

• [2] The Century, Volume 48, 1894, p. 947. 

• [3] Ibid. 

• [4] Ibid. 

• [5] Ibid, 948. 

• [6] Osen, Lynn M., Women in Mathematics, 1992, p. 90. 

• [7] The Century, p. 968. 

• [8] Ibid. 



Sophie Germain’s Tombstone 
in Pere Lachaise Cemetery. 
Courtesy of Wikipedia. 
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By Peter Konieczny 

People in the Middle Ages told tales of seeing and talking with ghosts. While these encounters could 
be quite scary, it was also an opportunity from them to learn about the afterlife. If one were to 
believe these ghosts, then you should expect to call your guardian angel Michael and have a good 
oil lamp. 


In his article, “Ghosts and Ghostbusters in the 
Middle Ages”, Robert Swanson of the 
University of Birmingham examined how 
medieval people thought of ghosts and 
episodes where they purportedly 
communicated with them. His research 
revealed that there was a wide range of 
opinion in the Middle Ages about what ghosts 
were, and offers some fascinating sources 
that involved people talking with these spirits. 

Medieval theologians usually said very little 
about the possibility of ghosts. Thomas 
Aquinas, for instance, accepted the existence 
of ghosts, but does not speculate what they might be. Others believed that some ghosts, or even all 
of them, might be evil demons who are trying to trick the faithful. The 15th-century writer James of 
Clusa, for example, wrote that true ghosts could only appear to Christians, while those that are seen 
by Jews and other infidels must have been demonic. 

Swanson writes that: 

Care was certainly needed when dealing with ghosts which might be deceits. Evil spirits claimed to 
be the Christian dead, so all had to be tested, and could be found wanting. In 1458 one seemingly 
benign ghost was unable to recite a prayer when tested, thereby revealing itself as a diabolic spirit. 
In the the thirteenth century Jacques de Vitry reported a more dangerous case, of a young Catholic 
woman tempted into Catharism by what looked like the ghost of her dead mother in glory, ascribing 
her state to her adherence to Cathar belief. The apparition was a demonic fraud: when the woman 
sought advice from Catholic priests, their masses and prayers compelled the devil to bring back the 
real mother, bewailing her fate and urging her daughter to remain a true Catholic. 

There are a few stories from the Middle Ages in which church officials determined that ghost was 
that of a Christian soul, and that it was in the realm of purgatory, Most often, these ghosts were 
communicating with the world of the living in hopes that masses or good works could be done for 
them so that their stay in purgatory could be shortened, allowing the spirit to enter heaven. For 
priests and other people, this situation could be used to learn more about the afterlife. 
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Gervase of Tilibury, for example, reports about how a young man died in the French town of 
Beaucaire in July 1211, but soon was appearing to his female cousin as well as a priest. For the 
next few weeks, church officials, including Gervase, came to Beaucaire so they could talk to ghost 
via the priest. Swanson writes: 

The ghost says that he dwells in the air among spirits, experiencing purifying fires. His state is 
directly affected by events on earth: his clothing changes to resemble his earthly garments when 
they are distributed to the poor; and he must wear a girdle of fire until a borrowed belt is returned to 
its rightful owner. All souls which will be saved enter purgatory, other than saints, who go to heaven. 
Purgatory is a place of days and nights where souls are cleansed in agony, tinged with joy. The 
souls there receive some respite at weekends, and when masses are celebrated or other deeds 
done on their behalf. Each soul has a guardian angel - all called ‘Michael’ to the name the office 
rather than an individual - and the souls join in commemoration of St. Michael’s Day by praising 
their personal angels. The sufferings of the damned are visible from purgatory, but they are not yet 
in hell. That subterranean pit will remain empty until after the Day of Judgement - until then the 
damned suffer aerial torments while anticipating the fullness of their damnation. The just are 
meanwhile in the bosom of Abraham, pending admission to heaven. 

Another ghost story comes from 15th-century Germany - Henry Buschmann had died forty years 
earlier, but in 1436 his ghost appeared to his grandson Amt Buschman. “Moreover, this ghost 
appears initially not as a human, but as a dog. It is some time before Arnt realises that it is a ghost 
rather than an evil spirit, and only after taking clerical advice does he formally conjure the ghost to 
declare itself, allowing the conversations and apparitions to begin. They then last for about six 
months, ending when the ghost secures release from purgatory.” 

Some of the revelations by the ghost of Henry Buschmann were similar to other ghost stories - he 
has a guardian angel, and part of his existence in purgatory involves him being on the Earth - but 
he also offers some tidbits of information about other spirits. One widow, for example, passed 
through purgatory and is now sitting in the eighth choir of angels. Meanwhile, the spirit of one father 
was serving his time in his son’s home, and had killed seven of his grandchildren after their 
baptisms to punish his son and other relatives for their sins, at least until his daughter-in-law 
convinced his son to go to confession and penance. 

One account from southern France in the 14th century involved a man who could communicate with 
the ghosts of many of the dead. Arnaud Gelis was a minor church official in the town of Pamiers, 
and apparently his role as a medium was a family trait. Swanson explains some of the details that 
Gelis revealed from his talks with ghosts: 

The earth was crowded with the invisible dead, who had to be accommodated, and considered. 
Even energetic walking might harm them: ‘People who move their arms and hands from their sides 
when they walk about... knock many souls of the dead to the ground. ’ This is also a somewhat 
uncharitable afterlife: if the the dead fall over, they cannot rise of their own accord but must wait for 
help from other souls who knew them while alive. Those who did not know them simply walked over 
them. 

The dead with whom Gelis mingled were mostly Christians and sought Christian salvation, by 
serving out their own post mortem purification and asking Gelis to contact their relatives to have 
them commission masses and other charitable acts for their souls (although some make no 
requests for aid). He had also seen Jewish ghosts, whose experience was different, and who 
remained separate from the Christians. Nevertheless, they would still be saved by Mary’s 
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intercession. The dead kept their earthly shapes but were more beautiful. Dead clerics were 
recognizable by their clothing (a former bishop of Pamiers still had his mitre), but others simply wore 
albs. Most of the Christian souls were undergoing terrestrial purification, prior to admission to 
heaven - but this was not the purgatory of contemporary Catholicism. The ‘good ladies’ of tradition, 
Gelis said, were the great and rich who were being dragged in the carts by devils over mountains 
and valleys, and across plains. 

A striking feature of Gelis’s testimony is his emphasis on the connection between the dead and 
churches. The adult dead were constantly on pilgrimage, moving from church to church to purify 
their souls and secure salvation (the greater the penance, the faster they moved). They had a real 
affinity with their own parish churches, and with the churchyards where they were buried. They 
spent the night in churches. Any who had not made a pilgrimage to Compostella whilst alive did so 
after death. However, they rested from Saturday evening to Monday morning, could return to their 
family homes on Saturdays, and enjoyed wine and a good warm fire, but were fastidious about 
unclean houses. The dead preferred offerings of oil in lamps to altar candles, because the latter got 
blown out when walking. Dead women liked to return to check on young grandchildren; others 
returned to help people to sleep more soundly. 



Photo by Lou Gabian / Flickr 


History, Volume 45 (2009). 


The ideas about ghosts are intermingled with 
medieval views of purgatory, a concept that had only 
developed in the Catholic Church in the late 11th 
century. For Catholics, this was both a reminder of 
the soul’s continued existence and placed upon the 
responsibility of praying for the dead in order that 
they could leave that intermediate world behind and 
enjoy the rest of the afterlife in heaven. While today 
ghosts are often seen as things of evil, in the Middle 
Ages, they were spirits of men and women who 
probably just needed some help. 

Robert Swanson’s article “Ghosts and Ghostbusters 
in the Middle Ages” appears in Studies in Church 
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http://www.foxnews.com/world/2017/10/04/meet-siberias-jesus-former-traffic-cop-turned-cult- 
leader.html October 5th 2017 


Vissarion, seen here in 2010, 
claimed he is the reincarnation of 
Jesus and lives in southern Siberia 
with his followers. 

Thousands of Russians have 
flocked to southern Siberia to follow 
a man who claims to be Jesus 
Christ reincarnated. 

Sergey Anatolyevitch Toro, 56, was 
once a traffic policeman and a Red 
Army soldier before the collapse of 
the Soviet Union. He is not that man anymore. Now, the man formally known as Sergey calls himself 
"Vissarion," and says he's the founder of the Church of the Last Testament, The Guardian reported. 

Vissarion, seen here in 2007, was a 
traffic policeman before finding the 
Church of the Last Testament in the 
early 1990’s. (Reuters) 

Vissarion, who normally dons a long 
white cloak and sports long hair and 
a beard, lives with his followers in 
Petropavlovka, or what he calls his 
“Siberian utopia,” The Guardian 
reported. Since the early 1990’s, 
Vissarion has been able to attract 
some 5,000 followers who live by 
strict rules. They are not allowed to drink, smoke or possess money. 

The leader teaches his followers about the apocalypse, reincarnation and vegetarianism, the Mirror 
reported. Vissarion says his goal is to join every religion on the globe together. 

The BBC’s Simon Reeve interviewed Vissarion and a teacher who lived in Petropavlovka as part of 
a documentary slated to air Thursday, the Mirror reported. 

The leader, who reportedly has two wives and six kids, teaches a “great flood is coming and he 
promises salvation and spiritual perfection to his followers,” the Mirror reported. 

Newsweek reported Vissarion’s first wife left him after he wed a 19-year-old woman, who posed 
nude for his paintings. 
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A teacher who lives in Minusinsk told Reeve: "We have a school of noble maidens here. We’re 
preparing girls to become future wives, future brides for worthy men. She has to understand not to 
rise above the man, not to be proud of her independence but to be shy, inconspicuous and weak." 

Vissarion’s religion has about 5,000 
followers. (Reuters) 

Reeve called the revelation “scary 
stuff.” 

“I genuinely felt like I should be 
calling social services. They’re 
teaching Vissarion’s ten-volume 
sequel to The Bible," Reeve said. 

Reeve asked Vissarion about his 
critics' accusations that the leader is 
“brainwashing and embezzling” his 

“Sad, what else can I feel? This is unavoidable. I’ll put down the basis that will change all humanity,” 
Vissarion said. 

Reeve noted at the end of the interview Vissarion requested his followers “donate money and 
provide labor for his profit-making businesses.” 

This material may not be published, broadcast, rewritten, or redistributed. ©2017 FOX News 
Network, LLC. All rights reserved. All market data delayed 20 minutes. 



(Reuters) 
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‘Midnight Mary’ continues to haunt Evergreen Cemetery in New 
Haven 

By Jessica Lerner 

Published 6:44 pm, Friday, October 20, 201 7 nhregister.COm 


New Haven Register http://www.nhregister.com/news/article/Midnight-Mary-continues-to- 
haunt-Evergreen-12294839. php 


NEW HAVEN — On a dark and wintry 
night before 1999, the general manager 
of the Evergreen Cemetery got an 
emergency call about the security 
alarm going off. When Dale Fiore 
pressed for more specifics, the alarm 
company didn’t have any. 

It was “one of those nights where it was 
icy snow, but the temperature was 
rising, you know, it was kind of melting 
and stuff was falling and there were 
these little ice patches,” Fiore recalled 
the cemetery that cold winter night, he 
looked around and two thoughts crossed his mind: one, it was “dark as hell in here,” and two, there 
was nobody there, “no policemen, no nothing.” 

So he decided to leave and tried to make his way out of the cemetery’s Winthrop Avenue exit. His 
car refused to move. Despite the wheels continuing to spin on the ice, he said he “felt like [his] car 
was being held back.” As Fiore looked down at his car’s radio, he noticed the clock change from 
11:59 p.m. to midnight, and when he came into work the next day, there was no record of the alarm 
going off at any one of the buildings. 

Fiore attributes his experience to the cemetery’s own resident ghost: Midnight Mary, who, according 
to urban legend, haunts Evergreen Cemetery after she was accidentally buried alive in 1872. Her 
giant pink granite gravestone reads: “At high noon just from, and about to renew her daily work, in 
her full strength of body and mind, Mary E. Hart, having fallen prostrate remained unconscious, until 
she died at midnight October 15, 1872 — born December 16, 1824.” 

At 48 years old, Mary E. Hart, as she was known in life, “just drops to the floor” one day at midnight. 
Believing her dead, her family had her buried at Evergreen Cemetery, said Amy Durbin, director of 
education and visitor experience at the New Haven Museum, during the same lantern tour. 

However, one night her aunt has a “terrible nightmare that Mary’s not actually dead.” 

The aunt eventually convinces the family to exhume the body, and when they open the coffin, “they 
find Mary’s nails bloodied from scratching and a petrified look on her face.” Durbin posits Hart may 
have suffered a stroke and when she fell to the floor, her family believed she was dead. “So they 
buried her, not realizing she was still alive,” she said. 



The grave of Mary E. Hart, also known as Midnight Mary, at the 
Evergreen Cemetery in New Haven. Photo: Peter Hvizdak / Hearst 
Connecticut Media / New Haven Register 
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The epitaph on her gravestone offers a foreboding warning in bold black text: “The people shall be 
troubled at midnight and pass away.” Some believe anybody caught in the graveyard after midnight 
or who desecrates her grave would die shortly thereafter, Durbin said. While the quote is from the 
Book of Job in the Old Testament and, in context, is a statement about being resigned to fate, some 
locals over the years have interpreted the phrase to mean Hart hated the world enough for burying 
her alive to curse it with her final epitaph. 

Janitza Matos, who lives across the street from the cemetery and attended a recent lantern tour, 
recounted a story of one night when she walked through the graveyard with her cousin. She swore 
she heard her cousin calling her further into the cemetery but realized something seemed off. As 
Matos walked toward the gate, she saw her cousin from the other side, wondering where she had 
been. 

She said it has gotten to the point where she doesn’t want to go to the cemetery. Weird things tend 
to happen at night in her neighborhood, she said, which leads her to wonder whether it’s someone 
or “something” else. 

Hart’s gravestone is at the back of the cemetery, on the path that parallels the iron fence that 
separates the graveyard from Winthrop Avenue, with many people coming to visit, leaving coins and 
wondering whether the myths are true. 

jessica.lerner@hearstmediact.com; @jesslerner on Twitter 

Hearst Newspapers © Copyright 2017 Hearst Media Services Connecticut, LLC 
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Milestones in the History of the Forensic Autopsy 



Anatomy of the heart; And she had a heart! 1890. Enrique Simonet 
[Public domain], via Wikimedia Commons 

The history of the forensic autopsy is peppered with names you’d probably recognize. Julius Caesar. Paul 
Revere. Although you may have not heard of Emperor Charles V himself, you’ve certainly heard of the Holy 
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Roman Empire. And if you’ve read Antonio Garrido’s blockbuster, The Corpse Reader, you know another 
name: Ci Song. 

These people formed important building blocks in the history of the forensic autopsy - now a critical evidentiary 
tool in murder investigations. 

Julius Caesar’s autopsy 

First determination of which wound was fatal 



The Death of Julius Caesar by Vincenzo Camuccini, ca. 1805 [Public 
domain], via Wikimedia Commons 

When a group of Roman senators assassinated Julius Caesar in 44 BC, they stabbed Caesar 23 times. But only 
one wound proved fatal. That was the result of the world’s first recorded autopsy report. 

A physician named Antistius examined Caesar’s body. Caesar had stab wounds everywhere - in the face, belly, 
groin, and arms. Antistius determined one of the two stab wounds to Caesar’s chest had sliced his heart and 
caused his death. 

Today, a medical examiner’s conclusion of which wounds prove fatal play a critical evidentiary role. Prosecutors 
must prove causation in a murder case - that the defendant’s acts, and not some other factor, caused the victim’s 
death. 

Ci Song and the Hsi Yuan Lu 

First surviving textbook on autopsies 

Ci Song wrote the Hsi Yuan Lu - “Instructions to Coroners” early 13 th -century China. It remained the primary 
text there for centuries, anchoring its place in the history of the forensic autopsy. A fascinating novel about Ci 
Song’s life, The Corpse Reader, tells about his rise to the most prominent forensic pathologist of medieval 
Chinese history. 

Ci Song once solved a murder case by analyzing the victim’s wounds. The shape of the cuts indicated the 
murderer had used a sickle. Song then asked all the farmers to turn in their sickles and noticed that flies were 
attracted to one of them. It had the scent of blood on it and its owner confessed. 
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You might call that the world’s first line up. But the witnesses were flies. 

Emperor Charles V 

First law requiring autopsies in murder cases 

Holy Roman Emperor Charles V’s ground-breaking criminal code of 1532, the Constitutio Criminalis Carolina, 
was the first German law that required autopsies in cases of unnatural deaths. That law still applied in 1835 
when Mayor Heinrich Rieber, the victim in my book, was murdered in Bonnigheim. 

The Carolina didn’t lay down any procedures for autopsies. It only required an external examination of the body 
and that a physician conduct them. Nevertheless, the new law was an important signpost in the history of the 
forensic autopsy because it gave a nod to the crucial role physical evidence can play in a murder case. 

Rudolf Virchow 

First Standardization in the history of the forensic autopsy 

Standardization of autopsies first began after 1876 when the German physician Rudolf Virchow - considered the 
father of modem pathology - published his treatise on autopsy techniques. Prior to Virchow’s time, autopsies 
followed no regular method. Physicians haphazardly dissected to pursue their own theories of the case. And that 
limited discoveries. Virchow’s procedures required pathologists to cover more ground - and hence find more 
clues. 



Paul Revere’s dentistry tools. By Otis 
Historical Archives Nat’l Museum of 
Health & Medicine (ncpl331) [CC 
BY 2.0 

(http://creativecommons.Org/licenses/by/2.0)], 
via Wikimedia Commons 

Paul Revere 

First dental identification 
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He wasn’t just the horseman in the midnight ride. Paul Revere also rode into the history of the forensic autopsy 
as America’s first forensic dentist. The silversmith worked on the side as an amateur dentist, creating dentures 
from animal teeth. 

Revere’s friend Dr. Joseph Warren went missing in action after Bunker Hill. Months later, 114 corpses were 
exhumed from a mass grave of patriots killed in action and examined in the hopes they could be identified. 
Revere recognized his friend from the set of dentures he’d created from a hippopotamus tusk. He hadn’t been 
identified after the battle because a musket ball to his face obliterated his facial features. Revere’s identification 
allowed Warren to receive a hero’s funeral. 

Today forensic dentistry plays a crucial role in the identification of bodies. But remember, an American patriot 
was the first. Dr. Vincent Di Maio and Ron Franscell discuss the case in their great book, Morgue: A Life in 
Death. 

Can you name any other watershed moments in the history of the forensic autopsy? 

Literature on point: 

Sydney Smith, “ The History and Development of Forensic Medicine .” British Medical Journal (March 24, 
1951), 599-607. 

RJ Parker, Forensic Analysis and DNA in Criminal Investigations (2015). 

Vincent Di Maio & Ron Franscell, Morgue: A Life in Death (Picador, 2016). 

“ Tales from the Practice of Medicine: Ancient Chinese Forensic Medicine. ” Pure Insight (March 17, 2003). 
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4 Comments 


Susan 

Oct 31, 2017 

That was a fun and interesting piece. I’ve always wanted to observe an autopsy, but I wouldn’t like 
actually doing it. 

Respond 
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Ann Marie 
Oct 31, 2017 

I’ve never observed an autopsy, but I have had the chance to work with cadavers in the anatomy lab 
and was very thankful for the learning opportunity. If a picture is worth a thousand words, and 
cadaver is worth a million. Much better than the anatomy textbook. Thanks for commenting, Susan! 
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How amazing to learn that Paul Revere crafted dentures from animal teeth! Even more fascinating is that 
he was , possibly, the first post mortem verification of a body by their teeth! In this case, by the fact that 
Paul Revere crafted the dentures himself and recognized them! That must have been especially shocking 
to the people of that time and era!! 

Good dental care is so important, we take it for granted. Throughout history, and before modem dentistry, 
many people died from tooth infections and from having no access to dental care or anti-biotics. 

One can imagine what Paul Revere had to look at to identify his friend, since the article says that the 
corpses were exhumed from a mass grave in hopes of being identified! 

Respond 


Ann Marie 
Nov 1,2017 

I’ve heard too that tooth infections used to be a major cause of death. Thank goodness for modem 
dental medicine! You never think about your dentist saving your life, but it’s a fact. 

Dentures have been around a while, and it makes sense to craft them from animal teeth. It’s amazing 
Paul Revere could identify his friend’s body that way. It makes me wonder, though, how they 
thought they could identify the other bodies. No one wore dog tags in the Revolutionary War.... 

Thanks for commenting, Laura! 
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Minnesota man lived with bodies of mom, brother for year 

associated press sctimes.com 


A Minnesota man who lived in a house with the 
decomposing bodies of his mother and twin brother for 
about a year said he could not bring himself to report their 
deaths to authorities. 

"I was traumatized," Robert James Kuefler told The 
Associated Press on Saturday. "What would you do?" 

White Bear Police Capt. Dale Hager said Kuefler, 60, was 
charged this week with interference with a dead body or 
scene of death because Kuefler moved his brother's body. 
Hager said both the brother and the mother died of natural 
causes in 2015. 

Several months after their deaths, Kuefler wrote to other 
family members in a Christmas card that both were in bad 
health and could not talk on the phone and did not want visitors. Police did not find the bodies until September 
2016, when a neighbor reported that the Kueflers' lawn in the Minneapolis suburb of White Bear Lake was 
overgrown and that it had been a long time since she had seen activity at the house, the St. Paul Pioneer Press 
reported. 

Kuefler told the AP that his mother, 94-year-old Evelyn Kuefler, died in August 2015 and his brother, Richard 
Kuefler, died several months before. Court records say the mother's body was decayed and skeletal and the 
brother's body was "mummified." 

"I am not some nut ball," the maintenance worker said in a telephone interview. "People think I am, but I'm not. I 
loved them." 

Hager said disability and Social Security checks for Krueger's mother and brother were sent to their accounts by 
direct deposit and that it did not appear that any money was withdrawn, though federal authorities are still 
investigating. Kuefler told the AP that he did not tap the accounts. 

Hager said authorities decided to file the misdemeanor charge against Kuefler in part to help get him some 
psychological help through the court system. 

"This is our way of introducing this case onto the court," Hager said. "We do believe his actions violated the law. 
Moving the body of his brother disrupted the death scene." 

"We're depending on our partners in the court system to make a good decision," he said. 

Kuefler, who has no criminal history, said he needs no counseling. 

"I watched my mother die," he said. "She always said she wanted to die at home. She didn't have any burial 
plans." 

Read or Share this story: http://on.sctimes.com/2y03qM6 
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A-Yokai-A-Day: Minobi 


matthewmeyer.net 



Posted on Sunday October 1st, 2017 by Matt 


Greetings yokai lovers! 

Today marks the start of A-Yokai-A-Day for the Month of October. 

Every day this month, I will post a new yokai description along with a piece of artwork. Some of 
them will be sketches, some of them will be digital ink line art, and some of them will be completed 
digital paintings. 

This project is running concurrently with the Kickstarter project for The Book of the Hakutaku, my 
third yokai encyclopedia. Most of the yokai featured this month during A-Yokai-A-Day will end up in 
that book. So while you’ll see sketches on the blog this month, if you back the Kickstarter project 
you will get to see the artwork develop from sketch, to line art, to finished painting as the book is 
completed. 

So without further ado, today’s yokai: 

Minobi 

“raincoat fire” 



M- mino 


In the old days, Japanese raincoats were made of straw and looked 
like the picture you see on the right. You’ve probably seen these 
before, either in old-timey photographs or else in woodblock prints (like 
those of Hiroshige, who depicted every day people in his artwork). 

Minobi is a type of supernatural phenomenon called a kaika, or 
“strange fire.” You’ll find lots of these on yokai.com, but it includes 
other fireball-type yokai like onibi, hitodama, kitsunebi, sogenbi, 
ubagabi, and so on. 

Minobi is said to appear during tsuyu, the Japanese rainy season, 
which usually comes in mid to late June. It appears in rural areas, 
particularly rural roads, lakes, and rivers. It’s found all over Japan, but 
it is particularly well known around Lake Biwa in Shiga Prefecture. 
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There are a lot of theories as to what causes minobi. In some areas, it is 
said to be a kind of kitsunebi—that is, fires caused by magical foxes. In 
other areas, itachi—trickster weasels—are said to cause minobi. In some 
areas it is blamed on minomushi (the bagworm moth) or fireflies. Here in 
Fukui Prefecture, it is said to be caused by tanuki. 


Toriyama Sekien’s Minobi 


Minobi is easily confused with other types of yokai fires. It starts out as a 
collection of tiny orbs of fire, like kitsunebi. It tends to be attracted to 
people, and on rainy nights it gathers around the legs of farmers wearing 
straw raincoats. The orbs of fire gather in greater and greater numbers, 
until the straw raincoat is glowing as if covered by hundreds of tiny 
fireflies. If you panic and try to brush it away, that’s when things get 
strange: unlike regular fire, trying to pat out the minobi actually causes it 
to spread! On the other hand, if you have the presence of mind to quickly 
take off your raincoat and throw it on the ground, the fires will go out. 



Minobi sketch which will eventually 
be part of my Patreon project 


©2012 Matthew Meyer 
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by Estelle ■ October 30, 2015 

Mischief Night - like trick or treating, except 
with just the tricks. What’s not to like, if 
you’re a cheeky 13-year-old? 

In Liverpool it mainly seems to involve eggs 
being thrown, especially at taxis for some 
reason. A taxi driver told me once that the 
contents of the egg damage the paintwork of 
the vehicle as they dry and so you have to 
wash them off straightaway, which makes 
October 30th a massive pain in the arse if 
that’s your job. It’s a bit of a gamble being on a bus too - a surprisingly loud banging sound on the window, then 
relief that it’s just an egg. Still, it’s better than when a gang of reprobates get hold of some stink bombs, lie in wait 
at bus stops, then chuck them in through the doors as they close and the bus moves off. It would be funny if you 
weren’t then stuck on a bus that smells of a million eggs. Although it does inspire some kind of “blitz spirit” among 
the bus passengers, who will suddenly feel OK about talking to each other. 

The exact date of Mischief Night apparently differs depending on where you are in the world. Growing up in the 
south of the UK, I’d never heard of it until I moved to Liverpool, where Mischief Night is 30th October and is 
otherwise known as “Mizzy Night”. 30th October seems to be pretty standard in a lot of the US too. However, in the 
UK it originally was held the day before May Day, but after the Industrial Revolution holidays linked to the 
countryside dwindled in importance and Mischief Night moved to 4th November in most places, particularly taking 
hold in Yorkshire, where apparently it was particularly important to those 13-year-olds, participating in it being as a 
kind of rite of passage. Tasker Dunham, is this true? In Germany, it’s still held in May. 

Through all the different dates, one thing is consistent. It’s the day before a notable even on the calendar - before 
May Day, April Fools Day, Halloween, or Bonfire Night. 

Anyway, I’m sitting here hoping my house isn’t in for an egging tonight, and looking at some of the mischief seen in 
days gone by. 



TIT 


SKITTISn LIDPAPY 



OUT-Or PftfN I ODDI Tir S AND ODDMf N IS 


Mischief Night as it was in 1917, reported in the Burnley News. In Lancashire it used to be the night before April 
Fools Day, it says here. The author recounts the “wild pranks” he used to participate in as a young lad. “On this 
night, the boys used to take a kind of liberty or licence to do all kinds of silly mischief, upsetting rain tubs, tying 
doors fast and then knocking at the door, putting a sod over the chimney of some low cottage, so that the inmates 
were smoked out, and things of a similar character.” 
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Burnley News, 26 May 1917 

Burnley News, 26 May 1917 

There are some proffered explanations as to why Mischief Night 
even exists, and the differences even over the one county of 
Lancashire. In Southport it was held on 4th November, and was 
thought to reference the mischief of Guy Fawkes. In Goosnargh 
and Chippinge it was on May Day Eve, and came from “the 
mischief done by young men and women tearing off the 
branches of trees, and pulling up the new springing flowers to 
lay at each others doors to please or irritate each other 
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according to the symbolic meaning conveyed. ” 


The most peculiar thing I have read is the rather elaborate tradition of Barton Moss in Salford, reported in a letter 
to “The Manchester City News” in 1885. “At Barton Moss a custom prevails, on the 4th of November, of scouring 
the neighbourhood in search of stray cats and dogs, and when a good supply is collected, the villagers assemble 
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at midnight at the north-east corner of the Moss, and stretch a line between two trees. Each cat is then tied tail to 
tail with a dog, and the pair are then thrown over the line, where they are allowed to fight until first blood is drawn, 
when they are released, and another pair is thrown over in their place. This union of cat and dog is held to be 
symbolical of the infamous union of the Radcliffe family and Guy Faux. These “Mischiefs” as they are called, are 
generally attended by the young people of both sexes, even the fair daughters of the good families in the district 
not objecting to accompanying their gallant lovers to see the poor victims of the sport tortured. When the line is cut 
down parkin is distributed by the town crier, after which one solitary sky rocket is fired, and then all go home. ” 


Well, I don’t think covering a house in toilet paper beats that. 


Here we are in Yorkshire in 1936, and the familiar cry of the fun being “carried a good deal too far.” Glass bottles 
being thrown, libraries having their lights turned out and washing pulled down from the lines. “Cannot something 
be done to moderate this so-called “mischief night” to which we must be the victims annually?” asks the writer of 
this letter? Apparently not. 
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A 13-year-old girl in Lincolnshire was arrested for “pushing over a brick pillar” in 1945. 
Her defence that she “just leaned on the pillar” before it fell over not being believed. I’m 
going to say that whatever this pillar was, it wasn’t very secure. 


■TffisSnftl Night" 

The last defendant, & ptrl 
aged 13, who admitted pushing 
over a brick pillar [also in 
Beech street) told t he pot ice 
that it was done on ffinbscKlel 
night"—the evening before Guy 
Fawkes Day. 

The girl told the Bench that 
she "just leaned on the pillar’* 
. but, In answer to the chairman, 
she admitted that she did it on 
purpose. 

This case was dismissed 
under the Probation of Offen- 
, ders Act, but there was an 
. order to contribute IDs towards 
' the damage. 

Lincolnshire Echo, 28th November 1945 


Hornsey in 1948, and there was trouble with 50 
boys destroying seats on the Promenade. This was 
on Bonfire Night though, so they were a bit late. 

Mischief Night 
still a problem 
in Yorkshire in 
1953. Chief 
Constable 
Barnett 
warned the 
potential 
miscreants 
not to get up 
to criminal 
activity - 
“There seems 
to be a feeling 
among young 
people that 


ifiGMsiraa 


_M CH T l 

Hornsea Seats Upset 

At the meeting of the 
Promenade Committee of Horn- 
sea Urban Council last ESE3 


the chairman, Coun, Mrs Pybus, 
repor ted that on Guy Fawkes 
frtK h t nine of the teak seats on 
the South Promenade were 
ripped up and put on their 
backs* 

One member stated that there 
had been trouble with about 50 
boys on that pight) 

It was decided that the seats 
should be stored away for the 
time being. 


Hull Daily Mail, 16th November 1948 


they are at liberty to interfere with private and public property, and that there will be no repercussions. I shall be 


glad of the support of all adults members of the public in dispelling this erroneous idea.” 



VAMPIRE DOWN IN 
SEA-REPORT 


are warned to keep fim on 
Night to ‘innocent pranks’ 


Yorkshire Evening Post, 24th October 1953 


No luck though. As you can see from this screenshot of the Liverpool 
Echo in 2011, this tradition is not going anywhere, yet. 

Tags: Bonfire Night 

2 Responses 
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• PingbacksO 


1. 

tasker dunham says: 

October 30, 2015 at 5:13 pm 

A post containing some kind of challenge! I don’t know about it being a 
rite of passage, but Mischief Night was certainly the 4th November in 
Yorkshire. To me, Halloween is watered down American claptrap. Mischief 
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night was serious threat (I like your “trick or treat with just the tricks”). Rope together the doors of a row of 
terraces, then run along knocking. As one door opens another slams shut. Tie a button to a piece of string 
and dangle it from the window frame so it taps on the window in the wind. Just don’t let them see you hiding 
round the corner laughing. Of course, some took it too far, e.g. penny bangers in milk bottles. But you can’t 
get penny bangers any more. You don’t see many milk bottles either. 

2 . 

Estelle says: 

October 30, 2015 at 8:06 pm 
Thanks! The button on a string is genius! 

The Skittish Library © 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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The Ghostly Love Story That Haunted the Father of U.S. Forest 
Conservation 

BY Rachel McCarthy James October 23, 201 7 mentalfl0SS.C0m 

Laura Houghteling was terminally ill with tuberculosis when she met 
Gifford Pinchot, the man who would marry her after she died. The 
bright and beautiful daughter of a rich Chicago merchant passed 
away before the age of 30, but Pinchot remained faithful to her for 
decades, relying on the support of her love from the afterlife as he 
crusaded for the conservation of America's natural resources. 

The only thing Gifford loved as much as Laura was nature itself. 
Born in 1865, he was the oldest son of wallpaper merchant James 
Pinchot and Mary Pinchot nee Eno, the daughter of Manhattan real 
estate baron Amos Eno and sister to traffic safety innovator William 
Phelps Eno. Gifford—6-foot-2 with a robust mustache—was voted 
the handsomest man in his graduating class at Yale. In 1891, he 
was hired to manage the forests surrounding the construction of 
George Vanderbilt's Biltmore Estate in Asheville, North Carolina, 
America's largest privately owned home. 

Asheville's hot springs and lush scenery were attractive to wealthy families across America, and the 
Houghteling family bought Strawberry Hill, a property adjacent to the Biltmore, in 1890. Laura was 
26 in 1891, the year they moved in—several years past the age when she would have been 
expected to wed. Her single status wasn't because of her personality, which was, as her Asheville 
Daily Citizen obituary would put it, "lovely in every trait of character." Her beauty equaled Gifford's; 
she had long blonde hair and a soft, kind face with large light eyes. She was unwed because of her 
health. 

As members of the upper-class social circuit, the pair had known each other casually for years. Yet 
their first meeting in North Carolina, at a luncheon, was very formal; they called each other Miss 
Houghteling and Mister Pinchot. In his diary years later, Gifford remembered blushing when he first 
called her Laura. The relationship became intense, conducted over picnics, horseback rides along 
the French Broad River, and a few stolen passionate embraces. 

Both remained hopeful that she would recover and thrive, but they also took solace in religion and 
their shared interpretation of the afterlife. Their faith posited the physical body as a sort of clothing 
for the spirit, unnecessary to life itself. The couple read metaphysical works together, including the 
works of Ralph Waldo Emerson (who also wed a woman dying of tuberculosis), Swedish mystic 
Emanuel Swedenborg, and the Spiritualist novels of early feminist author Elizabeth Stuart Phelps 
Ward. Both believed that to be dead was to be one with God, and that their lover could share in that 
communion from Earth. 

On New Year’s Day 1894, the reluctant families finally gave their blessing for the couple to be 
married. Laura had just moved from her beloved Strawberry Hill home to Washington, D.C. for new 
medical care, but the treatments were in vain. She died on February 7, 1894—before the pair could 
be married in any kind of official way. Gifford accompanied the Houghtelings to her burial in 
Chicago, and then went straight back to work. 
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Thirty-eight days after her death, Gifford recorded in his diary: "My lady is very near." Soon his 
entries were a chronicle of "my darling" and the "presence and peace" she brought him. He came to 
think of her last dwelling in D.C. as "our house," and took to standing outside of the building, even 
after it was sold to someone else. He wore black for two years, but sometime in 1896, he stopped 
wearing mourning clothes and began to consider himself married. 

He usually wrote about Laura in his diaries in the present tense. Some days he wrote in code, using 
the language of weather to describe his visions of love; a "bright" or "clear" day when he felt her with 
him, a "cloudy" or "blind" day when he did not. Other days he just said, "To our house with my 
Laura." He talked to Laura, reading books with her, traveling with her—at least, with her spirit. 

Gifford was not just unloading his problems to her and dreaming of her, but felt he was taking advice 
from her on his speeches, ideas, and political plans. Occasionally she even rebuked him, as when 
he read a book "My Lady did not approve of and he felt filled with regret. When he sensed her 
presence grow distant, he discreetly consulted a medium. 

The convenience of a spirit who was with him always—rather than a woman with actual needs—was 
something of an asset as Gifford climbed the ladder in his career. When he faced professional 
challenges, he sometimes relied on Laura's support. Reflecting on an 1896 speech in Philadelphia, 
he wrote, "I spoke as My Lady's servant." As the first chief of the U.S. Forest Service (and before 
that, chief of the Department of Agriculture’s Division of Forestry), he shaped the institution into a 
force to be reckoned with, training the foresters who would eventually be called "Little GPs" after his 
initials. 

Teddy Roosevelt entered Gifford's life in 1899, when the then-governor of New York invited the 
forester to his house. There, Gifford bested him in a pre-dinner boxing match. The pair shared a 
number of qualities: a love of the outdoors, a belief in conservation, and a knowledge of tragedy; 
Roosevelt had lost his wife and his mother on the same day in 1884, a pain he still carried into the 
new century. Teddy and Gifford fought a hostile Congress and powerful industrialists to preserve 
and protect hundreds of millions of acres of land from the corporate entities that had already 
ravaged Eastern forests. Because of Roosevelt and Pinchot, the Grand Canyon, Yosemite, and the 
Petrified Forest are preserved for the enjoyment of citizens today. 

Pinchot's single status was a hot topic among D.C. social circles, where he was once called the 
town's "most eligible bachelor." He had stayed in top physical condition and was a regular 
churchgoer, but it was all for Laura. Self-restraint was key to both of their upbringings, and while you 
can't prove a negative, he was probably completely celibate until well after Roosevelt left office. And 
Laura was still with him, in their way. After testifying before a Senate committee as Chief Forester in 
1906, he wrote, "I felt today my Lady's help." 

After Roosevelt left office, Laura was less and less clear to him, and the ailing Mary Pinchot sensed 
an opportunity to see her favorite son married to a living woman. After several persistent proposals, 
he married Cornelia Bryce on August 15, 1914, just nine days before Mary's death. The marriage 
was a match on many levels: their political values and ambitions (Cornelia was nationally known for 
her feminism, and Pinchot became the vice-president of a Men for Suffrage organization); their 
wealthy families; and their status as older newlyweds, Pinchot being 49 and Cornelia being 33. They 
had one child, Gifford Bryce Pinchot, and the marriage lasted 32 years, during which Pinchot served 
two terms as governor of Pennsylvania. 

Swedenborg wrote that true spouses spend eternity together, but that temporary human marriages 
are sometimes necessary when one's time on Earth lasts longer than their true spouse's. After his 
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human marriage, Gifford kept all of Laura's letters and his diaries in a blue Tiffany box ordered a 
month after her death. But he never wrote of her again. His last reference to her was 14 days before 
his wedding; it was "not a clear day." 

Additional Sources: On Strawberry Hill: The Transcendent Love of Gifford Pinchot and Laura 
Houghteling ; The Big Burn: Teddy Roosevelt and the Fire that Saved America] Gifford Pinchot and 
the Making of Modern Environmentalism 
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This Scholarly Monster Society Is Here to School You On Ghouls atlasobscura.com 


It’s an interesting time to see the world through the eyes of blemmyes and demons. 

by Cara Giaimo 
October 31,2017 


There are certain subjects that, for many students, can 
be scary to talk about in the classroom. “If I were going 
to come in and say, Today we are going to discuss 
religious discrimination,’ or ‘race relations in America,’ 
everyone would retreat into their corners,” says Asa 
Mittman, a professor of art history at California State 
University, Chico. 

So if he does want his students to grapple with such 
topics, Mittman might instead begin a discussion about 
blemmyes, a monster taken very seriously by medieval 
scholars. “A blemmye is a headless person who lives 
in the Red Sea,” Mittman explains. “For scholars at the 
time, there were two important questions about 
blemmyes: Can they be converted to Christianity? And 
if they were, would they grow heads?” 

Such are the problems considered by MEARCSTAPA, a group of scholars founded by Mittman in 2007. 
MEARCSTAPA, which stands for Monsters: the Experimental Association for the Research of Cryptozoology 
through Scholarly Theory And Practical Application, is committed to the study of medieval monsters—where they 

dreamed them up, and increasingly, what lessons they 


There are a few dozen active members of MEARCSTAPA. 
They collaborate on projects—panels about flaying and 
disguised demons; books about sea monsters and serial 
killers—and gather at medieval conferences. The group’s 
name is a purposefully ridiculous acronym, but it is also a 
word from Beowulf, coined to describe the monster 
Grendel, which translates to “border-walker” or “margin- 
stepper.” 

“It’s this great word that describes monsters writ large, as 
very many of them are at the edges of things,” says 
Mittman. 

MEARCSTAPA’s stated focus is the Middle Ages and early 
modern period, and most of the scholarship it has 
produced is focused on those eras. But “a lot of what we 
do is more relevant than it might seem,” says Mittman, who 
defines monster scholarship as “the study of how individuals and groups—particularly powerful groups— 
dehumanize, disempower, and ultimately attempt to destroy other groups.” 

Thus the continuing relevance of, for example, blemmyes: a group of monsters whose change in religion, it was 
thought, might cause a change in physicality. If you follow this line of thought through to its conclusion, he says, 
“you wind up with perspectives about who is and who isn’t able to belong to a religion and who is and who isn’t a 
legitimate member of a nation—a citizen—based on race.” 

For MEARCSTAPA members, monster-hunting can often mean pinpointing what a group of people is afraid of, and 
looking for manifestations of it. “You get monsters that speak to the particular anxieties of cultural moments,” says 
Mittman. For example, in the 1950s, as McCarthyism swept through the United States, horror movies focused on 


came from, what they can tell us about the people who 
might still offer today. 



The Carta Marina, from 1539, is chock full of monsters, each fraught 
with meaning. Ola us Magnus/Public Domain 
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A werewolf in Geneva, illustrated in 1587. Johann Jakob Wick/Public Domain 


body-snatchers and other disguised 
extraterrestrials. The sexually repressive Victorian 
era gave us vampires, which remain anything but. 
For this reason, Mittman says, certain current 
crazes were eminently predictable to those in the 
know: “You say, ‘Oh, the economy’s going down,’” 
he says. ‘“We’re going to have zombies again.’” 

Sometimes, monsters can be spotted in less 
obvious manifestations. Watching newscasters talk 
about this year’s hurricanes, Thea Tomaini—a 
professor of English at USC Dornsife, and a 
member of MEARCSTAPA’s executive board—was 
struck by how blatantly we demonize them. “They’re 
given names, they’re given personas,” she says. 
“Every single time, you see the news outlets 


referring to them as monster storms.” 


This is also true, she says, of the larger problem of climate change. As people grapple with its causes, and try to 
figure out what can be done about it, Tomaini is reminded, she says, of a much older line of questioning: “Why has 
the monster come to us? Who has sent the monster, and why? What does the monster want?” 



Storms have taken the place of sea monsters as a proxy for ecological 
anxiety. Sebastian Munster/Public Domain 


Problems can also arise when people disagree on who 
the real monsters are. Such confusion reminds Mittman 
of another beastly medieval staple: the false prophet, 
often depicted as a frightening, many-headed creature. 

Of course, to the people following him, he doesn’t look 
frightening at all. “It would be wonderful to have good, 
comforting monsters—the kind where you can look at it, 
see its fangs and horns, and have everyone agree, ‘oh, 
we should fight that,”’ says Mittman. “But that’s not where 
we are.” 

Recently, MEARCSTAPA has been grappling with this 
particular type of monster close to home. As white 
supremacists have begun using medieval imagery to 
signal their devotion to an imaginary, racially 
homogenous past, the field has found itself divided over 
whether and how to condemn these associations. 


“Medieval studies is kind of on fire about this,” says Mittman. “It has gotten people to show where they really stand 
on these issues, and that has sometimes been monstrous to see.” 


MEARCSTAPA sees this controversy as an opportunity to put their expertise to work, and they are hosting a 
session about it, called Monstrous Medievalism, at next year’s International Congress on Medieval Studies. 

When MEARCSTAPA first formed, monster scholarship “was treated like a kooky endeavor,” says Tomaini. “If you 
said ‘I work on monsters’ in a job interview, you might not get very far. But over the past ten years, interest in 
monster studies has really grown.” Mittman agrees: “Now it’s a totally standard normal part of the field,” he says. 
Two years ago, when he was on his way to a conference, a fellow scholar asked him about his focus. “I told her 
with much more confidence,” he says. “And she sighs dramatically, and she says ‘Monsters! That’s all anybody 
works on!”’ 

Explaining their jobs to those outside the field is still difficult, though. “When I’m at a cocktail party, and I’m asked 
‘What do you do?’, you should see people’s faces,” says Tomaini. Monsters may change, but some things stay the 
same. 


© 2017 Atlas Obscura. All rights reserved. 
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St. John and a false prophet, depicted here as a beast with many heads. 


WikiCommons/Public Domain 
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Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 
The Monster of Ryde October 14, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Modern , trackback 

Some weeks ago Beach had some fun running through 
twentieth-century British monster stories. Here was one of his 
favourites. It has everything: a lion’s head, big tracks, a creepy 
cry and became part of a war-time propaganda campaign. We 
are at Ryde on the Isle of Wight off the coast of southern 
England: it is December 1939, the fourth month of the Second 
World War. 

Mystery animal in woods on outskirts of Ryde Has Lion’s 
Head and weird cry. Mystery surrounds the identity of a 
large shaggy coated animal which is haunting thickly 
wooded country on the outskirts of Ryde. The animal 
leaves huge pad marks, measuring roughly six inches in 
length by four inches in breadth. It has been feeding on freshly trapped rabbits and is so 
strong that it not only carries off the rabbits but also uproots the stakes and bears off the 
trap as well. Weird screams at night and the crash of a heavy body through the 
undergrowth has been identified with the animal. The country is densely wooded in this 
part, and scarred with gullies affording ample cover. Sometime ago a woman walking in 
the district was terrified by what she describes animal with a lion’s head. It appeared 
suddenly from some bushes; it vanished as quickly as it had appeared. The other day. 
while snow was falling, a Ryde man came upon large tracks freshly made in the same 
neighbourhood. Armed with a gun he followed them to a point where they vanished, the 
animal having apparently jumped the fence into the undergrowth. Marks of long claws 
were found in the snow and on the barbed wire of the fence were strands of black hair 
inches in length. [Ports, Ev New, 30 Dec 1939, 5] 

The story continued in the press 23 Mar 1940 in Australia, though this time Beach is borrowing from 
a clipping sent into CFZ. 

So we have gone from a lion to a feline Alsatian: interesting. Beach’s absolute favourite monster or 
Ryde story though is the news that Mussolini’s Radio Rome, broadcasting propaganda to Britain 
and the other democracies reported that the Isle of Wight had been thrown into a panic by this 
unlikely creature! It would be nice to have the original Italian reports here. 

The monster was allegedly killed, though frustratingly no one seems to have ever established what it 
was. Perhaps they had other things to worry about like the Luftwaffe. 

The ‘Isle of Wight monster’ is dead. It was shot yesterday in a copse near Bembridge. 

For more than six months it had been sought in the woods between Ryde and Osborne 
House [i.e. between Ryde and Cowes], where it had often frightened women and 
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Mrs. G. Russell, of Parkhursi, 
near Newport, Isles of Wight, came 
forward with evidence about the 
mysterious "monster" of Ryde, 
which leaves huge footprints on 
the ground. The monster, destrib- 
ed as a animal with a head like a 
lion and long, black hair, is report¬ 
ed to have been seen twice in re¬ 
cent weeks, and was one pcrsued 
by an armed search pearty. Ac¬ 
cording to Mrs. Russell, the "mon¬ 
ster" is no stranger to the thickly 
wooded country between Ryde and 
Newport. She claims to have seen 
it as long ago as last September. 
Ms. Russell said: "I was crossing 
the Bartin Manor Estate, near East 
Cowes, when I saw the animal 
peering at me from the under¬ 
growth. “It was as big as an 
Alsatian dog and was covered with 
thick black hair and had a long, 
thin tail.. As I watched the animal 
padded off down the path, moving 
more like a cat than a dog. I told 
my story to my husband and 
neighbours. They all ridiculed it 


nal Library of Australia 


http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article: 


j so much that I tried to dismiss it | 
1 from my mind. But these stories 
• from Ryde convince me that the 
monster is the animal I saw that 
- day." 


Portsmouth Evening News - Thursday 04 January 1940 

image @ Johnston Press pic. Image created courtesy of THE BRITISH UBRARV BOARD. 
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children. The 
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Busteni, Romania 
The Mountain Sphinx 


Conspiracy theories and occult legends surround this mysterious natural rock formation. 



In the Bucegi Mountains of Romania there lies a 
rock formation shrouded in mystery and conspiracy 
theories. From a certain angle, its outline resembles 
that of Egypt’s Great Sphinx of Giza. 


The odd formation is one of the “Seven Wonders of 
Romania.” Over millions of years, the elements 
carved the nearly 40-foot-tall rock until it resembled 
something akin to a woman’s face. But the figure’s 
human-like appearance isn’t the main attraction that 
draws people to it. 


The Mountain Sphinx is a hotbed of folklore and 

conspiracy theories. Some say it’s a 
strong energetic force field, one of 
the Earth’s supposed chakras. 
Others say an ancient civilization 
carved it to represent some sort of 
supreme god. And, as with most 
mysterious places, there are people 
who claim aliens are somehow 
involved. 


Still others say it sits atop a cave 
guarded by an impenetrable force 
field, which may possibly hold 
anything from a library to an abandoned uranium 
mine to crystals containing all of humankind’s 
knowledge. People have even gone so far as to 
claim that the CIA and Romanian secret forces have 
attempted to penetrate whatever treasures the rock 
allegedly guards. 


Whether you decide to believe any of the legends or 
not, the Sphinx will still be there waiting, perched 
atop the mountain as it has been for millennia. And 
as for the supposed energy field, you’ll just have to 
feel it for yourself! 


Know Before You Go 
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There are several hiking trails (of varying difficuly) to get here, leaving from the towns of Busteni and 
Sinaia. 

You can also take the cable car up, but be aware of its opening and closing times, and that it will 
stop functioning in hazardous weather! 

ciaconspiracy theoriesaliensrock formationsmysteryrocksgeologynaturegeological odditiesnatural 
wonders 

Sources 


• https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sphinx_(Romania) 

• http://touristinromania.net/what-to-visit-romania/sphinx-of-romania-legends-aliens-mystical- 
energy-fields-ancient-gods/ 

©2017 Atlas Obscura. All rights reserved. 

/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. V .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px!important; left: 50% Umportant; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
!important;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type {margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


https://www.atlasobscura.com/places/the-mountain-sphinx 



10/7/2017 


Murder at Lava Lake: The Unsolved Crime That Still Haunts Central Oregon | Mental Floss 


Murder at Lava Lake: The Unsolved Crime That Still Haunts Central 

Oregon mentalfloss.com 


BY Sonya Vatomsky 
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Life was tough for the loggers of central 
Oregon in the 1920s, and many needed a 
second trade to get by. That was the case for 
Ed Nickols, Roy Wilson, and Dewey Morris, 
three men who spent the fall and winter of 
1923-4 in the Lava Lake area of the Cascade 
mountains, hunting marten and fox. 

By most accounts, the men began the fall in 
good spirits. But when they failed to reappear 
in their hometown of Bend the following 
spring, friends and family became suspicious and sent a search party. What the group found 
beneath the ice of Lava Lake remains one of Oregon’s most brutal murders—one that remains 
unsolved. 

AN ABANDONED CABIN IN THE WOODS 

Morris and Wilson, loggers who worked together for the Brooks-Scanlon Lumber Company, were 
staying in a cabin by Lava Lake along with their friend Nickols. The cabin belonged to Ed Logan, a 
logging contractor from Bend; in exchange for the lodging, the three men looked after Logan’s foxes, 
which he was raising for fur, while also trapping in the area. According to rumor, they also made 
moonshine on the side. 

Around Christmas time, Wilson and Nickols snowshoed back to Bend to visit friends and family and 
to sell their initial take of fur. The trapping, they reported, was good, and Wilson told his mother he 
would be home in February. Around January 15, a man named Allen Willcoxen, owner of an Elk 
Lake resort, stopped by the cabin and spent the night en route to Lava Lake. He later said that the 
men were "in high spirits and good health." 

He was the last person to see them alive. 

By April, with no further word from any of the three, people in town grew worried. Terrified that 
something had gone wrong, Owen Morris (Dewey's brother), family friend Hervey D. Innis, and Pearl 
Lynes—superintendent of the Tumalo Fish Hatchery and a person who knew the area well—went to 
investigate. 

They found the cabin abandoned. “Innis and Morris at the cabin Sunday, found every indication that 
the men had not been there for about two months,” reported the Central Oregon Press. “Their last 
meal judging from the dishes left on the table, was breakfast, and molded cooking utensils showed 
that food had been left simmering on the stove. Rifles, traps, and heavy clothing were found in the 
cabin. No signs of preparation for a trip were evident.” 

The Oregonian wrote that “refuse had been thrown on the floor, magazines and papers scattered 
about, and the skin racks and dryers were in a neglected condition.” A cat was also discovered— 
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emaciated, but still alive. The animal's condition seemed to confirm the timeline: Whatever 
happened had occurred months before. 

Combing over the rest of Logan’s property, the search party found food in the fox pens but no foxes 
in sight. They also found their first terrible clue: a bloodstained hammer in a storage shed. It seemed 
possible that the three men had just sat down for breakfast when they were lured outside to their 
deaths. But why? 

Logan joined the search the following day, as did Deputy Sheriff Clarence Adams, a former district 
game warden. Melany Tupper, author of The Trapper Murders: A True Central Oregon Mystery, 
writes that Adams “was very familiar with the area around the lakes, knew where cabins were 
located, and even knew the general layout of the trap lines of the missing men.” If anyone was the 
perfect person to find the missing men, it was Adams. 

The team first set off for Big Lava Lake, situated approximately a quarter mile from the cabin. There 
they saw a sled, half-submerged in snow. There was a dark stain on one of the boards—human 
blood. Following a “dim trail” to the middle of the frozen-over lake, they noticed a hole that had 
“been cut in the ice and had refrozen,” along with a brown human hair, according to an account in 
local paper the Bulletin. 

Beneath a tree, searchers also found the carcasses of several foxes. They had either been shot or 
clubbed, and all were skinned—expertly. Adams, whose first assignment had been to determine the 
fate of the foxes, now had his answer. An even more brutal clue turned up soon after, in an 
unthawed patch of snow: human blood, more human hair, and a front tooth. 

The following day, after the ice was broken up, the group confirmed the worst: The bodies of all 
three men floated to the surface, wrapped in canvas. Roy Wilson had been shot in the right shoulder 
and behind his ear, while Morris had been shot in the left arm and hit with a hammer. Nickols had 
been shot in his side, and his jaw was shattered—probably by a shotgun blast. Ominously, his watch 
had stopped at 9:10. 

ALIAS "COLLINS" 

By the next day, the scene was overrun with Bend’s finest. A team of a dozen or so people had 
been assembled, including yet more brothers of the slain men, an editor of the Bulletin, and a county 
coroner. Everyone agreed on one thing: Whoever did this was an expert woodsman, well- 
acquainted with the region. Suspicion immediately fell on one-time Elk Lake Lodge employee Lee 
Collins, who had previously fought with both Nickols and Logan. According to The San Bernardino 
Sun, Collins “was employed at the lakes last summer and was charged with the theft of property 
from Nichols” around the same time. Logan had also had a run-in with Collins: Collins had stolen 
one of Logan’s expensive fur coats, and reportedly made several threats against him. 

Deschutes County Sheriff Samuel Roberts knew the suspect all too well—Collins was an alias. The 
man who had fought with Nickols and Logan was Charles Kimzey, an escaped convict with a long 
history of brutal crime. Just the previous year, Kimzey had hired a driver named W.E. Harrison to 
take him to Idaho, only to attack him, bind him, feed him a fatal dose of poison, and drop him into an 
abandoned well. Unbelievably, Harrison vomited up the poison and survived. He was then able to 
crawl out of the well and seek aid at a nearby ranch. 
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Kimzey was “a person so despicable that no crime was beyond him, not even a triple murder,” 
claimed the Bulletin. Roberts thought it quite possible that Kimzey had navigated to the cabin, 
murdered the three men, hauled their bodies to the waterfront with the sled, and stuffed them 
through a hole he chopped in the ice. After this gruesome work, he then made his escape through 
the forest. 

As news of the vicious crime traveled the region, people came forward with additional information. 
According to The Oregonian, “Kimzey had sworn to have revenge on the men at the lake” after their 
earlier altercations. A Portland traffic policeman named W.C. Bender reported that several months 
earlier a man—whom he identified as Kimzey—had asked him where he might find a reliable fur 
dealer. Bender had pointed him to the Schumacher Fur Company, where he then sold several furs 
to owner Carl Schumacher for $110 cash. After being approached by police, Schumacher looked 
through his records and found the transaction, with the seller noted as “Ed Nichols.” It had been on 
January 22, just a week after Willcoxen had seen the trappers alive. Whoever sold those furs had 
used Nickols’s trapper’s license, and was “the man responsible for the triple killing,” The Oregonian 
concluded. 

Despite significant efforts, however, Kimzey could not be found. Claude McCauley, who succeeded 
Roberts as Deschutes County Sheriff in 1929, said that “the hunt for Kimzey went on unceasingly” 
for the next four years, with Kimzey sometimes “reported seen in half a dozen places at once.” 
However, according to McCauley, in the ensuing years the Lava Lake murder mystery “was more or 
less forgotten by everyone except the officers of the law and friends of the murdered men.” 

That is, until 1933, when the case broke open. 

KIMZEY CAPTURED 

Following several false starts—such as the arrest of a hermit named Bob Bales, who authorities 
claimed was Kimzey in disguise—Kimzey was arrested in Kalispell, Montana on March 10. He 
denied the crime and produced an alibi, claiming he had spent the winter of 1923-4 in Colorado 
working on the Moffat tunnel. He even ate his Christmas dinner there, he said—right inside the 
tunnel. When Kimzey’s employment with Moffat was confirmed, McCauley and his staff scrambled to 
round up other evidence, still utterly convinced they had their suspect. 

But things fell apart even further when material witnesses couldn’t positively identify Kimzey, even 
though W.C. Bender had previously claimed he would “never forget that face.” It had been too long 
ago, he now said, and Kimzey had aged considerably and grown bald. Carl Schumacher, the man 
who claimed to have bought the furs, also refused to definitely identify Kimzey, stating that a man’s 
life was too great a thing to place in jeopardy if he wasn't absolutely certain. 

Sheriff McCauley was devastated. “Personally, I was satisfied we had the Lava Lake murderer in our 
hands but our case was ruined when our two most important witnesses blew up,” he later said in a 
summary of the case. To keep Kimzey under lock and key, McCauley initiated proceedings against 
him for the 1923 assault and armed robbery of Harrison, who Kimzey had assumed dead. When 
Harrison showed up in court and easily identified his attacker, Kimzey was found guilty and 
sentenced to life imprisonment in the Oregon state penitentiary. 

Though Kimzey was never charged with the Lava Lake murders, many rest easy in their belief that 
the killer was brought to some kind of justice. Yet Tupper is not so certain. She thinks Kimzey didn’t 
act alone—instead, he was aided by Ray Van Buren Jackson, a schoolteacher involved with at least 
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six suspicious deaths in the area surrounding Lava Lake during the early 1900s. Jackson had family 
ties to Kimzey, as well as mutual friends, and Tupper writes that “the possibility that Jackson was 
Kimzey’s accomplice in the Lava Lakes triple murder cannot be ignored.” 

Though her case is compelling, we may never know for sure—Jackson committed suicide in 1938, 
permanently closing his chapter of the story. It seems that whatever really happened at Lava Lake in 
January 1924 will remain a mystery. 

©2017 Mental Floss, Inc. All rights reserved. Mental Floss® is a registered trademark owned by 
Felix Dennis, mentalfloss.com is a trademark owned by Felix Dennis. 

Dennis Publishing Limited, licensed by Felden 
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Murder of Ambrose Madison, Grandfather of President James Madison 

A slow, lingering death in 1732 made its mark not only in Virginia criminal history, but presidential 
history as well. The first documented murder in the Orange County, Virginia region was of the 
grandfather of a U.S. president. But it may not have been a murder at all. The strange death of 
Ambrose Madison presents a mystery that you might be able to help solve today. Strange death of 
Ambrose Madison 

Ambrose Madison, the paternal grandfather of President James Madison, was an early landholder in 
present-day Orange County. He owned several slaves, and they took the blame when Madison 
began feeling ill around June or July of 1732. He made out his will on July 31, and on August 27, 
succumbed to his illness. No records of his birth date still exist, but he was at least 36 years old 
when he died. James Madison Sr., the president’s father, was just nine years old when his father 
passed. 

The poisoning charge 

Shortly before Ambrose Madison’s death, two of his slaves, Turk and Dido, along with a neighbor’s 
slave, Pompey, were cited for “Suspition of Poysoning.” Because the court records have been lost, 
we don’t know any details about Madison’s symptoms, the type of poison, or evidence for the 
slaves’ involvement. If the slaves did indeed poison Ambrose Madison, they didn’t use enough or a 
type to kill him outright. The substance must have been sufficient to damage his organs enough to 
lead to his slow demise over a period of a couple of months. 

The Virginia court tried and convicted Turk, Dido, and Pompey on September 6. Pompey was 
executed by hanging the next day; Turk and Dido received a whipping. The court deemed their 
involvement was insufficient to warrant the death penalty. 

Was it murder or not? 

Ann L. Miller, an Orange County historian, put this case under a magnifying glass in her book, The 
Short Life and Strange Death of Ambrose Madison. She examined subsequent cases in which 
slaves allegedly poisoned their masters. 

The other poisoning cases 

In the fifteen years following Ambrose Madison’s death, Miller found three other cases in Orange 
County. On August 19, 1746, a slave named Eve allegedly poisoned the milk of her master, Peter 
Montague. He died in December. Eve was convicted and executed. 

On August 1, 1748, a slave named Letty allegedly poisoned the “Water, Bread & Meat” of Richard 
Sims, who died in January after five months’ illness. She was also accused of poisoning fellow 
slave, Simon, owned by John Grymes, on September 31, 1748, by serving him toxic “Cyder, Water, 
Bread & Meat.” He died the following April. Letty pleaded not guilty and was acquitted. 

The golden thread 
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Miller points out that all four poisoning cases have similar features: The plantations of the poison 
victims were all located within eleven miles of each other. All the victims suffered lingering deaths 
over the period of several months. And the dates of the poisonings were all in summer or early 
autumn. 

Might that point to a botanical cause and natural deaths? Miller raises the question and asks what 
type of toxic plants grow (or are most potent) in Northern Virginia during those months. 

Milk sickness 

The poisonings remind me of the “milk sickness” that 
killed Abraham Lincoln’s mother, Nancy Hanks Lincoln, 
in Indiana. White snakeroot plants ( Ageratina altissima) 
containing the poison tremetol killed both the cows that 
consumed them and the people who drank their milk. 
White snakeroot does grow in Virginia. But milk sickness 
victims usually die within a couple of weeks, not months. 

Might Virginia have another toxic plant that could have 
caused these deaths? How common is white snakeroot 
in Orange County? If you have any knowledge of botany or Virginia flora, I’d love to hear your 
theories. 

Literature on point: 

Ann L. Miller, The Short Life and Strange Death of Ambrose Madison (Orange, Virginia: Orange 
County Historical Society, 1995) 

Douglas B. Chambers, Murder at Montpelier: Igbo Africans in Virginia (Jackson: University Press of 
Mississippi: 2005) 

Virginia Botanical Association, “Ageratina altissima,” Digital Atlas of Virginia Flora 

Michael Burlingame, Abraham Lincoln: A Life, vol. 1 (Baltimore, Johns Hopkins University Press, 
2008) 

Posted by Ann Marie on Sep 14, 2017 in Historical true crime, Was it murder or not? | 0 comments 
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Bizarre Tales: HUNT SLAYER OF MOVIE STUNT MAN 


Famous Cinema Figures Involved In Fatal Row At 
Hollywood Night Club 

HOLLYWOOD, March 26, 1927-(UP)—Equipped with a 
list, said to include several prominent screen and stage 
actors, detectives began a search here today for eye¬ 
witnesses to the murder of Eddie Diggins, movie stunt man 
and former prizefighter. 

Diggins was stabbed through the heart in a free-for-all fight in the Crescent Club, 
alleged film colony bootlegging establishment, earlier today. 

Six gallons of wine, five gallons of alcohol and 21 bottles of gin were confiscated 
following a raid on the resort, police said. 

After taking depositions sworn to by Lloyd Hamilton, noted screen comedian: Billy 
Jones, stock player and companion of Diggins; Jimmie [sic] Sinclair and Jack 
Waggoner [sic], movie directors, and Mrs. Charles Meehan, declared the stabbing 
resulted from the efforts of an organized gang. 

“It appears from what the witnesses say that the fight was started by a gang, ” 
Captain Edward Slaughter, chief of the Hollywood detective division announced after 
questioning six principals and ordering the arrest of ten other witnesses. 

“It is possible that the Crescent club management brought into play its bouncing gang to end the 
fight and caused the lights to be turned out, ” he said. 

Charles Meehan, who told police he was a brother of E.O. Meehan, Jr., special agent of the 
Department of Justice here, was being held as a suspect. 

According to the deposition made by Jones, the fight started when Meehan and Diggins engaged in 
an argument. 

“I saw my pal Diggins fighting with Meehan and rushed in. The fight started in a flash and someone 
hit me over the head with a chair and I went down, ” Jones said. 

“I felt somebody kicking me and when I got up the lights went off and then flashed on again. There 
was Diggins on the floor and I rushed over to aid him when Lloyd Hamilton came in and helped me. 

“Hamilton was really the goat because he had gone out of the room and came back just as the fight 
ended. We were trying to revive Diggins when the police came, ” Jones said. 



Eddie Diggins 
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The night club patrons who were taken into custody by police were 
William Jones, Joe Santinelli, John F. St. Claire[sic], Jack Wagoner [sic] 
and Mrs. Irene Meehan. 

Recently, Diggins had been playing in motion pictures and was seen 
usually in the company of persons engaged in the film profession. 
According to associates, he had appeared in several recent productions 
and was on the threshold of a promising movie career. 

**** 

The Crescent “Athletic” Club was originally located at, and is now part of 
a parking lot belonging to Selma Avenue Elementary School. It was a 
typical Hollywood bungalow “reconstructed to make space for one large 
and two smaller dining rooms, a bar, and a kitchen.” 

The owner of the property was J.S. Meeks, 
who leased the bungalow to L.V. Martin for 
the purpose of opening a “tea shop.” Meeks 
told police that he had no idea at the time 
that the Crescent Club operated as an 
illegal speakeasy, despite its nightly 
overflow of expensive cars parked near the 
premises. 

About 20 - 30 people were said to have 
been at the club the night Diggin’s died, but 
most of them fled soon after the lights 
turned off. The ruckus started around 3:00 
a.m. in one of the side rooms. 

Crescent Club employees interrogated by the police include Joe Santinelli, chef; Louie Minney, 
doorman (later admitting to being the mysterious Crescent Club owner, L.V. Martin); Walter 
Erickson, bartender (who turned himself into the police saying that he was the owner of the liquor); 
Rosie St. George, a hat check girl, and her sister Josie, possibly another hat check girl. 

According to the Los Angeles Times, Diggins, a 24-year-old ex-prizefighter who had worked as a 
stunt man in the movies for six months, had entered the club along with Charles Meehan, a 
Hollywood bootlegger with an arrest record, and his wife, Irene Dalton Meehan, a former silent film 
actress. Lloyd Hamilton, William “Billy” Jones and Johnny Sinclair ( both stunt men), and Jack 
Wagner (comedy gag man and screenwriter) also entered. (Note: At the coroner’s trial, Sinclair 
testified that he had entered the Cresecent Club with Diggins and Jones but did not mention the 
others.) Hamilton told police that soon after he had entered the Crescent, he had heard angry voices 
inside one of the small rooms. Out of curiosity, he had entered the side room just in time to see 
someone hit Meehan over the head with a chair. 

According to hat check girl Rosie St. George, Diggins and Wagner (not Meehan) had argued, 
whereby Diggins knocked Wagner down with a punch. Then Charles Meehan and Billy Jones 
supposedly got into a fistfight that quickly became a free-for-all. After someone had smashed a chair 



1626 Cherokee Street 



Comedian Lloyd Hamilton 
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over Meehan’s head, Meehan’s wife, Irene, claimed that she last saw Diggins “squaring up” to fight 
a half dozen unidentified persons who were charging him. 



Irene Dalton Meehan 


As soon as the lights turned off, Sinclair quickly took Irene out of the club and 
they both drove around the block. When they returned, the side room was in 
shambles and Hamilton was holding the corpse of Diggins in his arms. Charles 
Meehan, who was lying dazed near a broken chair, was later treated for a head 
injury. At the scene of the crime, Meehan told police that he had hit Diggins 
before being knocked down. When sober, Meehan claimed not to remember 
anything. 

“I must have been thrown through a window,” Meehan told police. “I got a good 
crack on the head and that put me out. That is all I know” 

“Who were the motion picture people at that place?” police asked. 

“Why, I saw several, as I remember, but I can’t recall their names right now. ” 


“What started the fight in the first place?” 


“I can’t tell that either.” 



Charles Meehan 
after Diggins’ 
murder. 


Division District-Attorney Dennison led the police investigation. 

“From my observation of the barroom, I would say that the fight was much more 
fierce than at first thought,” Dennison said. “Legs were torn from heavy tables for 
clubs, bottles were used and hurled in every direction and chairs were broken in the 
melee. ” 

At first, Dennison believed that Diggins was stabbed below the heart with a pocket 
knife shortly after the lights had turned back on. Then Dennison changed his mind by 
saying that Diggins had died from falling on top of a broken glass chandelier that had 
been ripped from the ceiling during the fight. He based his theory on the following 
observations: 

1. No pocketknife was found at the scene of the crime; 

2. The fallen chandelier had two sharp jagged edges; 


3. Diggins’ fatal wound was made from a double-edged object, about an inch in width and 
penetrating an inch and a half deep; 


4. The fatal cut was made by an object with two points, one sharpened point smaller than the other; 
\ 


5. There were two additional cuts to Diggins’ clothing above the fatal wound, suggesting a “bridged 
cut or two separate cuts.” 

The autopsy report supported Dennison’s theory...with reservations. It concluded that Diggins could 
have died from a glass cut despite the fact that there were no glass fragments found inside the 
wound. 
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On March 28, 1927, seven members of a Coroner’s Inquest Jury concluded that Diggins had died 
from “a sharp instrument in the hand of a person or persons unknown to us, with homicidal intent.” 
An eighth jurist concluded that the death had been accidental involving broken glass. 

The crime remains and unsolved murder. 

So...what do you think? 
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Mysterious Child’s Tomb in China Could Prove Ancient Legend 
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A massive tomb complex has been discovered in China’s northern Hebei Province that has archaeologists and historians 
puzzled. China’s Xinhua news reports (http://news.xinhuanet.com/english/2017-10/17/c_136686009.htm) that over 110 tombs have 
been discovered near the Beifudi archaeological site. Human settlement at the site itself dates back to the Neolithic area some 
10,000 years ago, but these newfound tombs themselves are believed to be just over 2,000 years old. The tombs contain mostly 
urn-type burials, a method of interring the dead inside man-sized earthenware pots. 



The urns have holes drilled into them for the souls of the deceased can escape 
freely. 







Most interesting - and macabre - of all? Nearly all of the tombs (except six) were found to contain the remains of children 
between the ages of two and three years old. Given that the tomb only contains such a specific and narrow demographic, it’s 
likely the children were intended as some sort of sacrifice or burial rite. 



Archaeologists excavating the site believe there could be 500-700 more tombs 
buried in the surrounding area. 


Very few artifacts other than the urns have been found at the site, meaning this was no ordinary tomb. In most other imperial 
tombs known in China and elsewhere, rulers are usually buried alongside displays of their wealth and power. These children are 
buried nearly alone in their macabre mass tomb, however, and the bodies have been carefully dismembered. The skulls and feet 
of each of the children were removed and placed in smaller urns before the rest of their bodies were placed into larger urns. 



Like the burial ground of some sort of ancient serial killer. 


Li Jun, an archeologist from Shanxi University, told (http://news.xinhuanet.com/english/2017-10/17/c_136686009.htm) Xinhua that 
there are three likely reasons for such a mass burial of children: plague, over-exhaustion from forced labor, or some sort of 
sacrifice. Li says the tomb could be somehow related to the legend of Xu Fu, a court sorcerer sent by the Qin Dynasty emperor 
Qin Shi Huang to find the elixir of immortality. According to the legend, Xu Fu took 500 young boys and 500 young girls with 
him, sailing east. Neither the children nor Xu Fu ever returned, but legend has it that they settled in what is now Japan. The 
legend also states that Qin Shi Huang later visited Xu Fu there and brought along 3000 young girls and boys with him for the 
journey, none of which ever returned. 












A 19th century Japanese painting depicting Xu Fu’s expedition to find the 
mythical home of the immortals and obtain the elixir of immortality. 

While the legend of Xu Fu (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Xu_Fu) has surely been added to or made more imaginative over the 
years as all myths and folklore do, there is likely at least some truth to the tale. Could this be the resting place of hundreds 
children who have until now been only the stuff of legend? Why and how did they all die at such a young age? Hopefully, 
analysis of the tombs will in time shed light on these mysteries and the legend of Xu Fu. 
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Mysterious chopping of hairs: a mass hysteria 

The women are cutting their own hair either consciously or in an unconsciously, it is a mass 
Hysteria/conversion disorder and India has had a history of mass hysteria 


By Dr. Iqbal Malik 


Mass Hysteria/conversion disorder is a type of minor mental disorder. Any issue or a problem or 
unfulfilled desire which causes unpleasantness to the conscious mind gets suppressed into 
unconscious mind where it gets converted into a physical or mental symptom. This helps in reducing 
the unpleasantness. Or the conscious mind dissociates itself from the problem or situation for a 
short period during identity and memories related to it, thus avoiding the unpleasantness. Because 
of conversion symptom or dissociation symptom, the person gets a lot of attention from others. 
Others show sympathy and concern for the person, they may give concessions and take away the 
responsibilities from the person. They give the person the status of either a sick person or of a 
special person (Godman). This helps the individual in many ways. In the past, we have had similar 
incidents in other parts of the country, some of the bizarre incidents are: 

1. Monkey Man or Kala Bandar: In 2001, the capital was struck by the horror of ‘Monkey Man’. 
People reported seeing a half man-half monkey like creature roaming the streets of New Delhi, 
attacking people. 


2. The ‘Sweet Water’ of Mahim Creek: In 2006, Mumbai residents claimed that the water of the 
highly contaminated Mahim creek, had suddenly turned sweet. Hundreds flocked to Mahim beach to 
taste the water. 


3. The ‘Muhnochwa’ Scare: In the summer of 2002, locals in Uttar Pradesh’s Mirzapurwere 
terrorised by an object they called ‘Muhnochwa’, or the face (muh) ripper (nochwa). Locals 
described it as a flying object that emitted beams of red or green. 
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4. Kerala’s Notorious ‘Black Man’: In early 2015, an unidentified ‘Black Man’ was said to be 
attacking women and children in Kerala. ‘Black Man’ reportedly wore a black mask and a black 
outfit. 


5. Tamil Nadu’s Blood-Sucking Vampire: In 2016, hysteria about a ‘vampire’ kept residence of a 
Tamil Nadu village confined to their homes. Villagers in Gundalapatti, Mottangurichi were mortified 
by their cattle dying mysteriously and believed a blood-sucking vampire, or Ratha Kaatteri, was on 
the prowl. 


HYSTERIA or conversion disorder is commonly seen in women and children in those societies 
where they are neglected and ill-treated. Hysteria/conversion disorder becomes a way of 
communicating one distress or way of protest. This disorder is presented in the following manner. 


Fainting or spells of unconsciousness; -The girl falls slowly to the ground, without injuring herself. 
The eyes are closed or half open. Though she is aware of the surroundings, she does not respond 
to the stimuli. Five or ten minutes later, she starts responding and may say that she does not 
remember what happened to her. 


Fits: -the girl falls to ground without injuring herself. Her limbs start moving irregularly. She may have 
hurried breathing. She may make some groaning sounds. No tongue-biting. No incontinence of 
urine. The attack lasts for more than five minutes. The hysterical fits differ from epileptic fits which is 
a disorder of the brain. 


Brief episodes of abnormal behavior: - Suddenly, the woman starts talking or behaving abnormally. 
She screams, abuse, runs, does not care for her dress. She may roll over the floor as though she is 
in distress. This lasts for Five to thirty minutes and she becomes alright after that. She may not 
remember the episode. It repeats. 


Mutism: - The lady suddenly becomes mute. It can last for a few hours or a few days or even for a 
few weeks. 
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Weakness of one limb or paralysis: -She may develop weakness or paralysis of one or more limbs 
and may remain disabled. One important feature, is the paralyzed limb moves during sleep. 


The other symptoms in hysteria may be breathing difficulties, hiccoughs, belching, loss of eye-sight 
or ability to hear, absence of sensation in the skin or numbness, walking during sleep, loss of 
memory, behaving like a totally different person for some time, may cut her hair. 

There are some common symptoms of all hysterical /conversion disorders 

They occur suddenly in a dramatic way 

They appear only in front of people. Thus, they appear when the patient is alone or during sleep. 
Despite. The symptoms, the patient takes care basic needs like • food, sleep, comforts and ‘safety. 

She doesn't injure herself during the attack. 

She may not remember the attack or does not know why she is having these attacks. 


How to Treat it 

Strong suggestion through a tablet or on injection or admission or any other suitable method, 
removes the hysterical symptom. Thus mantravadi (magician) priest or a native healer also 
succeeds in removing the symptom by conducting a ritual or by giving a talisman. But unless the 
underlying problem is enquired and resolved, hysterical symptoms relapse or a new symptom 
appears. 


Therefore, the doctor and the family members should try to encourage the person to communicate 
her problems or desires so that they can be understood and remedy can be worked out. Others 
should not show unnecessary concern, sympathy to the person during the attacks because more 
the attention, symptoms last longer or keep repeating. By training, the coping skills of the patient 
have to be improved. It is also essential to bring necessary changes in the environment so that the 
patient lives harmoniously with others and is able to lead a normal and comfortable life. Education, 
Scientific thinking, free and open communication, love and support' from the family members 
prevent the recurrence of any hysterical symptom. 

It is worth to note that hysterical conversion or dissociation disorder has disappeared in those 
societies where women get good education, enjoy better status, have freedom of expression and 
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have economic independence. 


(The author is a Psychiatrist (NIMANS Bangalore) 

BMO, Block Darhal, District Rajouri, State, J&K, Contact No 9858555586) 


(Disclaimer: The views, observations and opinions expressed in above write up of Scoop News are 
strictly author's own. Scoop News does not take any onus or liability for the veracity, accuracy, 
validity, completeness, suitability of any of information in the above given write up. The information, 
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Brett Tingley September 7, 2017 

It’s been a bad year to be a sheep. Maybe there’s 
never been a good year to be one, but 2017 has proved especially hard on sheep worldwide. From 
unexplained mass sheep mutilations in New Zealand and the Scottish highlands to reports of the 
Chupacabra reportedly picking off sheep in India, it seems dark forces have gotten the taste for 
mutton. Maybe that’s why hundreds of sheep mysteriously committed suicide in France a few 
months back. Whatever is stalking and devouring these sheep, it seems as if it’s gotten better at 
hiding its tracks. 



Shepherds in southern Norway have reported 
several cases of mysterious sheep 
disappearances. While poaching and livestock 
theft is certainly nothing new, it’s the 
circumstances surrounding the 
disappearances that have farmers and law 
enforcement baffled. Each of the affected 
farmers reports missing sheep alongside a 
disturbing lack of any physical evidence, 
including intact fences, and no blood or wool 
littering their pastures. 

Kare Blalid, leader of a local association of 
sheep and goat farmers, told news outlet NRK that “We look at this with concern, and this is 
something we have to talk about in the organization. This is very unusual for us, but we are hoping 
the police will take care of it.” 

Strangely, a few butchers in the area have reported discovering fish hooks in the wool and flesh of 
sheep selected for butchering. Flas someone invented a new form of sport fishing? Are drones 
armed with hooks and winches swooping in to pick up hapless sheep? Could this be chalked up to 
the same forces behind cattle mutilations? For now, this one remains a good ol’ fashioned mystery. 

Brett Tingley is a writer and musician living in the ancient Appalachian mountains. 
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Strange Company 

A walk on the weird side of history 

"...we should pass over all biographies of 'the good and the great,' while we search 
carefully the slight records of wretches who died in prison, in Bedlam, or upon the 
gallows." 

-Edgar Allan Poe 

Wednesday, November 8, 2017 


Many writers incorporate elements of their 
personal lives in their fiction, but few go 
quite so far as Christine Sturm, nurse 
turned would-be Agatha Christie. Here is a 
UPI story from 1953: 

Clovis, N.M., Jan. 29--Police disclosed today that the manuscript of a murder story led 
them to a shallow grave where a baby's body had been buried. They arrested the author 
and charged her with second-degree murder. 

The infant had died six years ago shortly after its birth to Mrs. Christine Sturm, 27, an 
amateur mystery story writer, authorities said. 

Mrs. Sturm was arrested and charged with the child's murder after Sheriff Val Baumgart 
had read a nine-page manuscript she had prepared for an "unsolved mystery" fiction 
writing contest. After reading the story the sheriff sent detectives to dig in a garage. 

The investigators found the infant's skeleton wrapped in brown paper and buried eight 
inches beneath the surface of the dirt floor of the garage. 

On instructions from the district attorney's office, Baumgart refused to make public any of 
the passages from the manuscript except for its closing sentence: "You can't lead a 
double life and be happy." 

A two-count bill of information alleged that Mrs. Sturm killed the child sometime in 
February, 1947, by "exposure" with intent to take its life. 

"It was an unsolved crime the way she wrote it and would have remained really an 
unsolved crime if it hadn't been written," Baumgart said. "It was a pretty good story for an 
amateur writer. It might have won the contest if we hadn't gotten our hands on it first." 


SLAW SIX YEARS AGO 

‘Mystery Story’ Leads 
Cops to Baby’s Skeleton 

fl AVTH. W .T fan 4ft T r IP i I a JaiaAlhia *: - 'inn ■■ J 


https://strangeco.blogspot.com/2017/11/newspaper-clipping-of-day.html 


1/2 





11/8/2017 


Strange Company: Newspaper Clipping of the Day 


The sheriff said the manuscript failed to say what caused the baby's death, but that the 
"story" described "all the details of how it was buried." 

No attempt had been made to disguise the characters involved with fictional names, the 
sheriff said. 

Baumgart said the manuscript was turned over to him by Mrs. Sturm's former husband, 

Dan Sturm, a carpenter. He said the couple were divorced three weeks ago after having 
been married since Dec. 24, 1946. 

Baumgart said Sturm told him he did not know of the child's birth and was unaware his 
wife was seven months pregnant at the time of their marriage. Sturm said the child was 
not his. 

The couple has one child of their own, a three-year-old son, who was placed in Mrs. 

Sturm's custody at the time of the divorce. 

Baumgart said Sturm apparently "just happened" to find the manuscript. It never was 
submitted in the contest, he said. 

Christine Sturm was charged with second-degree murder, but at the hearing, the Judge dismissed 
the case on the grounds that—by only a few months--the statute of limitations had expired. She left 
the courtroom a free woman, and vanished into obscurity. 

The only positive thing that can be said about this story is that her baby finally got a decent burial. 
Posted by Undine at 4:43 AM 
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The mystery of the lost Roman herb 

By Zaria Gorvett 7 September 2017 bbC.COITI 



Julius Caesar kept a cache of it in the government treasury and the Greeks even put it 

on their 
money. It 
was worth 
its weight 
in gold - 
but no one 
knows if it 
still exists. 


Long ago, 
in the 
ancient 
city of 
Cyrene, 

there was a herb called silphium. It didn’t look like much - with stout roots, stumpy leaves and 
bunches of small yellow flowers - but it oozed with an odiferous sap that was so delicious and 
useful, the plant was eventually worth its weight in gold. 


To list its uses would be an endless task. Its crunchable stalks were roasted, sauteed or boiled and 
eaten as a vegetable. Its roots were eaten fresh, dipped in vinegar. It was an excellent preservative 
for lentils and when it was fed to sheep, their flesh became delectably tender. 

Perfume was coaxed from its delicate blooms, while its sap was dried and grated liberally over 
dishes from brains to braised flamingo. Known as “laser”, the condiment was as fundamental to 
Roman haute cuisine as eating your food horizontally in a toga. 

Then there were the medical applications. Silphium was a veritable wonder herb, a panacea for all 
manner of ailments, including growths of the anus (the Roman author Pliny the Elder recommends 
repeated fumigations with the root) and the bites of feral dogs (simply rub into the affected area, 
though Pliny warns his readers never, ever to try this with a tooth cavity, after a man who did so 
threw himself off a house). 

Finally, silphium was required in the bedroom, where its juice was drunk as an aphrodisiac or 
applied “to purge the uterus”. It may have been the first genuinely effective birth control; its heart- 
shaped seeds are thought to be the reason we associate the symbol with romance to this day. 

Pliny wrote that within his lifetime, only a single stalk was discovered 

Indeed, the Romans loved it so much, they referenced their darling herb in poems and songs, and 
wrote it into great works of literature. For centuries, local kings held a monopoly on the plant, which 
made the city of Cyrene, at modern Shahhat, Libya, the richest in Africa. Before they gave it away to 
the Romans, the Greek inhabitants even put it on their money. Julius Caesar went so far as to store 
a cache (1,500lbs or 680kg) in the official treasury. 

But today, silphium has vanished - possibly just from the region, possibly from our planet altogether. 
Pliny wrote that within his lifetime, only a single stalk was discovered. It was plucked and sent to the 
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emperor Nero as a curiosity sometime around 54-68AD. 

With just a handful of stylised images and the accounts of ancient naturalists to go on, the true 
identity of the Romans’ favourite herb is a mystery. Some think it was driven to extinction, others 
that it’s still hiding in plain sight as a Mediterranean weed. How did this happen? And could we bring 
it back? 



Silphium is thought to have been a 
close relative of asafoetida (Credit: 
Alamy) 

Legend has it that silphium was first 
discovered after a “black” rain swept 
across the east coast of Libya over 
two and a half millennia ago. From 
then onwards, the herb spread its 
broad roots ever further, growing 
luxuriantly on lush hillsides and 
forest meadows. 


It might sound strange - after all, North Africa is hardly famed for its greenery, but this was 
Cyrenaica, a land of tiered highlands with an abundant water supply. Today parts are known to 
receive up to 850mm of rain (34in) per year, which is nearly as wet as Britain. 


The region was originally settled by the Greeks and annexed by the Romans in 96BC, followed by 
Cyrene a couple of decades later. Almost immediately, silphium stocks began to decline at an 
alarming rate. Within 100 years, it had disappeared altogether. 


The thing is, the fussy plant only grew in this region. Its entire range consisted of a narrow strip of 
land about 125 miles (201km) by 35 miles (40km). 


Try as they might, neither the Greeks or the Romans could work out how to farm it in captivity. 
Instead silphium was collected from the wild, and though there were strict rules about how much 
could be harvested, there was a thriving black market. 


The herb stumped even the most enthusiastic plant geek of the day, Theophrastus 


The dried sap was sold on the streets by unscrupulous “laser dealers” for sky-high prices. They’d 
say pretty much anything to get you to buy their product, including pawning customers off with the 
notoriously stinky asafoetida. The spice is popular in India and Central Asia today, where it lends its 
garlicky notes to dahls, meatballs and roasted vegetables. But now, as in classical times, it is known 
primarily for its powerful sulphurous smell, like a mixture of dung and overcooked cabbage. Its Latin 
name means “fetid gum”. 


The Romans considered asafetida a reasonable substitute, but some swaps were harder to swallow. 
It was regularly adulterated with rubber or ground beans, while other spices such as black pepper 
were bulked out with cheap mustard from Alexandria or even juniper berries; bitter, astringent, best 
known as the principal flavor in gin, they’re hardly a perfect match, but “...well, they’re a similar 
size,” says Erica Rowan, a classical historian from the University of Exeter. 
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Silphium was so fundamental to 
Cyrene's economy, the locals 
stamped its image on their money 
(Credit: Alamy) 

Central to this botanical riddle is the 
fact that silphium couldn’t be farmed. 
But why? 

The herb stumped even the most 
enthusiastic plant geek of the day, 
Theophrastus. Widely known as the 
father of botany, this Greek author 
was best friends was another giant - Aristotle, the father of biology - and wrote extensively about 
the characteristics of plants. Though he didn’t understand why it couldn’t be cultivated either, he 
observed that they tended to grow best on land which had been dug up the previous year. 

There are several possible reasons for this. “Often the issue is the seeds,” says Monique 
Simmonds, deputy director of science at Kew Gardens, London. 

Take poppies. A single plant can produce up to 60,000 seeds, which means that, assuming 90,000 
plants, a single field may contain around 5.4 billion. But they must be exposed to light to grow. 
Without it, they’ll just sit there until they’re eaten or begin to rot. For this reason, poppies thrive on 
disturbed land where light can creep into gaps in the soil, such as the battlefields of World War One. 

Theophrastus is known as the father 
of botany (Credit: Alamy) 

But there are other explanations - 
and perhaps the best place to look 
for clues is a plant that has eluded 
farmers to this day. 

Every year, hundreds of thousands 
of people descend on America’s 
National Parks, from the Pacific 
Northwest to the mountains of 
Montana and Idaho. Instead of 
hiking gear, they’re armed with baskets, pots and pans, ready to brave grizzly bears and territorial 
gunfights in pursuit of one of the most coveted fruits on the planet: the huckleberry. The tart red 
berries are added to jams, sauces, pies, ice creams, snow cones, daiquiris, and even curries - and 
every year, demand exceeds supply. But there isn’t a single commercial huckleberry farm on the 
continent. 

After early colonial settlers failed to bring the berry to Europe, serious efforts to cultivate the plant 
began in 1906. More than a century later, the stubborn shrub still hasn’t yielded to captivity. When 
they’re grown from seed, they are mysteriously devoid of fruit. 

The huckleberry is native to the mountain slopes, forests and lake basins of North America. The 
plant has wide, sprawling roots topped by a bush which grows out of an underground stem. 
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Replanting them would be like trying to grow a pile of leaves 

Lacking a dense, centralised root system makes them especially difficult to replant. Early 
huckleberry farmers made an easy mistake, digging up their long underground stems instead of the 
roots. Replanting them would be like trying to grow a pile of leaves. 

But now that they’ve defied the best efforts of modern botany, it looks like there really is no secret 
trick to growing them. Instead the answer is thought to lie in their natural habitat. “The plants 
growing in an area can have a big impact on its soil chemistry,” says Simmonds. FFarming 
inevitably alters the balance of elements such as magnesium in the soil, so some plants will never 
grow well on cultivated land. As of 2017, the only way to grow more huckleberries is to clear some 
woodland and leave them well alone. 

According to Kenneth Parejko, emeritus professor of biology at the University of Wisconsin-Stout 
who has studied the silphium enigma, wildflowers are particularly sensitive to this. “Here in the 
northern US there are many growing in the prairies, but if you try to take them to plant in your 
garden - as I have - they don’t survive at all.” On some level, the ancient Greeks may have known 
this. After attempting to grow silphium in Europe, they wondered if their land might be missing a 
“humour” necessary to nourish it. 

But there is another possibility: silphium was a hybrid. Crossing two separate species can have 
delicious or handy results. When you mix a male camel with a female llama, their cama babies have 
all the wool-producing talents of their mother and the size and strength of their father. It’s the same 
story for garden strawberries, which are a cross between North American and Chilean varieties; 
they’re bigger and juicier than either of their parents. Meanwhile, the oddly-named Toast of 
Botswana, a one-of-a-kind hybrid of a male goat and female sheep, was an exceptionally fast 
grower and extraordinarily resilient to disease (it was also unexpectedly lustful, and had to be 
castrated). 




The trick is well known today. One of 
the most widespread hybrids is corn, 
which is produced to the tune of 
around 14 billion bushels (360 
million metric tonnes) every year. 

But while the first generation 
produced by such unions can be 
highly desirable, their offspring 


usually aren’t in the same league. Second-generation hybrids are extremely unpredictable, as the 
dominant genes from either parent begin to take over and tip the balance of their features. In the 
end, you might end up with an animal with the temperament of a llama and the wool-making abilities 
of a camel. 

In wild plants, this isn’t a problem. In fact, the hybridisation only needs to happen once - from then 
on, the plants don’t grow from seed, but asexually, by spreading their roots. This is the case with the 
cemetery iris, Iris albicans, which produces fragrant white flowers traditionally planted on graves in 
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Muslim regions. It has double the usual number of chromosomes and is completely sterile - yet it 
has been going strong since its parents met in the Middle Eastern desert thousands of years ago. 

If silphium were a mongrel, when the Greeks tried to grow some from seed the result could have 
been barely recognisable. Intriguingly, this fits with ancient reports of silphium from Media 
(northwest Iran), Syria and Parthia (northeast Iran), which was much less valuable than the stuff 
from Cyrene. Given the liberal substitutions in ancient markets, it’s possible that these products 
weren’t silphium at all - but maybe, just maybe, they were the weedy descendants of a hybrid. 

They might have grazed it right down to the roots and killed it - Kenneth Parejko 

Either way, the ancient lust for true silphium proved too much. Pliny the Elder wrote that Roman 
landlords had been forced to fence off the herb’s meadow habitat to stop local sheep from devouring 
the whole lot. “They might have grazed it right down to the roots and killed it,” says Parejko. 

Eventually the locals rebelled, tearing the fences down to increase the value of their flock; silphium- 
fed sheep were the ancient equivalent of Wagyu beef. Amid rising tensions, sometimes they’d break 
in just to sabotage them. 

The herb was being attacked from all sides - overharvested and overgrazed. And throughout it all, it 
may also have been undermined by its own biology. The Greeks had strict rules about how much of 
the root could be harvested at one time, which suggests that if enough was left in the ground, it 
would bounce back. But inevitably the economics of supply and demand kicked in. As the plant’s 
value increased, unscrupulous smugglers may have taken the whole lot. “If you’re going to take the 
roots, you really need a plant that grows well from seed,” says Simmonds. 

Despite centuries of trying, the 
huckleberry has never been 
successfully farmed (Credit: Alamy) 

The story of silphium’s decline is 
depressingly familiar today. 

Medicinal herbs are a multi-billion- 
dollar industry and growing. Many 
are under threat from climate 
change and development - and to 
add insult to injury, the vast majority 
are collected from the wild. In South 
Africa alone, 82 medicinal herbs are 

Meanwhile the bluefin tuna, which swims in the waters off the coast of Libya has still, after decades 
of trying, never been raised successfully from egg to adult. Like silphium, the latter is becoming ever 
more profitable as it edges closer to extinction. In early 2017, a single fish was auctioned for 
£517,000 (US $668,000). 

But there is a glimmer of hope. There have only been a handful of studies on the plant diversity in 
Libya - if even a few plants escaped the clutches of the Romans, it may still be found. “It could 
absolutely still be there. It’s not an easy country to survey,” says Simmonds. 



threatened with extinction and two have already vanished. 
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Of course, this is made slightly trickier by the fact that no one knows what they’re looking for. “We 
tend to find the seeds of other plants, such as coriander and dill, at ancient sites. But no one has 
ever found silphium,” says Rowan. 

Theophrastus described the plants as having thick roots covered in black bark. They were 
extravagantly long; if you were to hold one up against the human body, it would be around the 
distance from the elbow to the tip of the middle finger (an ancient unit of measurement known as a 
cubit). Though the plant was “most peculiar”, he said it had a hollow stalk a bit like fennel and 
golden leaves which resembled those of celery. 

It could absolutely still be there. It’s not an easy country to survey - Monique Simmonds 

The ancient coins which bear its image show a plant with flowers arranged in what botanists call a 
“large apical umbel”, which Parejko describes as a disc like the end of a watering can. “It would 
have looked quite conspicuous,” says Simmonds. 

Theophrastus compared it to another herb, Magydaris pastinacea, which grew in Syria and on the 
slopes of Mount Parnassus near the Greek city of Delphi. He believed both were “spineless under 
shrubs” related to fennel. 

He may have been onto something. Scientists now think that, like asafoetida, silphium may have 
belonged to a group of fennel-like plants, the Ferula. They are actually related to carrots and grow 
wild as weeds across North Africa and the Mediterranean. Incredibly, two of these plants - giant 
Tangier fennel and giant fennel - still exist in Libya today. It’s possible that one of these is silphium. 

So could silphium make a comeback? According to Rowan, even if the herb isn’t extinct, it probably 
wouldn’t be to modern tastes - in the Western world at least. “There’s a whole bunch of seasonings 
that the Romans used to use, like lovage, that today most people haven’t even heard of,” says 
Rowan. Back in the day, lovage was a staple of the Roman dinner table. Today it’s virtually 
impossible to buy, consigned to niche online shops and obscure corners of garden centres. 

The ancient herb may be hiding in 
plain sight as giant Tangier fennel 
(Credit: Wikimedia Commons/Yan 
Wong) 

In fact, Roman cuisine wasn’t at all 
like Italian food. It was all about 
contrasting sweet with salty and 
sour foods (they liked to eat fishgut 
sauce, garum, with melon). Instead 
Rowan compares it to modern 
Chinese food. “If it was edible, they 
were eating it - nothing was off the 

If you’d like to see for yourself, why not try this Roman recipe for braised flamingo and parrot, 
substituting asafoetida for laser. 

Scald the flamingo, wash and dress it, put it in a pot, add water, salt, dill, and a little vinegar, to be 
parboiled. Finish cooking with a bunch of leeks and coriander, and add some reduced must 
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[condensed grape mush] to give it color. In the mortar crush pepper, cumin, coriander, laser root, 
mint, rue, moisten with vinegar, add dates, and the fond [drippings] of the braised bird, thicken, 
strain, cover the bird with the sauce and serve. Parrot is prepared in the same manner. Apicus 6.231 

We may never learn the true identity of silphium, but we can learn from its decline. The last survey 
of Cyrene showed that many species are rapidly disappearing, as land is given over to deserts and 
once again, it’s overgrazed. The Roman Empire may be long gone - but it seems we’re repeating 
the same mistakes. 


Copyright © 2017 BBC. The BBC is not responsible for the content of external sites. Read about our approach to 
external linking. 
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Natchitoches, Louisiana: Glimpses from 
History 


Founded in 1714 - four years before New Orleans - the city of Natchitoches, Louisiana is the 
oldest permanent settlement located within the area covered by the 1803 Louisiana Purchase. 
The settlement was named after a local Native American tribe that is part of the Caddo 
Confederacy. As for how to pronounce Natchitoches, though locals now say “Nakadish,” in 
the 19th century people said “Nakitosh” and often spelled it that way. 
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Replica buildings at Fort St. Jean Baptiste Historic Site in Natchitoches, Louisiana 

Principal place of an excellent and delightful province 

In 1713, Louis Juchereau de Saint-Denis, a French-Canadian soldier and explorer, was 
commissioned by the governor of Louisiana (then part of New France) to open a trading 
route to New Spain (Mexico). The following year Saint-Denis founded the trading post of Fort 
Saint Jean Baptiste de Natchitoches on an island in the Red River. French settlers initially 
established themselves on the east bank of the river. In 1735, St. Denis moved the fort to the 
west bank. Other settlers followed. 

From the beginning, relations between the residents of Natchitoches and those of nearby 
Texas (then part of New Spain) were close. Trade with Indian tribes, particularly the Caddos, 
dominated the local economy. Natchitoches supplied the rest of Louisiana with horses and 
cattle, most of which had been stolen from Spanish ranches by Comanches or other Indians. 

In 1762, Spain acquired Louisiana from France. Spain continued to administer the territory 
even after it was secretly transferred back to France in 1800. Spanish officials encouraged the 
cultivation of tobacco, which had already become the main commercial crop around 
Natchitoches. The town grew accordingly. When the United States purchased Louisiana in 
1803, Natchitoches had 1,848 inhabitants, of which over half (948) were slaves. (1) In 1804, 
French physician Paul Alliot described Natchitoches as follows: 
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It is the principal place of an excellent and delightful province. It is the abode of 
five hundred inhabitants, while a thousand others others dwell in the country 
[round about]. It is the residence of a priest and a district commander who 
renders zealous and paternal justice to all persons claiming it. The trade of a 
portion of the inhabitants of the city consists in pelts, cattle, hogs, and cheese; 
while the other portion is engaged in the chase. Numbers of bears, roe deer, red 
deer and other fallow deer which live in the woods and in those vast and 
beautiful prairies, form a powerful attraction for these hunters, who gather all 
told more than twenty thousand skins in three or four months - which gives 
each one net fifteen or sixteen hundred francs. The flesh of all those animals 
remains where they have been skinned and becomes food for birds of prey and 
other carnivorous beasts. When those hunters depart [for the chase], fifteen of 
them form a party and choose one of their number to look after their eating. 

That man has an equal share with the others in the skins of the animals. 

The inhabitants in the country engage especially in the culture of the tobacco so 
famed for its good taste.... The other products raised there by these inhabitants 
prove equally well by their abundant yield the richness of its soil. The forests are 
filled with excellent vines, which yield muscats and other delicious grapes of 
various colors, wild fruits, wax plants, honey bees, mulberry trees (on the leaves 
of which are found cocoons in which are enclosed the eggs of the silkworm), wild 
olives, and a number of other fruit trees. The hills there are seen to be filled with 
walnut trees of huge growth, with magnificent chestnuts, whose fruit is indeed, 
very small, but of an excellent taste, with beautiful pecan trees which produce a 
kind of acorn whose fruit is good, sweet, and delicate. If those inhabitants were 
industrious, they could make excellent eating oils from the fruit of the nuts and 
the pecans. But...inhabit ants who work in the fields are not susceptible to any 
innovation. (2) 

According to Alliot, residents traded with the Caddo, Cocinthes and Panis Indian tribes. The 

Indians exchanged animal pelts for guns, gunpowder, vermilion, taffia (rum) and jewelry. 
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A map of Louisiana in 1763, showing the location of Natchitoches 


A very thriving village 

In early 1804, the Americans established Fort Claiborne to replace Fort Saint Jean Baptiste. A 
description of the town published in 1816 observed: 

The town of Natchitoches stands upon the right bank of Red River...a very 
thriving village, consisting of about one hundred and fifty houses. Fort 
Claiborne occupies a pine hill behind the town. Here is the seat of the Indian 
agency for theN.W. savages. The settlements on the alluvion are upon the banks 
of the streams, but in the pine woods, are scattered over the country. The 
common time necessary to make a voyage from Natchitoches to and from New 
Orleans is from thirty to forty days. (3) 

Indian interpreter Gaspard Philibert lived in Natchitoches. His boss, Indian Agent Dr. John 
Sibley, wrote: 

The water of the Red River is so salt that, wherever it is stagnant, large cockles, 
clams, shrimps, &c, resembling those on the sea-coast, are found in plenty. At 
Natchitoches, lime made of cockle shells is plenty, and used altogether, though 
limestone exists in abundance. Lime made of shells is sold at twenty-five cents a 
bushel, and a common labourer’s wages is seventy-five cents a day. I have never 
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seen on Red River any fever of the putrid bilious infectious kind, none worse 
than an intermittent, or remittent, that six or eight doses of bark a day, for three 
or four days, after proper evacuations, would [not] cure; though I have found 
often such a degree of debility, that blistering, and the diffusive stimulus, was 
necessary.... At Natchitoches there are several instances of longevity. There is a 
German that has been here fifty years, who is now ninety-five years old, in good 
health, labours constantly, and can walk thirty miles a day, several who were 
born here of between eighty and eighty-five, and upwards of twenty above 
seventy.... Sugar cane grows pretty well here, and sour oranges. (4) 

In 1819, the garrison at Natchitoches moved to Fort Selden, six miles north, and Fort 
Claiborne was demolished. In 1822, Fort Selden was closed and the garrison moved to a new 
fort, Cantonment Jesup, 25 miles west of Natchitoches, under the command of Colonel 
James B. Many. It had the dual mission of protecting frontier settlers against slave revolts 
and guarding against incursions from newly-independent Mexico. 

The Mexicans - like the Spaniards before them - were worried about incursions from the 
opposite direction. Natchitoches was a staging ground for filibustering expeditions to Texas, 
and for Anglo-American colonists going to settle in Texas without permission. The Mexicans 
also wanted the residents of Natchitoches to stop their illicit dealings with Texas Indians. The 
American practice of buying stolen horses encouraged Indians to raid Texas settlements. In 
1821 a citizen of San Antonio complained that 

the Traders of Natchitoches have been long since in the practice of introducing 
among the savage nations arms of good quality. Double barrel guns, good 
lances and a great quantity of ammunition. Last year only, the amount of arms 
thus disposed of amounted to over $90,000, and the whole supplied by the 
merchants of Natchitoches and New Orleans. Further, the Spanish and 
American traders used to remain eight and even ten months among the Indians, 
and there is positive information that they go to plunder and murder the 
Spaniards jointly with the Indians. (5) 

The resort of desperate, wicked and strange creatures 

American clergyman Timothy Flint provides an impression of what Natchitoches was like in 
the early 1820s, which is when Napoleon fictionally sets up camp there in Napoleon in 
America. At the time, Natchitoches was the largest settlement in Louisiana west of the 
Mississippi. 

The village is compact...and composed of Spanish, French, and American houses, 
and a population composed of these races together, with a considerable mixture 
of Indian blood. There are many respectable families here, and a weekly 
newspaper in French and English. From its position, this must be a great inland 
town. At the head of steam-boat navigation, the last town westward towards the 
Spanish frontier, and on the great road to that country and to Mexico, it has 
already a profitable trade with that country. The Spanish come therefor their 
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supplies, as far as from the Rio del Norte [Rio Grande]. They pay in bars of 
silver and mules. I have seen droves pass of four hundred horses and mules.... 

Being, as they phrase it, the ‘jumping off place,’it is necessarily the resort of 
desperate, wicked and strange creatures who wish to fly away from poverty, 
infamy and the laws, and those who have one, from conscience. If I were to enter 
into any kind of detail of the singular scenes that have been witnessed here, 
under the different regimes, Spanish, French, and American, in its different 
stages of a pastoral, hunting, and commercial existence; and from the period 
when its navigation was conducted in canoes, hollowed from trees, to the stately 
steam-boat; if I could describe its Indian powwows, its Spanish fandangos, its 
French balls and its American frolics, the different epaulets of the Spanish, 

French, and American officers, and the character, costume, and deportment of 
the mottled damsels that attended them, I must be the “great Unknown” to do it, 
and I must have ten volumes for elbow. Pity, that all this interesting matter 
should be lost, for want of a historian. I wandered to its ancient grave-yard, and 
experienced indescribable emotions in trying to retrace mouldering monuments, 
where the inscriptions were originally coarse and are now illegible, where 
Spanish, French, Americans, Indians, Catholics and Protestants lie in mingled 
confusion. 

I passed two weeks here, receiving daily invitations to entertainments by the 
hospitable citizens of this place. The luxury of the table is understood and 
practiced in great perfection. I was charmed with the singing and playing of two 
young ladies in this place, the one Spanish, the other American. (6) 

Fort St. Jean Baptiste has been reconstructed as a state historic site in Natchitoches. 

You might also enjoy: 

Frontier Colonel James B. Many 

Indian Interpreter Gaspard Philibert 

Caddo Indian Chief Dehahuit 

Soldier, lothario, filibuster: General Jean Joseph Amable Humbert 
Texas Priest Francisco Maynes 
Napoleon & New Orleans in 1821 
Canada and the Louisiana Purchase 
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If I could describe its Indian powwows, its Spanish fandangos, its 
French balls and its American frolics, the different epaulets of the 
Spanish, French, and American officers, and the character, costume, 
and deportment of the mottled damsels that attended them, I 
must...have ten volumes for elbow. 

Timothy Flint 
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New type of northern lights discovered, named Steve 
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http://www.mlive.com/weather/index.ssf/2017/10/new_type_of_northern_lights_di.html 


Updated on October 6, 2017 at 3:32 PM Posted on October 6, 2017 at 12:45 PM 

A newly named type of northern lights, called Steve, 
captured over Kakwa, Alberta around midnight on 
September 15, 2017 (Catalin Tapardel) 

By Mark Torregrossa 

Northern lights enthusiasts have discovered a new 
type of northern lights, and named it Steve. 

You might wonder what Steve means. At first it didn't 
mean anything. It was just a name. Steve comes 
from the animated movie Over The Hedge. In the 
movie, the main characters were watching bushes 
rustle. Out came an animal that they didn't know. So 
they named it Steve. 



That's how Steve, the new type of northern lights, got its name. Citizen scientists took a few photos of Steve and 
showed the photos to NASA scientists. NASA scientists initially couldn't explain the newly discovered aurora type, 
so they all decided on naming it Steve for now. 


Burcu Kosar, Research Scientist at NASA Goddard Space Flight Center, says NASA scientists have now turned 
Steve into an acronym - Strong Thermal Emission Velocity Enhancement. 


Kosar admits NASA still doesn't know exactly how Steve is produced. NASA is working on the scientific aspects of 
Steve, and trying to understand Steve. NASA suspects Steve might have both a magnetospheric and ionospheric 
origin. 


Fall is prime northern lights season, and here's why 

Steve is a very thin, purplish arc that can almost look like a picket fence, according to Kumar. Kumar says Steve 
can be viewed farther south than the larger oval auroras that sweep the skyline. If a large scale aurora is visible in 
Canada, Steve may be briefly visible in the northern border states of the U.S., such as Michigan. 

Now one of NASA's goals is to get larger numbers of citizen scientists to report northern lights, including Steve. 
NASA has set up a project called Aurorasaurus. At Aurorasaurus, you can see where the northern lights are 
predicted to be located in the near future, and actual reports of the northern lights from people around the world. 

© 2017 MLive Media Group. All rights reserved (About Us). 
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the prior written permission of MLive Media Group. 
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Fransham illustration, 1767 “The 
entertaining traveller; or, the whole 


world in miniature. Giving a 
description of every thing necessary 
and curious; ...To this new edition is 
added, an account of the gigantic 
patagonians, lately discovered. By Mr. 
John Fransham, of Norwich. In two 
volumes. ” 


I am always on the lookout for examples of genuine eccentrics in the grand old 
English tradition. People who follow their own path in life, even at the expense of 
ridicule from others. Individualists who may be odd, even barking mad, but are also 
both harmless and somehow lovable too. One such was John Fransham, a Norwich 
man deemed by many at the time to be a pagan and a polytheist. In today’s terms, 
he’d probably be judged a freethinker, who believed the universe was governed by 
natural forces rather than any kind of deity. 

This is what was said of him soon after his death: 

John Fransham, the Norwich Polytheist, a very eccentric character, was born 
in St.George’s Colegate. He was an excellent mathematician, and was a great 
admirer of the ancient writers on this science. He frequently took rapid solitary 
walks, with a broad brimmed hat slouched over his eyes, and a plaid on his 
shoulders, and was supposed to sleep often on Mousehold Heath. He died on 
February 1st, 1810. His biography was written by his pupil, Mr. Saint. 

He was born the son of Thomas and Isidora Fransham some time early in 1730 (he 
was baptised on the 19th March). His father was probably the sexton of the parish of 
St. George in Colegate, Norwich, though some writers say he was the parish clerk. 
Either way, young John was a precocious child and both the parish minister and an 
unnamed relative encouraged him to aim for a university education and entry to the 
church. It was not to be, since the relative died and the money ran out. 


Finding an occupation 

This is when Fransham’s eccentricity and his determination to choose his own path in life first showed itself clearly. 
He seems to have tried out several potential apprenticeships. He tried becoming a cooper at Wymondham, but 
soon rejected that. Next came a short period helping a veterinary surgeon, a Mr Joseph Clover, with menial tasks. 
He gave that up following a difference of opinion over the practice, common then, of docking horses’ tails. All this 
time, it’s said, he just about supported himself by writing sermons for clergymen, though his extreme poverty 
forced him to go about Norwich barefoot. 

Nevertheless, the lad must have had something about him, since his biographers claim Mr Clover taught him some 
mathematics, while the famous Dr John Taylor, then a local Unitarian minister and theologian, also gave him 
instruction free of charge. A legacy of £25.00 paid for a few lessons from Mr W. Hemingway, a land surveyor, until 
the money ran out — though he spent part of it on buying a pony, which he didn’t ride but kept as a pet. He even 
tried working in an office for an attorney. Despite the efforts of other staff members to help him learn, he seems to 
have given that up quite quickly as well. 

In 1748, he even joined a company of strolling players, who seem to have been so poor as actors that they mostly 
lived on turnips stolen from the fields. Fransham left them rather than be a party to theft. 

A wandering life 


https://penandpension.com/2017/09/06/john-fransham-norfolks-pagan/ 


1/3 











9/8/2017 John Fransham, Norfolk’s Pagan | Pen and Pension 

After leaving the actors, he took ship from Great Yarmouth intending to visit Scotland, but got no further than North 
Shields, where he enlisted in the army, but was soon discharged as bandy-legged. Once again, he had neither 
money nor employment. It is said he made his way back to Norwich with only three halfpennies in his pocket and a 
piece of rough tartan cloth. 

Back home, Fransham set himself up working with Daniel Wright, a freethinking journeyman weaver. Naturally, 
little about the arrangement was usual. He and Wright set up their looms facing one another and engaged in 
philosophical discussions amidst the clattering of the looms. Fransham might even have continued with 
employment, for he said Wright possessed “a finely philosophic spirit and a soul well purified from vulgar errors”. 
Sadly, Wright died in 1750 and the 20 year-old Fransham immediately gave up weaving. 

What next? 

Throughout his life so far, Fransham had managed to accumulate an unusual degree of learning for a person with 
such a humble background, let alone one who rarely had two pennies to rub together. This he now put to work, 
starting as a tutor to a farmer’s family at Hellesdon, just outside Norwich, and rapidly gaining a reputation in 
preparing young men for university. By this means, he earned enough money to haunt second-hand bookstalls 
and amass a library of some 200 volumes. 

Even here, his eccentric nature showed through. One day he bought a book for two shillings and showed it to a 
friend, who said he had a good bargain, for the volume was worth seven shillings at least. At once, Fransham 
returned to the book stall and insisted on paying the astonished woman owner the ‘missing’ five shillings! 

Other stories 

Many other stories were told of him as the years passed. How he amused himself with a child’s toy called a 
‘bilbao-catch’. This was a stick with a pointed end with a ball tied to it by a length of string. A hole in the ball fitted 
over the point and the object was to toss the ball up and try to catch it on the point of the stick. In time, he could do 
this around 200 times in succession and boasted that he had caught it 666,666 times in total. He also carried a 
stick around with him and threw it, measuring the distance of the throw each time. 

In later life, Fransham wrote various works of philosophy and theology, often setting out his ideas of Nature as the 
only ‘ruler’ of the universe. The Norwich Record Office holds these items, for example: ‘Memorabilia Classica’, 
essays, including The Code of Aristopia or Scheme of a perfect Government’, ‘Synopsis of Classical Philosophy’, 
‘English Politics’, Illustrations as pencil and wash sketches. Needless to say, while these brought him some 
notoriety, they made him little money. He was reduced to writing begging letters and persuading relatives and 
various acquaintances to let him lodge with them. 

Of course, he had to be an eccentric guest. He refused to allow the walls of the rooms in which he slept to be 
whitewashed or the floors wetted, never made his bed more than once a week and had such a fear of fire that he 
kept a rope-ladder dangling from his window and practised going up and down it to make sure he could leave as 
quickly as he thought might be needed. 

He continued teaching a little, but his health gradually failed, not assisted by the experiment of sleeping outside on 
Mousehold Heath, wrapped only in the tartan cloth he had brought back from Newcastle. In January 1810 he 
became bed-ridden, but though he was carefully nursed he refused any medical aid and told those attending on 
him that, if he could live his days again, he would have nothing to do with women. He also had a morbid fear of 
being buried alive, so gave minute instructions on what was to be done to prove he was dead before he should be 
buried. He died on 1 February, 1810, and was buried in the churchyard of St. George, Colegate, where his father 
had been sexton 80 years before. 

Final thoughts 

What strikes me most about Fransham’s story is not his eccentricity but the surprising light it throws on Georgian 
life in Norwich. Here is a child of a poor family, albeit a gifted one, who managed to amass enough education one 
way and another to become a respected teacher; a man who could make enough of an impact on others to be 
able to have his writings published and stories told about him long after his death; and a freethinker whose views 
on animal cruelty, diet (he was a vegetarian and a lifelong teetotaller) and honesty in business dealings (witness 
the book purchase) are curiously modern. We tend to see Georgian times as both class-dominated and socially 
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rigid. John Fransham’s life suggests neither of these was entirely correct and that, even almost 300 years ago, 
people could respond to one another’s humanity rather than see them as stereotypes. 

One Response to John Fransham, Norfolk’s Pagan 

1. 

Andrew Furley says: 

September 6, 2017 at 8:41 am 

Mr Fransham sounds just the sort with whom it would be pleasant to lean on a five bar gate and pass the 
time of day. 
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There is something incongruous about carpenters as symbols of death. 
Except that some of them build coffins, they ought to represent Life and 
Hope and Home. Yet I’ve been intrigued by a couple of stories about 
phantom carpenters: one who menaced a gravely ill woman and 
another who always appeared just before a death. It was delightful to 
add one more phantom carpenter to the list—this time an old woman 
with a bag of tools, in this grim story from Augustus Hare. 

“It was Lady Ashburton’s brother, Stewart Mackenzie, who had 
that strange adventure at school. He was in bed in a long 
dormitory, with the boys in rows of beds on each side. In the night 
he awoke, and saw a little old woman come into the room, 
dressed in a peaked hat, and round her neck was slung a sort of 
satchel filled with carpenter’s instruments—a mallet, chisel, 
hammer, nails, &c. He saw her go up to one of the sleeping boys, 
look at him, bend over him, examine him very carefully, and then 
take out a nail, seize the hammer, and seem about to knock the 
nail into his forehead: then suddenly, just at the last moment, to 
change her mind and pass on. Into the foreheads of some of the 
boys she seemed to strike a nail, some she passed by altogether: into others she 
seemed to intend to strike the nail, and then to change her mind. Finally, with horror, he 
felt her approaching his own bed: she took out a nail, seemed coming near to strike it, 
then suddenly passed on. In the morning young Mackenzie was very ill, very feverish, 
and said, ‘Oh, I have had such a dreadful dream,’ and he told what he had seen. The 
master said, ‘Can you remember which the boys were into whose foreheads she struck 
the nail?’—’Oh certainly, I can perfectly,’ and the master wrote down the names in a 
pocket-book. Very soon after a terrible fever broke out in the school. All those boys died. 

The boys the old woman looked at and finally turned away from, had the fever, but 
recovered: the boys she passed by altogether escaped entirely. 

The Story of Two Noble Lives, Augustus John Cuthbert Hare, 1893: pp 452-3 

There seems to be a little confusion about who experienced this nocturnal horror. Other sources say 
the young witness was Francis Humberston Mackenzie, later Lord Mackenzie of Kintail and Baron 
Seaforth, and that he was left “stone-deaf by the fever. 

The episode bears an uncanny resemblance to some themes in Scottish witch-lore as we see in this 
excerpt from Satan’s Invisible World Discovered: 



The Old Lady with the Nails Jan de 
Bray, Jael and Sisera; York 
Museums Trust; 
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The minister of Elfdale declared, that one night these witches were, to his thinking, on 
the crown of his head; and that from thence he had a long continued pain of the head. 

One of the witches confessed, that the devil had sent her to torment that minister; and 
that she was ordered to use a nail, and strike it into his head, but it would not enter very 
deep, and hence came the that head-ach. The minister said also, that one night he felt a 
pain, as if he were torn with an instrument that they cleanse flax with, or a flax-comb; and 
when he awaked, he heard some body scratching and scraping at the window, but could 
see no body; and one of the witches confessed, that she was the person that did it, being 
sent by the devil. 

The minister of Mohra declared also, that one night one of these witches came into his 
house, and did so violently take him by the throat, that he thought he should have been 
choaked, and awaking, he saw the person that did it, but could not know her; and that for 
some weeks he was not able to speak or perform divine service. 

An old woman of Elfdale confessed, that the devil had helped her to make a nail which 
she struck into a boy’s knee, of which stroke the boy remained lame a long time. And 
she added, that before she was burned, or executed by the hand of justice, the boy 
would recover. 

Satan’s invisible world discovered: Or, a Choice Collection of Modern Relations, Proving 
evidently against the Atheists of this present Age, that there are Devils, Spirits, Witches 
and Apparitions, from authentic Records, Attestations of Witnesses of undoubted 
Veracity, George Sinclair, Late Professor of Philosophy in the College of Glasgow, 1685 

The theme of a woman driving home a nail in a reversal of sexual roles may stem from such tales as 
the Old Testament story of Jael and Sisera and versions of stories like these: 

Spiritualism. 

In Nassau, N.Y., a few days ago, a spiritual circle called up what was pretended to be the 
spirit of a boy named Phillips, a lad of 15, who, some five years since, was found 
hanging by his neck in his father’s barn. The spirit declared that he had been murdered 
by his own mother to prevent his disclosing to his father her illicit intercourse with 
another man. The murder was committed by driving a nail in his head. His body was then 
hung up to create the supposition that he committed suicide. The revelation caused 
intense excitement. A coroner was procured from Troy, with a corps of physicians, and 
on Monday the remains of the boy were taken up and examined. The skull was found 
perfectly whole and sound and no indication of violence was discovered anywhere. Of 
course the visions of crime conjured up by the spiritualists vanished; but the mother, the 
object of these cruel suspicions and calumnies, has become seriously ill from the fearful 
excitement through which she passed, and may never fully recover from its effects. 

Lowell [MA] Daily Citizen and News 20 February 1857: p. 2 

The Murderer discovered. 

When Dr. Donne, afterwards Dean of St. Paul’s, took possession of the first living he 
ever had, he walked into the church-yard, where the sexton was digging a grave, and 
throwing up a skull, the doctor took it up to contemplate thereon, and found a small sprig 
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or headless nail sticking in the temple, which he drew out secretly, and wrapt it up in the 
corner of his handkerchief. He then demanded of the grave digger, whether he knew 
whose skull that was: he said he did very well, declaring it was a man’s who kept a 
brandy shop; an honest drunken fellow, who, one night having taken two quarts of that 
comfortable creature, was found dead in his bed next morning, -Had he a wife?—Yes.— 
What character does she bear? —A very good one: only the neighbours reflect on her 
because she married the day after her husband was buried. This was enough for the 
doctor, who, under the pretence of visiting his parishioners, called on her. He asked her 
several questions, and, among others, what sickness her husband died of. She giving 
him the same account, he suddenly opened the handkerchief, and cried in an 
authoritative voice, Woman, do you know this nail? She was struck with horror at the 
unexpected demand, and instantly owned the fact. 

A Thousand Notable Things, Edward Somerset, 2nd Marquise of Worcester, 1822 

Other examples of spectral carpenters? And do modern ones use nail guns? chriswoodyard8 AT 
gmail.com 

Posted by 

Chris Woodyard 

on September 12, 2017 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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What other symbolic color is as versatile as purple? It is the 
color of royalty, of mourning, and rock stars. It ranges from 
the deep purple of the Queen’s robes through the mauve of 
the Decadents and the lavender marriages of closeted film 
stars. Its violet flames are beloved of occultists and those 
who study chakras, yet this powerful color is another hue 
rarely found among the ghosts. Purple UFOs and spook lights 
are not uncommon, but running Britain’s Paranormal 
Database through the spectrometer yielded only a few 
ghostly items, such as: 

The Grey House, a private residence in Batheaston, 
haunted by an old lady in a purple dress, the house’s 
former owner, who appeared to gardeners, as it was her favorite occupation. 

In St. Machar Cathedral, Aberdeen, 1970s, “Three schoolchildren reported seeing three 
strange purple finges with long black nails, unnaturally long, emerging from the cathedral 
door. They ran.” 

In the 1970s a local legend says that certain Liverpoor-Huyton streets were home to a 
“blue/purple faced young girl who would follow families with children.” 

At Dunluce Castle, Portrush, a man in a purple cloak haunts the towers of the castle. 

Burley, New Forest 26 December 20015 While driving around lost, looking for a road 
sign, a couple passed a patch of purple / blue smoke, around 2 metres by 3 metres in 
diameter, hovering around 2 metres off the ground. They drove back to have another 
look, but the smoke had gone. 

From a dress historian’s point of view, I find this puzzling. So many ghosts arise from the Victorian 
era, that heyday of painfully vivid aniline dyes such as mauveine. It was not, as in Roman times, an 
expensive and rare color and, realistically, we would expect to see more heliotrope hauntings from 
the Woman in Mauve. Yet, in riffling through the ghostly wardrobe, we find only a classic phantom 
hitchhiker story in “The Lavender Evening Dress,” (sometimes retold as “Lavender.”) from The 
Screaming Ghost by folklorist Carl Carmer. Augustus Hare also shared a story of a ghostly woman 
in a lilac-print gown. 

While the phantom world did not find it a flattering shade, occultists and color theorists viewed 
purple as a color of great power. Too much power, suggested the Welsh: 
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Purple and shades of “puce,” as they called it, had a tendency to drive men mad, and I 
heard an old woman saying that if “you look too long on laylock [lilac], you’ll get crazy. 
Folk-lore and Folk-Stories of Wales, Marie Trevelyan, 1909 

Several Italian physicians believed that color therapy—particularly the violet shades—could cure 
mental disorders: 

9TH CASE, OR SERIES OF CASES.-COLORS FOR LUNACY. 

The following treatment of lunacy in an Italian Asylum, I copy from a condensed report. 

The ideas are somewhat vague, but mainly correct as far as they go:— 

Dr. Ponza, director of the lunatic asylum at Alessandria (Piedmont), having conceived 
the idea that the solar rays might have some curative power in diseases of the brain, 
communicated his views to Father Secchi of Rome, who replied: “The idea of studying 
the disturbed state of lunatics in connection with magnetic perturbations, and with the 
colored, especially violet light of the sun, is of remarkable importance.” Such light is 
easily obtained by filtering the solar rays through a glass of that color. “Violet,” adds 
Father Secchi, “has something melancholy and depressive about it, which, 
physiologically, causes low spirits; hence, no doubt, poets have draped melancholy in 
violet garments. Perhaps violet light may calm the nervous excitement of unfortunate 
maniacs.” He then, in his letter, advises Dr. Ponza to perform his experiments in rooms, 
the walls of which are painted of the same color as the glass panes of the windows, 
which should be as numerous as possible, in order to favor the action of solar light, so 
that it may be admissible at any hour of the day. The patients should pass the night in 
rooms oriented to the east and the south, and painted and glazed as above. Dr. Ponza, 
following the instructions of the learned Jesuit, prepared several rooms in the manner 
described, and kept several patients there under observation. One of them affected with 
morbid taciturnity, became gay and affable after three hours’ stay in a red chamber; 
another, a maniac who refused all food, asked for some breakfast after having stayed 
twenty-four hours in the same red chamber. In a blue one, a highly excited madman with 
a strait waistcoat on was kept all day; an hour after, he appeared much calmer. The 
action of blue light is very intense on the optic nerve, and seems to cause a sort of 
oppression. A patient was made to pass the night in a violet chamber; on the following 
day, he begged Dr. Ponza to send him home, because he felt himself cured, and indeed 
he has been well ever since. Dr. Ponza’s conclusions from his experiments are these: 

“The violet rays are, of all others, those that possess the most intense electrochemical 
power; the red light is also very rich in calorific rays; blue light, on the contrary, is quite 
devoid of them as well as of chemical and electric ones. Its beneficent influence is hard 
to explain; as it is the absolute negation of all excitement, it succeeds admirably in 
calming the furious excitement of maniacs.” The Principles of Light and Color, Edwin D. 
Babbitt, M.D., LL. D„ 1896: pp. 305-6 

Many of us are familiar with the cursed blue-hued Hope Diamond. Britain has its own version in the 
cursed Delphi Purple Sapphire, which is actually a brilliantly colored amethyst. A brief summary is 
found in this paragraph, while a more detailed description of the havoc wrought by the “cursed 
gemstone,” is found here. 

The Delhi Purple Sapphire — “Cursed” Quartz 


http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/14456/ 


2/7 



11/4/2017 


A Bit of the Old Ultra Violet - Haunted Ohio Books 


Credit: Natural History Museum The Delhi Purple sapphire is another imposter, because 
it isn’t really a sapphire, but an amethyst, which is a type of violet-hued quartz. The 
mysterious stone is rumored to have been stolen by a British soliderfrom the Temple of 
Indra, the Hindu god of war and weather, in Kanpur, India, during the Indian Mutiny of 
1857. It was brought to England by Colonel W. Ferris, whose family then supposedly 
suffered many financial and health woes. The stone was given to Edward Heron-Alien, a 
scientist and writer, in 1890, who claimed to have started having bad luck immediately 
after receiving it. He gave the amethyst away to friends, who were also struck with 
misfortune and quickly returned the gift back to him. Heron-Alien warned that the Delhi 
Purple sapphire is “accursed and is stained with the blood, and the dishonor of everyone 
who has ever owned it.” Wary of its alleged powers, he kept it locked away in seven 
boxes and surrounded by good luck charms. After his death, Heron-Alien’s daughter 
donated the amethyst to London’s Natural History Museum in 1943. Along with the 
stone, she gave them a letter that her father wrote cautioning future owners against 
directly handling it. The mysterious Delhi Purple sapphire is now permanently on display 
as part of the Natural History Museum’s Vault Collection of precious gemstones. 

William T. Stead in Real Ghost Stories summarized the story of Mrs. A., who, in 1857, suddenly 

found herself having an out-of-body experience. She wondered at her corpse-like appearance and 

wandered around a bit, then found herself in the bedroom of a friend: 

She crossed Woolwich Common, visited the Arsenal, returned to the barracks, and then 
found herself in the bedchamber of an intimate friend. Miss L. M., who lived at 
Greenwich. She began to talk; but she remembered no more until she waked by her 
husband’s side. 

Her first words were, “So I am not dead after all.” She told her husband of her excursion, 
and they agreed to say nothing about it until they heard from Miss L. M. When they met 
that lady, two days after, she volunteered the statement that Mrs. A. had appeared to her 
about three o’clock in the morning of the night before last, robed in violet, and had a 
conversation with her. (“Footfalls on the Boundary of Another World.”) True Ghost 
Stories, William T. Stead, 1921 

Here is how Footfalls finishes the story: 

Colonel A was in company with his wife when, on the next Friday, she met her friend, 

Miss L. M. It ought to be stated that this lady has from her childhood habitually seen 
apparitions. No allusion whatever was made to the subject uppermost in their thoughts; 
and after a while they all three walked out into the garden. There the two ladies began 
conversing about a new bonnet; and Mrs. A. said, “My la st was trimmed with violet; and 
I like the color so much I think I shall select it again.” “Yes,” her friend replied, “I know 
that is your color.” “How so?” Mrs. A. asked. “Because when you came to me the other 
night — let me see: when was it? — ah, I remember, the night before last — it was robed 
in violet that you appeared to me.” “I appeared to you the other night?” “Yes, about three 
o’clock; and we had quite a conversation together. Have you no recollection of it?” 

This was deemed conclusive, both by husband and wife, in proof that something beyond 
the usual hypothesis of dreaming fancy was necessary to explain the visionary excursion 
to Woolwich. Footfalls on the Boundary of Another World, Robert Dale Owen, 1872: p. 

353-4 
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Apparently the wandering soul showed its “true colors” when out of the body. 

Purple, as one of the colors of mourning, was recognized as a token of death, rather dramatically, 
this story: 

A writer on psychic subjects had arranged to take tea with us. Her husband was to 
accompany her. She arrived without him and explained that he had rather a nasty cold 
and had thought it wise to remain indoors. When she returned home in the evening she 
found him very much better, and they both enjoyed a good evening meal. About 10.30 
p.m. we were sitting in our study reading, when to our amazement we looked up from our 
books and saw that the walls had become draped with purple and black material. This 
gave us quite a shock for the moment. But we were quickly made to realize that some 
one had “passed away.” We waited and wondered. Then came a knock at the front door 
and a messenger handed us a letter from the friend who had taken tea with us, stating 
that her husband collapsed immediately after dinner and had “passed away.” She urged 
that we should go to her at once, which, of course, we did. The Occult Review, 

December 1921: p. 325 

Of course, some killjoy always came up with a scientific explanation for purple visions: 

In the Occult Review of May, [1910] W. F. T. asks if any explanation can be given of the 
cross of purple seen on a wall. Of course some may think it was a warning of the death 
of the King (purple being the Royal colour for mourning), but I think I can give a very 
prosaic explanation. 

When one looks at anything steadily for a few minutes, especially anything which is 
against the light, the image of that object is retained, in its complementary colours, for 
some time, and if one looks at a blank wall that image comes and goes several times just 
as explained by W. F. T. 

As the image seen was that of a purple cross, W. F. T. must have been looking just 
before at some light yellow object in the form of a cross, either a gilt cross or a gilt picture 
frame which had a crossing of its sides, or most likely of all, had been looking out of the 
window. 

The fact that it was ” wet and gloomy, the sky a dull leaden grey ” would, the cross-bars 
of the window being cream colour, give a deep violet cross on a grey ground if the 
window was first and then the wall looked at. A blue sky would have given an orange 
background, but grey does not have a complementary colour (it is the only colour, or 
rather lack of colour, which does not), therefore the background would remain a light 
grey and be unnoticed. 

Would W. F. T. kindly try this experiment and report results? 

Yours faithfully, 

W. W. 

The Occult Review July 1910: p. 50 
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King Edward VII died on 6 May 1910. Unfortunately the database for The Occult Review did not 
have the May 1910 issue with the original vision. 

In Shades of Blue, we heard from an elderly couple who saw a spook light turn into a ghastly blue 
coffin. This particular light, which was said to guard a treasure on an Ohio farm, appeared 
in a whole rainbow of colors and shapes, including a purple entity. (The entire fanciful tale may be 
found in The Headless Horror: Strange and Ghostly Ohio Tales.) 

It is related with declarations of truth that George Beam, a farmer’s boy, who lived close 
by, once upon a time borrowed a horse and wagon from old man Knouff. George 
attended a ball at Louisville that night and did not return home until after the midnight 
chimes had rung. The farmer had reached the Knouff farm late at night. Upon reaching 
the cross roads he saw the mystic ball of fire hovering about the wagon and carriage 
house on the farm. But he was a brave lad and not at all afraid of the “light” and so he 
drove toward the barn. Meanwhile the “light” slowly moved toward the door of the 
carriage house and beckoned the lad to follow. George, evidently controlled by an 
unseen power, followed. When the “light” went through the carriage house door the lad 
opened it and passed within. In a corner of the carriage house, moving slowly up and 
down, was the ghostly “light.” Going toward it and glancing toward the last corner, 

George beheld a large iron kettle overflowing with bright gold pieces. Eagerly he sprang 
forward to grasp the prize, when there was a hissing noise and the “light” turned into a 
purple-colored, horrible shaped dragon. Not a sound did the frightful dragon make, but its 
attitude was one of open defiance and threat. The frightened lad gave but one glance, 
staggered back to the door, half fell outside and ran screaming toward his home, leaving 
the unhitched horse standing near the stable door. Plain Dealer [Cleveland, OH] 28 
February 1889: p. 8 

A less dramatic, but still vivid spook light appeared near Piqua, Ohio in 1909. (This story is also 
found in The Headless Horror.) 

PURPLE LIGHTS PUZZLE FARMERS 

STRANGE “HEADLIGHT” DASHES DOWN PIKE AND 

ILLUMINES THE HIGHWAY 

Piqua, Ohio, March 10. 

Are spooks playing “hob” with farmers in the vicinity of Hetzler’s corners? Or is some 
practical joker, with a remarkable amount of cleverness, working on the minds of 
imaginative farmers in that neighborhood? 

For some time reports of a strange purple light have been reported in the vicinity and 
farmers have been wonderfully excited. This talk was all set down to imagination until 
last night when this phenomenon was noted: 

About 7:30 o’clock James Covault, a tenant on the Robert Patterson farm north of 
Fletcher on the Snodgrass pike, stepped out into his yard and he saw a purple light 
which seemed to be burning brightly on the pike about a mile west of his house. He 
called the other members of the family and they decided that some farmer had painted 
his lantern a brilliant purple for a novelty. 
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Suddenly the light began moving rapidly toward the Covault house, advancing by spurts, 
but at times apparently receding. As it came nearer, almost with the velocity of an electric 
flash, it assumed the size of a headlight on an automobile. When the end of the lane to 
the Covault home was reached the light was so bright that the people could plainly see 
the barn and the cattle in the barnyard. 

Here the light halted, and while the family was discussing the nature of the phenomenon 
it suddenly left he pike and began traveling northward with incredible speed across a 
field in the direction of C.C. Moore’s farm buildings. By the time the purple rays struck 
the Moore dwelling the light was so brilliant that Mr. Covault says he could see the house 
and shade trees as plainly as if it had been daylight, although they were over a mile 
away. 

At the Moore house the light suddenly vanished as mysteriously as it came. G.W. 

Sanders and Mr. H.P. Morgan were other observers of the weird light. Mrs. Sanders 
thought a building must be burning until she noted the color and quick flashings of the 
light. She now agrees that she was mistaken, and the entire community is much puzzled. 

Fort Worth [TX] Star-Telegram 10 March 1909: p. 7 

Our final look at purple in the supernatural record is an excerpt from the “Grave Errors” chapter of 
The Victorian Book of the Dead about a ultra-violet end to a Brooklyn lady’s corpse. The story is 
narrated by the deceased’s nurse who claimed to witness these events. 

“Well, she was embalmed, and she never looked more beautiful. She was so handsome 
and life-like, and the color came again, imparting a rosy tint to her cheeks, such as she 
used to have before she grew sick. It looked so natural, and yet it was not, for she had 
been dead several days. She seemed to be in a sweet slumber as she lay in that lovely 
casket.” 

“Well, gracious, what happened!” 

“Oh, it is dreadful to think of. Her brother went forward to the casket and raised the veil to 
have a last look at his beloved sister, when instantly he was enveloped in a purple flame 
which rose from the casket and ascended to the ceiling. The heat was intense, but the 
flame did not catch the clothing of those standing beside the casket, though my own 
dress and that of the sister of the deceased lady were both very light. We thought this 
very strange, but we were all too much stunned to speak for a few moments, and could 
only look at the curious blaze. There had been no fire near that could have ignited 
anything in the casket. When the first shock of surprise had in a measure subside, some 
one suggested water—I believe it was her husband—and a pitcher was immediately 
brought and dashed into the flame.” 

“Did this extinguish it?” 

“No; to our consternation, it only acted as fuel, and the flame bulged out on all sides, 
forcing some of us to leave the room from its intense heat; and some of them were 
greatly frightened, not knowing what to make of it. The physician who had prepared the 
powder that seemed to cure her grew pale and was greatly agitated, but he was not to 
blame, for he did not give it to her until he had a consultation with the others, and we all 
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tasted it. It was delicious, though not sweet. I do not think it could have been the 
powder.” 

“But you have not told me how the flame from the lady’s body was extinguished. Finish 
that, will you? “ said the invalid, with increasing irritation. 

“Oh, it burned out; the doctors were at their wits’ end, when the water made it worse. 

“Burned out; what do you mean?” 

“I mean that the body of the dear lady was reduced to ashes. Other doctors were called 
in, and they could only gaze hopelessly at the burning body. It did not take more than 
half an hour to consume it. It was alarming to see how quickly it was done. They only 
sprinkled a disinfectant on the floor to prevent the odor, which was very disagreeable at 
first.” 

“The body was reduced to ashes, you say?” 

“Oh, the doctors were not so much surprised when it was over and they came to think of 
it. There have been other cases of the kind, but this lady never used stimulants. She was 
strictly temperate. Yes, all the soft parts of the body and most of the bones were left in 
ashes, but the head and hair, except a portion of the neck remained whole and almost as 
handsome as ever. It was a shocking sight, and her sister swooned.” 

“Was there no explanation about it? What did the doctors do? Who was the embalmer?” 

“”He was sent for—the embalmer—and examined by the physicians. They wrote down 
everything he said, but he had used nothing more in the material with which he 
embalmed than for other persons, except that he had put in a larger quantity of the 
ingredient, whatever it is that preserves the color and freshness of the skin and 
complexion, as she had to be sent a great distance out West.” The Cincinnati [OH] 

Enquirer 9 October 1882: p. 2 

The curious detail that water did not extinguish the Brooklyn corpse-blaze, but fueled it is a near¬ 
constant in stories of Spontaneous Human Combustion. The theme of intoxication is also a common 
one-the Temperance movement actually used the threat of SHC as one of their deterrents. 

Other violet visions or shades of purple? chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com, who has apparently looked 
too long on laylock. 

Posted by 
Chris Woodyard 
on October 28, 2017 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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I will state frankly that I do not like the color orange. It does not suit me in clothing or decor; it seems 
shrill and ill-tempered, and, worst of all, is utterly unrhymable in the English language. The color 
also, surprisingly, for a hue associated with hell-fire, does not often appear in the ghost canon. 
Orange is emphatically not the new black: there are no veiled “Women in Orange” haunting village 
streets or Habsburg palaces. When the color makes a rare appearance, it is usually in the guise of a 
spook light as we see in these two examples: 

MEN WITH RIFLES HUNT FOR GHOST 

Many Attempt To Solve Riddle of Red-Orange Ghost Light Which Moves Over Prairie. 

Tulsa, Okla. (INS) They have stalked it with Winchester rifles, and have tracked it thru 
the graveyard and streets of the deserted village of Old Ruby, but “they” which includes 
numerous newspapermen, and dozens of ghost detectors from this city have not solved 
the riddle of the red-orange ghost light that moves over the prairie of the most thinly 
settled section of Nowata county. 

Mac A. Hawkins, skeptic writer of the Tulsa World, attempted to lay the uneasy light 
wraith, and came to the conclusion that the mystery was beyond his powers. 

The Rev. W.J. Scantling, pastor of the Christian Union Church has attempted to solve the 
light and failed. 

Hawkins describes his view of the phantom: 

“An orange red glow that did not throw any reflection, such as an automobile headlight 
might have been thrown. To the watchers it was visible below a small catalpa tree at the 
graveyard entrance, so it must have been close to the ground. 

“Lon Bryant and one of the other reporters rushed to the cross roads. There was nothing 
to be seen—a light shower that had settled the dust had made it perfectly impossible to 
see any tracks that might have been made but there were none.” 

So the spook of Old Ruby will continue to wander through the deserted streets and caper 
in its playground at the graveyard until someone finds an explanation of its existence. 

The Danville [PA] Morning News 28 August 1926: p. 4 



http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/fortean-mysteries/orange-you-scared/ 


1/4 



10/21/2017 


Orange You Scared? - Haunted Ohio Books 


This is one of those stories that was widely syndicated, but had no follow-up or solution. Initially I 
couldn’t find “Old Ruby” in the list of towns or ghost towns of Oklahoma, but at last located it at this 
site, where it is called simply “Ruby” and is described as “10 miles east of Nowata, 3 miles north on 
road 424,” should you wish to go spook-light hunting. 

Our neighbors to the north also had an elusive orange spook light and one that got a little too close 
for comfort. 

Luminous Ghost Baffles South Valley Residents 

Swiftly Moving Glow Visits Farms, and Perches on Running Boards. 

[Special to The Winnipeg Tribune.] 

Prince Albert, Sask., Oct. 31 

All efforts to clear up the mystery which surrounds the “orange ghost,” an uncanny light 
which frequents the vicinity of South Valley, a district about 38 miles east of Prince 
Albert, have failed. 

One of the numerous parties of ghost seekers which have visited the territory in which a 
weird ball of yellow light is casting a cloud of superstitious fear over several communities, 
trailed to its lair a distant glow, which they presumed was the celebrated ghost, only to 
find they were pursuing a man with a lantern. 

Dark nights in the South Valley district find numbers of automobiles proceeding slowly 
through inky trails hemmed in on all sides by poplar and pine, with lights out—waiting for 
the ghost to appear. 

One disdainful motorist knocked at the door of Mr. Halverson’s homestead, one of the 
“haunted” homes and inquired for the ghost. Mr. Halverson, who opened the door, 
replied, “Look behind you.” The ghost was perched on a pine tree a few yards distant. 

One of the characteristics with which the orange spectre is credited is that of rapid flight. 

No one has ever been able to catch it. 

LIGHT GHOST BAFFLES SOUTH VALLEY FOLK 

After following three young men home from a dance, the light stopped in the farmyard, 
and the boys called their father to see it. As he approached the light which usually travels 
about four feet above the ground, it vaulted high into the air and disappeared over the 
south branch of the Saskatchewan river. 

Four farmers in the district are said to have given up their homes because the ghost 
haunted them. 

Animals Scared 

Dogs, horses and cows stand like statues when it comes near. 

A woman driving home the cows one evening, encountered the orange light at the 
entrance to the barn. The cows and her trusted dog froze in their tracks for a few 
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moments, and when the spectre vanished they jammed the barn door in their haste to 
get inside. The woman said the light was so bright she could see the mosquitoes on the 
cows. 

Motorists with one headlight burning don’t travel in South Valley any more. One night a 
driver mistook the orange ball for a car with one lamp burning. The light came on, 
stopped, and settled on the running board of his auto. 

It is expected that shotguns may figure in similar encounters with the mysterious light in 
future. 

South Valley people are convinced the ghost is a supernatural phenomenon, and urge 
visitors “not to monkey with it.” 

Stages Speed Contests 

Although the ghost has never harmed anyone, lone travellers who meet it are bringing 
northern Saskatchewan to the fore in the matter of the next Olympic speed trials. 

The orange ghost is believed to have patrolled a beat of many miles for about 17 years. 

There are numerous stories as to is origin, involving several murders, the violent death of 
a Jewish peddler on a lonely road, and other weird stories. 

Sometimes the ghostly light is the size and shape of a large salt shaker. At others it is as 
big as a cart-wheel. Sometimes whiskers adorn its surface. Winter weather is no 
obstacle to it. 

Bog Gas Accused 

The most plausible explanation so far offered for the solution of the orange ghost 
mystery is that gas escaping from some of the bogs in the vicinity, together with an 
effervescent imagination on the part of the district residents, is responsible for the 
“visitation.” 

Most of the residents of the South Valley country have seen the ghost and several of the 
amateur ghost hunters have encountered it recently. 

If you are one of a party which has not had the privilege, the ferryman at Bindon’s, about 
30 miles east of this city, will tell you the ghost isn’t partial to crowds. 

The Winnipeg [Manitoba, Canada] Tribune 31 October 1929: p. 3 and 12 

The long lines of automobiles trying to catch a glimpse of the ghost remind me of the traffic jam 
created by the Phantom Light of Deakin’s Woods in Columbus Grove, Ohio in 1924 and the light 
settling on the motorist’s running board suggests the cozy proximity of the Burbank Bat Light. 

Once again, we find a spook light of long standing, but no theories except those well-worn 
chestnuts: a murdered peddler and “bog gas.” I will point out that Saskatchewan and Oklahoma are 
both rich in oil and natural gas. Oil country often seems to have more “paranormal” activity, 
particularly luminous apparitions. 
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But I’m disappointed to report that these two cases are the extent of my orange ghosts. There was 
an “Orange Phantom” motorcyclist baffling the police in Orange, California, 1976, but he turned out 
to be just a daredevil in an orange helmet on a fast bike. It runs in my mind that there is some 
regional monster: a man exposed to radiation, whose skin or eyes turned orange, but... 

Other orange (or perhaps pumpkin spice) ghosts? chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 

Chris Woodyard 
on October 14, 2017 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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NORFOLK 


Unwanted sexual advances from a boss, demeaning comments about gender and heritage and 
forced participation in a “pagan ritual” to exorcise demons from the workplace. 


Those are just a few of the allegations a Norfolk woman - and accused “demon” - is claiming in a 
$2.3 million sexual and racial harassment lawsuit against her former employer, Ricoh USA. 


Patricia Lindsey said she endured the discriminatory treatment for more than seven years before 
she was fired in November. 


Jeremiah “Jake” Denton IV, Lindsey’s attorney, declined to comment. 

John Greco, a Ricoh USA spokesman, said the Pennsylvania-based imaging and electronics 
company denies the allegations and plans to fight them in court. 

“Ricoh has very strong anti-discrimination and anti-harassment policies and offers employees 
multiple ways to report any inappropriate behavior,” he said in an email. “The company does not 
tolerate discrimination or harassment of any kind.” 

Lindsey filed her lawsuit late last month in U.S. District Court in Norfolk. 

According to the 26-page complaint, she started working for Ricoh in June 2008, and the problems 
began about one year later when she got a new supervisor, Robert Staton. 

In explicit detail, the lawsuit alleges that Staton repeatedly solicited sexual favors from Lindsey and 
then retaliated against her when she said no and reported him to Human Resources. It was one of 
more than 10 such reports she made, the suit said. 

It also said that in June 2009, Lindsey politely asked Staton to stop using abusive language while 
speaking with her, and he told her to stop talking back to him: “A woman should never speak to a 
man like that.” 


“Mr. Staton further stated that he did not have time for Ms. Lindsey’s objections to his conduct and 
Ms. Lindsey needed to listen to him and do as he says because he is a man and she was only a 
woman,” the lawsuit said. 

In September 2015, Lindsey started reporting to a different supervisor, who in turn reported to 
Staton. 


The lawsuit said Pamela Vanover continued to harass Lindsey, however, focusing on her Native 
American heritage rather than her gender. 

It claimed Vanover told her the reason the “Indians lost to the Cowboys is because you were stupid.” 
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The lawsuit also outlined an unusual encounter that allegedly happened in August 2016 in Ricoh’s 
offices. The suit said Vanover instructed Lindsey to participate in a pagan ritual involving burning 
sage. 

Lindsey told Vanover she did not want to participate because she did not believe in pagan 
ceremonies, but she still found herself involved later that morning during a production meeting. 

“Ms. Vanover entered with a rolled-up bundle of sage wrapped in Wiccan twine and stated, ‘I will be 
performing a Ritual today. I am exercising (sic) demons out of this place....Patty and I are exercising 
demons,’ ” the lawsuit said, explaining that Vanover then approached Lindsey and pointed the sage 
at her face when she protested. 

“I am exercising demons,” Vanover repeated, according to the lawsuit. 

During a phone conversation the next month, Vanover told Lindsey she and Staton had been trying 
to get her fired, according to the suit. Vanover said she was aware of the HR complaints, and 
Lindsey’s days were numbered. 

“Vanover stated she had intended to send an intimidating message to Ms. Lindsey when she 
conducted her Wiccan ritual - which was why Ms. Vanover had stated that Ms. Lindsey was a 
demon she was exorcizing (sic),” the lawsuit said. 

It said Lindsey was officially terminated for failing to report an incident the prior month involving an 
employee who made a threat, but that was just a pretext. The suit said the firing was retaliation for 
the complaints Lindsey filed with HR over the years. 

Scott Daugherty, 757-446-2343, scott.daugherty@pilotonline.com 
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Yi-Li Wu 

It’s hard to set a compound fracture when the patient is in so much pain that he won’t let you touch 
him. For such situations, the Chinese doctor Wei Yilin (1277-1347) recommended giving the patient 
a dose of “numbing medicine” (ma yao). This would make him “fall into a stupor,” after which the 
doctor could carry out the needed surgical procedures: “using a knife to cut open [flesh], or using 
scissors to cut away the sharp ends of bone.” Numbing medicine was also useful when extracting 
arrowheads from bones, Wei said, enabling the practitioner to “use iron tongs to pull it out, or use an 
auger to bore open [the bone] and thus extract it.” More generally, Wei recommended using 
numbing medicines for all fractures and dislocation, for it would allow the doctor to manipulate the 
patient’s body at will. 

Wei’s preferred numbing medicine was “Wild Aconite Powder” ( cao wu san), and he detailed the 
recipe in his influential compendium, Efficacious Formulas of a Hereditary Medical Family (Shiyi 
dexiao fang), completed in 1337 and printed by the Imperial Medical Academy of the Yuan dynasty 
(1271-1368). In his preface, Wei affirmed that medical formulas were the foundation of medicine and 
that a doctor’s ability to cure depended on his ability to use these tools skillfully. Wei’s family had 
practiced medicine for five generations, and he synthesized their knowledge with that of other 
doctors to produce a comprehensive treatise encompassing internal medicine; the diseases of 
women and children; eye diseases; illnesses of the mouth, teeth, and throat; ulcers and swellings; 
and diseases caused by invasions of “wind” (ailments with sudden onset, including febrile epidemics 
and paralytic strokes). Numbing medicine appeared in Wei’s chapters on bone setting and weapon 
wounds. 

Wei’s Wild Aconite Powder is the earliest datable recipe that I have found for surgical anesthesia in 
a Chinese text, and it is a valuable window onto practices that were largely transmitted orally, 
whether in medical families or from master to disciple. Dynastic histories relate that the legendary 
doctor Hua Tuo (110-207) employed a formula called mafeisan to render his patients insensible 
prior to cutting them, even opening up their abdomens to excise rotting flesh and noxious 
accumulations. Some scholars have hypothesized that mafeisan (literally “hemp-boil-powder) may 
have contained morphine or cannabis (ma), but its ingredients remain a mystery. A text attributed to 
the twelfth-century physician Dou Cai (ca. 1146) recommended using a mixture of powdered 
cannabis and datura flowers ( shan qie zi, also called man tuo luo hua) to put patients to sleep prior 
to moxibustion treatments, which in this text could involve a hundred or more cones of burning 
mugwort placed directly on the patient’s skin. Wei Yilin’s recipe provides important additional textual 
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evidence for a tradition of anesthetic formulas based on toxic plants, one that was clearly in 
circulation long before he wrote it down. 

At least as far back as the Divine Farmer’s Classic of Materia Medica (3rd c.), medical authors had 
described aconite as highly toxic (for contemporary Roman views of aconite, see blogpost by Molly 
Jones-Lewis). In the right hands, however, aconite was a powerful drug, and part of the Chinese 
practice of using poisons to cure (see blogpost by Yan Liu). Warm and acrid, aconite could drive out 
pathogenic wind and cold from the body, break up stagnant accumulations, and invigorate the 
body’s vitalities. In the language of Chinese yin-yang cosmology, it nourished yang—all that was 
active, heating, external, and ascending. The main aconite root was considered more toxic than the 
subsidiary roots (designated by the separate name fu zi, “appended offspring”), and the wild form 
was more potent than the cultivated variety. 

Wei’s numbing recipe consisted of 13 plant ingredients, including the main 
roots of both wild and cultivated (Sichuanese) aconite, along with drugs known 
as good for treating wounds: 

Young fruit of the honey locust ( zhu yao zao jiao) 

Momordica seeds (mu bie zi) 

Tripterygium ( zijin pi) 

Dahurian angelica ( bai zhi) 

Pinellia ( ban xia) 

Lindera (wu yao) 

Sichuanese lovage ( chuan xiong) 

Aralia (tu dang gui) 

Sichuanese aconite ( chuan wu) 

Five taels each[1] 

Star anise (bo shang hui xiang) 

“Sit-grasp” plant (zuo ru), simmered in wine until hot 
Wild aconite (cao wu) 

Two taels each 

Costus (mu xiang), three mace 

Combine the above ingredients. Without pre-roasting, make into a 
powder. In all cases of crushed or broken or dislocated bones, use two 
mace, mixed into high quality red liquor. 

Wei most likely learned this formula from his great-uncle Zimei, a specialist in 
bonesetting and wounds. Its local origins are also suggested by its use of zuo 
ru, literally “sit-grasp”, a toxic plant whose botanical identity is unclear. However, according to the 
eighteenth-century Gazetteer of Jiangxi (Jiangxi tong zhi), sit-grasp was native to Jiangxi, Wei’s 
home province, and was used by indigenes to treat injuries from blows and falls. While classical 
pharmacology focused on the curative effects of aconite, Wei’s anesthetic relied on aconite’s ability 
to stupefy and numb, while curbing its ability to kill. If an initial dose failed to make the patient go 
under, Wei said, the doctor could carefully administer additional doses of wild aconite, sit-grasp herb 
and the datura flower. 



plants from China’s most 
celebrated 

pharmacological work, Li 
Shizhen (1518-93), 
Compendium of Materia 
Medica (author’s preface 
dated 1590). Woodblock 
edition of 1603. Wild 
aconite is the middle 
image in the top row. 
Cultivated aconite (main 
and subsidiary roots) are 
in the bottom right corner. 
Image credit: National 
Library of China. Posted 
on-line at the World Digital 
Library. 
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medicinal plants from Li 
Shizhen, Compendium of 
Materia Medica. Sit-grasp 
herb is in the middle of the 


In subsequent centuries, as medical texts proliferated, we find additional 
examples of numbing medicines that employed aconite, datura, and other toxic 
plants, employed when setting bones and draining abscesses, and to numb 
injured flesh before repairing tears and lacerations to ears, noses, lips, and 
scrotums. Such manual and surgical therapies are an integral part of the 
history of healing in China. 

Yi-Li Wu is a Center Associate of the Lieberthal-Rogel Center for Chinese 
Studies at the University of Michigan, Ann Arbor (US) and an affiliated 
researcher of EASTmedicine, University of Westminster, London (UK). She 
earned a Ph.D. in history from Yale University and was previously a history 
professor at Albion College (USA) for 13 years. Her publications include 
Reproducing Women: Medicine, Metaphor, and Childbirth in Late Imperial 
China (University of California Press, 2010) and articles on medical illustration, 
forensic medicine, and Chinese views of Western anatomical science. She is 
currently completing a book on the history of wound medicine in China. 


top row, and datura flower 
in the middle of the 
bottom. Image credit: 
National Library of China. 
Posted on-line at the 
World Digital Library. 
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[1] The weight of the tael (Ch. Hang) has varied over time, but during Wei’s lifetime would have been 
equivalent to 40 grams. A mace (Ch. qian) is one-tenth of a tael. 
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Wars can be wellsprings of unsolved mysteries and unexplained phenomena on top of all the death, with bizarre, puzzling tales 
blooming up out of the battle torn earth and scattered amongst the landscape of fighting and killing. Most often overshadowed 
by the historical records and news of politics, battles and intrigue permeating war, these cases have nevertheless managed to 
flit about the periphery of these tragedies. One of the most intense, horrific wars of human history certainly has its own dark 
patches of weirdness haunting it, and World War I is pervaded by all manner of strange phenomena and bizarre tales. 

World War I broke out across our planet between the years of 1914 and 1918, and spread like a disease from a diplomatic crisis in 
Europe to infect all the world’s great economic powers of the time with the determination to kill, who were inexorably drawn in 
to what would be one of the most voracious, bloodiest, and costliest wars in all of history, and which mostly eventually devolved 
into more or less a battle of attrition and marked the rise of horrific, brutal trench warfare. The world was engulfed in warfare at 
the time, waged between the Allies, eventually consisting of the Russian Empire, the French Third Republic, and the United 
Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland, as well as the United states, Japan, and Italy, and their enemies the Central Powers, 
including The German Empire, Austria-Hungary, the Ottoman Empire, and Bulgaria. The carnage that ensued would ultimately 
change the map of our world, dissolve the German Empire, Russian Empire, Austro-Hungarian Empire and the Ottoman Empire, 
and leave an estimated 16 million people dead and large swaths of the landscape in ruin, and it is here from this storm of 
bloodshed that some decidedly weird accounts originate. 

By far one of the more widely circulated and well-known purported strange occurrences of World War I supposedly happened 
during the bloody Battle of Mons, in Belgium, in 1914, in which the British Expeditionary Force met the advancing German 1st 
Army in ferocious battle on the French border, at first managing to drive the enemy back somewhat but ultimately suffering 
heavy casualties at he hands of the well-trained, well-equipped and more numerous enemy forces. In August of 1914, suffering a 
great toll under the withering assault by the persistent, overwhelming Germans and hobbled by the withdrawal of their French 
Fifth Army allies, the British decided to finally retreat. It was then that some rather mysterious and wondrous reports of some 
decidedly odd things are said to have happened. 



Troops in the trenches of World War I 


As the British fell back under fierce, unrelenting enemy fire, English soldiers claim that various mysterious apparitions began to 
appear to them over the battlefield. The surreal, ghostly entities were variously described as angels, bowmen, or even St. 

George himself or St. Michael holding a great glowing sword, and in one case even Joan of Arc, and they were all said to 
descend down between the retreating British and their enemies to allow them a safe escape. Descriptions that came in varied, 
with some soldiers swearing they had seen literal angels prowling through the gloom of smoke and battle, others saying that 
they had been mighty and colossal angelic figures that loomed high over all they surveyed like mountains, while still others 
claimed to have seen just roving bright lights, but all who saw these mysterious apparitions credited them with thir survival. 

One retreating British unit claimed that they had been joined by a spectral army of bowmen who were described as looking as if 
they had come from the time of Agincourt 500 years before, and which lashed forth with a rain of shadowy arrows upon the 
Germans. It was even claimed that German prisoners would later corroborate these claims, saying that they had been confronted 
by ancient looking warriors wielding bows and dressed in armor. Hundreds of dead Germans were allegedly found later strewn 
about the battlefield with no visible physical wounds, leading to suspicions that some sort of poison gas had been used. Another 
report told of giant winged entities that bloomed out of the smoke to frighten the Germans away as the British skittered off to 
safety. One report was relayed to a nurse by an injured corporal, who claimed: 


Quite plainly in mid-air a strange light which seemed to be quite distinctly outlined and was not a reflection of the moon nor 
were there any clouds. The light became brighter and I could see quite distinctly three shapes, one in the center having what 
looked like outspread wings. The other two were not so large, but were quite plainly distinct from the center one. They were 
above the German line facing us. We stood watching them for about three-quarters of an hour. All the men with me saw them. 
I have a record of fifteen years’ good service, and I should be very sorry to make fool of myself by telling a story merely to 
please anyone. 



Angels of Mons 


In other reports lost soldiers told of glowing angels both male and female and dressed in white appearing to them to guide the 
way, and in still others there was talk of strange amorphous clouds of flickering light that spread out to block the retreat of the 
enemy or spook the horses of their cavalry to send them running away in fear. In most cases light bathed beings would fan out 




and chase off the German enemies in some fashion. Many captured Germans would later allegedly concur that something 
strange had been going on, reporting seeing the entities themselves roaming about, and claiming that they were unable to be 
shot and killed with their conventional weapons. Reports of these specters were so common at the time that they became a 
worldwide media sensation, and were seen by many as a sign from God, a heavenly force sent in to save them from the 
darkness of defeat. Indeed, the British lost far fewer men than they had any right to during the battle, which was seen as 
evidence that it was all true. Before long, the reports of the “Angels of Mons,” were being heavily used by Allied media to 
illustrate that theirs was a righteous cause condoned by God Himself in the face of the evil Germans and their sinister cabal. 

Of course, there has been much debate as to the veracity of these reports, and it does seem a little convenient that they should 
come at a time when Allied morale in the face of their ruthless enemy was low. It has also been pointed out that this could have 
all been put down to mass hallucinations and hysteria fueled by all of the death, tiredness and fear that was flying about during 
the fighting, bolstered by religious superstition and strong, desperate hope for some sort of savior. Further complicating matters 
is the fact that although such reports were widely circulated at the time, most of them could not be tracked to any concrete 
source, and later attempts to actually find any live firsthand witness were mostly met with failure, with the military saying that 
their identities were being protected and leading many to suspect that the whole story of the Angels of Mons could have been 
designed and carried out as morale boosting propaganda bolstered by unfounded rumors amongst the soldiers, after which it 
spun off into myth and legend. Whatever the case may be, it is all quite the bizarre story indeed, and still manages to capture 
the imagination to this day. 

Another story of ghostly forces fighting can be found within the pages of James Wentworth Day’s 1954 book Here are Ghosts 
and Witches. In the account, Day describes a very peculiar experience in November of 1918 at Bailleul, Flanders. He claims that 
he and another witness, a Corporal Jock Barr, witnessed spectral French and German soldiers atop a hilltop who seemed to be 
reenacting a World War I cavalry battle from 1914. Throughout the whole violent, eerie encounter there was no noise and the 
ghosts did not seem to actually harm each other. When locals were asked about the incident they simply said that around that 
time of year the spectral forces would always come out, do battle, and then vanish. Although this is all presented amongst 
supposedly real ghostly occurrences, it is uncertain just how much veracity the account holds, as Day was well known for his 
love of spooky folklore and his propensity for exaggeration. 



Reports of ghosts or apparitions of some sort appearing on the battlefields of World War I in the darkest hours are plentiful. In 
one account from the battlefield of Mons, two British soldiers lie dying in the bloody muck beneath them claimed that as they 
were wounded and helpless they spied the ghostly form of an old woman dressed in a bonnet and a bright blue skirt stalking 
about and always seeming to wander right into their line of fire. At first they thought they were going mad until a third soldier 
claimed to see the woman too, and chillingly stated that it was his dead mother and that he believed she had come for him. Just 
as he made this unsettling revelation he is reported to have been blown to bits by shrapnel. 

While in this case it seems the ghost was their to collect her son’s soul, there are other accounts of benevolent dead family 
members, comrades, or friends appearing in battle to offer help as well. One rather sensational account printed in the Liverpool 
Echo was a sighting made by an entire company of men, who swore that their dead commanding officer had appeared to them 
on the battlefield. The officer in question had sustained grievous injuries from a grenade blast in a prior battle, including two 
missing arms blown from his body, from which he would die on the way to the hospital, yet nevertheless suddenly appeared 
before the company commander, who walked forward to get a better look before the apparition vanished. Startled and 
disbelieving his own eyes, the officer frantically rushed along a trench to the company headquarters, where he asked if anyone 
else had seen the dead man too. One of the men responded: 


See whom? Do you mean the Colonel? Yes, we saw him, standing still, looking down the trenches just here; we looked at him 
for fully a minute, and suddenly HE WAS NOT THERE. Can’t make it out at all. All of the men saw him too, and I don’t know if 
you noticed it or not but he had BOTH his arms. 


Another such ghostly account comes from a soldier’s letter home, in which he described having his life saved by the ghost of his 
mother. The soldier claimed that in the heat of battle his mother had appeared and urged him towards her. As the dumbstruck 
soldier had shambled in her direction, not knowing what to make of what he was seeing, an artillery shell hit near where he had 
been standing before his sighting. The soldier wrote, “Had it not been for you, I certainly would have been reported missing. 
You’ll turn up again, won’t you, mother, next time a shell is coming?” 



In still another account a soldier claimed that he had been apparently saved by the spectral presence of his deceased brother. 
On this occasion, in April 1917, a soldier in the 42nd Battalion of the Canadian Black Watch, a Corporal Will Bird, was fast asleep 
on the cold, hard dirt floor of a dugout at Vimy Ridge, in the Nord-Pas-de-Calais region of France. The area was the location of 
the 1917 Battle of Vimy Ridge, fought between Canadian and German forces. Bird woke to a pair of hands gently shaking him, 
which he thought at first to be those of a squad mate, but upon opening his eyes he was instead greeted by the visage of his 
brother, Steve, who had died while serving with the Canadian Expeditionary Force in France in a battle a couple of years earlier. 

The dead brother allegedly urgently beckoned Will to follow him, which he did. He followed the ghostly apparition over the 
scorched, bombed out moonscape of the no man’s land until they reached the husk of a destroyed building on the fringes of the 
battlefield wasteland. At this point, the dead brother Steve took a long, thoughtful look at Will and then vanished into thin air. 
Scared, puzzled, and exhausted, Will did not have the inclination to make his way all the way back to his own dugout, and 
instead slept there in the ruins. When he awoke a few hours later he reportedly started his journey back to his group, but when 
he arrived he found a bombed out shell where the dugout had been and body parts strewn all about by the men who had been 
“dismembered beyond all recognition.” No one had survived, except Will that is, because he hadn’t been there, led off into the 
dark away from danger by his dead brother. Bird would later on in life write a book about the experience, called Ghosts Have 
Warm Hands. 

These last two accounts were written of by the author, historian and military researcher Tim Cook, who has compiled many such 
spooky, supernatural cases during the war into a study in in The Journal of Military History. According to Cook, such cases were 
not so unusual among these scared men in a bloody, scary land far from home. He thought such stories were born of fear and 
uncertainty, mixed with the death all around them, and these tales could not only boost morale and offer a ray of hope in the 
otherwise deep dark oblivion of the ravenous war they faced, but also give them something they could try and make sense of 
among all of the senseless carnage. Cook says of such paranormal accounts during World War I: 


As a threshold borderland, the Western Front was a place for such spectral thinking and haunting, where the strange was 
made ordinary, where the safe was infused with danger, where death was natural and life fleeting. The unnatural, 
supernatural, uncanny and ghostly offered succour to some soldiers, who embraced these ‘grave beliefs’ to make sense of 
their war experience. It was a common response for some soldiers who lived in a space of destruction and death. As I read 
the memoirs, letters, and diaries of soldiers I kept encountering the uncanny, the supernatural, and even the spectral. 





Or maybe they were just ghosts? Who can say? The poet Robert Graves gave several of his own personal accounts of ghosts, 
one of which occurred in June of 1915 as he had dinner with his fellow troops at Bethune, in Northern France. As they ate, 

Graves says that he saw an old comrade of his, a Private Challoner of the Royal Welch, standing there at the window smoking a 
cigarette, which was odd since Challoner was very dead at the time, having been killed at Festubert the previous month. 
Shocked, Graves ran outside but saw no one there, merely a cigarette butt still smoldering on the ground. He would later say of 
the strange encounter, “I could not mistake him or the cap badge he wore; yet no Royal Welch battalion was billeted within miles 
of Bethune at the time.” 

Graves would have another brush with the paranormal when he was on leave in Wales, where he was staying with a woman who 
had lost her son in battle. Graves stayed in the son’s room, which was reportedly left exactly the way it had been when the 
doomed soldier had gone off to fight, with fresh clothes and even cigarettes left out every day by the grieving mother as if he 
would return at any time. As creepy as this was, Graves agreed to sleep in the room, but he would later regret it when he was 
constantly awakened at night by inexplicable bangs, thuds, knocks, and raps emanating from the floor and walls around him. The 
following day Graves decided that he had had enough, and later said of the bizarre evening, “In the morning I told my friend “I’m 
leaving this place. It’s worse than France.”” 

If any of these accounts are real, then it shows that perhaps some of the dead linger on about the places of their violent deaths, 
and other reports seem to suggest that other mysterious and even evil forces can linger there as well, perhaps suckling and 
feeding off of the potent fear and madness of war. One strange account comes from the paranormal writer Dennis Wheatley, who 
also happened to have served on the Western Front during World War I. In his 1973 book The Devil and All His Works, Wheatley 
describes a strange and frightening experience he had during the war he claims happened as he and his unit took up shelter in 
the abandoned ruins of a bombed out mansion after the fierce fighting at the Battle of Cambrai. Apparently the decrepit, burned 
out building was a ghoulish affair to begin with, with bloodied German uniforms scattered about, apparently discarded there by 
the troops who had occupied it. One night Wheatley claims that he was working after dark building a makeshift mess when he 
was gripped by a profound, inexplicable dread that forced him to retreat from the premises, and he would later proclaim that it 
had been a demon which he referred to as “an elemental,” which he believed had been attracted to the strife, death and 
violence of the location. 






A similar story comes from the book An Onlooker in France 1917-1919, and was told by the war artist William Orpen, who in 
November of 1917 was at the battlefield of Somme to work on a painting of nearby Thiepval Wood. Although the fierce battle had 
ended more than a year before, the area was still apparently littered with human remains and the stench of decay, its soil 
permeated with the blood of the fallen and signs of the carnage everywhere. As he painted, Orpen claimed that he was 
constantly beset with the heavy, stifling feeling of being watched, and a strange unshakable sense that there was a force or 
presence there with him. He also said that although it was midday and sunny, the day nevertheless had a dark pall over it, some 
quality of murkiness as if viewed through darkened glass. After being steadily unsettled by all of this for several hours, he 
claimed that he had then been rushed by an unseen hostile force, which sent the startled artist flying backwards to hit his head 
on the ground. When he came to his senses the ghostly presence was gone. He too believed that he had been attacked by 
some demon or supernatural entity that was drawn to and feasting upon the lingering death there. 

Besides angels and ghosts, some really strange phenomena during World War I are really hard to truly classify. One account is 
the disappearance of an entire regiment at Gallipoli, Turkey in 1915. in August of this year, the British 5th Norfolk Regiment, also 
known as the Sandringhams, marched into the hellish Dardanelles campaign of the war. Made up of mostly soldiers employed by 
the estate of King Edward VII and led by the land agent Frank Beck, the regiment proceeded to march into battle and vanish 
without a trace. In later decades, some veterans would claim that between six and eight “loaf shaped clouds” had descended 
over the soldiers during the battle, which hovered over the troops before producing a fog which the battalion marched right into 
and never emerged from, with the strange objects then rising up into the sky to apparently take the whole contingent of over a 
hundred men with them. Turkish authorities would later claim that they had had nothing to do with the disappearance or the fate 
of the men. It is a case which I have covered here at Mysterious Universe before (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/2015/03/the- 
mysterious-vanishing-battalion-of-wwi/), and although it may be more wartime legend it is fascinating nevertheless. 



Forces fighting at Gallipoli 


While it is unclear as to just what happened to “The Vanished Battalion,” or whether it was UFOs or just a spooky bit of war 
folklore, it is not the only far out story of unidentified flying objects from the war, and just about as dramatic is that time the Red 
Baron shot down a flying saucer. Wait, what? Let me explain. The so- called Red Baron was the German ace pilot Manfred 
Freiherr von Richthofen, who was both renowned and feared for his unrivaled flying skills, often considered to be “the ace of 
aces” and racking up at least 80 air combat victories. In the book UFOs of the First World War, by Nigel Watson, there is a 
curious account that seems to show that human pilots were not the only one the Red Baron hunted down and engaged. The 
story goes that as he was flying over the Belgian trenches in the spring of 1917 with fellow pilot Peter Waitzrick, the Baron 
spotted an unidentified object that was described as “an upside down silver saucer with orange lights” hovering in clear blue 
skies. After a moment of awe, fear and wonder, the Red Baron did the human thing and opened fire upon it, and Waitzrick, who 
reportedly saw the whole thing, described what happened next thus: 


We were terrified because we’d never seen anything like it before. The Baron immediately opened fire and the thing went 
down like a rock, shearing off tree limbs as it crashed into the woods. 


It gets even weirder still. As they passed over the wreckage two humanoid figures were supposedly seen to climb out of the 
otherworldly wrecked craft and scurry off into the trees, after which they were not seen again. Waitzrick would keep the whole 
bizarre story to himself until 80 years later, in 1999. There are certainly some suspicious aspects of the whole tale, not the least 
of which is that Waitzrick chose to come out with his amazing experience after 8 decades of silence to The Weekly World News, 
which many readers will recognize as perhaps not the most trustworthy of news publications. Also, the planes they were piloting 
were claimed to be Fokker triplanes, which is odd since these planes would not be used in the war until some months after the 
alleged event, in August of 1917. Perhaps Waitzrick just didn’t know anyone who would take his story seriously and didn’t know 




any better so it just happened to be that the Weekly World News picked it up, and perhaps with the planes his memory after 
nearly a century was not what it once was, but one thing he seems to be quite sure of is that the infamous Red Baron shot down 
a UFO, saying: 


There’s no doubt in my mind that the Baron shot down some kind of spacecraft from another planet and those little guys who 
ran off into the woods were space aliens of some kind. 



The Red Baron, Manfred Freiherr von Richthofen 


Other UFOs encountered during World War I are the so-called “Flaming Onions” which were typically described as glowing 
green balls that would zip around, do flips, and very often chase aircraft, easily outpacing and outmaneuvering them but not 
actually attacking in any way. This strange phenomenon was purportedly seen throughout the war by both sides of the 
engagement, and it always terrified those who experienced it. One theory as to what the Flaming Onions were is that they might 
have been flares fired by the Germans, but flares typically do not actively chase aircraft and seasoned pilots can usually 
recognize flares as such. They remain a curious unexplained mystery of the war. 

Besides spaceships and weird lights, another baffling aerial phenomenon reported during the war began with a very strange 
sighting made by a Lieutenant Frederick Ardsley as he was on a morning patrol in northern France on January 9, 1918. As he flew 
along, another biplane of the same make and model as his own positioned itself next to him, and when he looked to see who 
was in the cockpit he was surprised to see a beautiful woman with long flowing blonde hair blow him a kiss and do a Can Can 
dance in her cockpit before swiftly flying away. Ardsley attempted to chase the mysterious pilot, but she was reportedly a far 
superior pilot and was able to easily lose him. Unbelievably, the mystery woman would show up at other times during the war 
and engage German pilots, usually easily beating them and shooting them down and sighted by both pilots and civilians alike. 
Some reports even say that her plane was impervious to bullets or that she would vanish into thin air. She came to be known as 
“Lady Sopwith” or “The Valkyrie,” and became legendary. No one knows who she was or whether this is all just another wartime 
myth. 

Another inexplicable account is the strange phenomenon of the zombie-like ghouls of the No Man’s Land of the war. These 
ghoulish maniacs were said to haunt the empty tracts of war-torn land between sides, where no one dared to tread, where they 
prowled about looking for new victims. They were mostly said to be deserters who had wandered off into this crater blasted 
wasteland, and these defectors of all nationalities are said to have banded together out in the blood-soaked moonscape of the 
No Man’s Land to live underground in dim tunnels, where they went insane began to emerge to kill, loot, and eat the fallen. 








Some thought they were not even human at all, but rather some sort of revenants or demons from Hell itself, but whatever they 
were the end result was always the same; these ghoulish creatures raiding fresh corpses to take their equipment and feast on 
their flesh, or even by some accounts attacking and killing soldiers from both sides of the fight. 



No Man’s Land in World War I 


One of the most sensational accounts of these mysterious figures was given in the book The Squadroon, and describes a whole 
platoon of soldiers walking across No Man’s Land only to be grabbed from below by unseen forces and pulled down one by one 
as if sucked into the earth itself amidst screams of pain and terror until there was no one left and no sign that anyone had been 
there at all. It has also been variously reported that the Allied forces took this threat seriously, going so far as to gas the whole 
area in a bid to kill off the freakish marauding thugs. I have written of this phenomenon in much more detail here at Mysterious 
Universe before (http://mysteriousuniverse.org/2015/09/the-mysterious-wild-men-of-no-mans-land/), and although it stinks of a 
war legend born from the chaos of the battlefield and exaggerated at best, it is all still rather disturbing and spooky 
nonetheless. 

From the depths of our darkest, shameful pieces of history, from among the fighting and death there often spring many such 
tales of the unexplained, yet the nature of the untamed chaos of war often makes it difficult to know which are perhaps factual 
and which are merely the mutated progeny of tired and addled minds consumed, demented and twisted by atrocities and fear. 
Peering through the fog of war it is often hard to differentiate fact from fiction, and the lines between where reality begins and 
feverish fantasy begins can become blurred. Making matters more complicated is that accurate records are often not kept of 
these anomalies, instead being spread through word of mouth and second of third hand accounts, and concrete sources can be 
elusive, not to mention the fact that these soldiers were there to fight, not chronicle the unexplained, making these oddities 
more of a distraction for them than anything else. These alleged events have become faded and obscured by history. It is quite 
possible we will never know to what extent any of these tales are real, but they continue to lurk there between the pages of 
history books, intriguing yet evasive as they stay in the shadows. 
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Pay your NMSU parking citation with peanut butter 


You may be able to pay your NMSU parking citation with peanut 

butter. Seriously Icsun- 

Sun-News Reports, . newS.COITI 

LAS CRUCES - Have you received a "No Current Permit" parking citation on the New Mexico State 
University campus and not yet paid? 

The NMSU Transportation & Parking Services has an offer that you can really sink your teeth into. 

During homecoming week, Oct. 23-27, you can bring at least 80 ounces of peanut butter to the 
parking department, 1400 E. University Ave., and it will be accepted as payment. 

All peanut butter donations will be sent to the Aggie Cupboard as part of the Eat for Pete campaign. 

A few stipulations: 

• Multiple jars of peanut butter will be accepted, but the total for payment must be at least 80 
ounces. 

• The offer is limited to the first 100 customers. 

• One citation per customer. 

• Peanut butter must not have expired. 

• All other citations are subject to standard payment and policies. 

• Appealing the citation forfeits the right to pay with peanut butter. 

For those who would like to donate peanut butter without a citation, the Parking Department will 
accept donations from Oct. 23-27 only. 

The NMSU Parking Dept, is open 8 a.m. to 4:30 p.m. Monday through Friday and is adjacent to 
Barnes & Noble. Free parking is available in designated spaces. For information, visit 
https://park.nmsu.edu or https://aggiecupboard.nmsu.edu/. 

Read or Share this story: http://www.lcsun-news.com/story/news/education/nmsu/2017/10/04/you- 
may-able-pay-your-nmsu-parking-citation-peanut-butter-seriously/732032001/ 
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Pinched Ashes - Haunted Ohio Books hauntedohiobooks.com 

This is the official website of the 7-volume 
Haunted Ohio series and the Ghosts of 
the Past series by Ohio author Chris 
Woodyard 

Phone (937) 681-8937 • Fax (937) 320 - 
1832 

1811 Stonewood Dr. Dayton, OH 45432- 
4002 • invisiblei@aol.com 

A report of a vile, “ashes for cash” scheme sent me to my files on early cremation to look for 
vintage stories of purloined cremains. It was surprising that, while corpses were often held for 
ransom or replevin, similar stories about ransom demands for ashes were extremely rare. Perhaps 
this was because fewer Victorians were cremated, yet there were plenty of stories of stolen ashes. 
Let’s fire up the retort and look at some of these cases of ashen bodysnatching. There is quite 
a variety in motives and mysteries. 

In most of the ash-theft cases, it is obvious there was a more mercenary motive. 

HIS ASHES STOLEN. 

St. Louis Girl Carried Reminder of Dead Sweetheart in Ring. 

St. Louis, Dec. 15. Miss Cora Evelyn asked the police to locate a robber who stole from 
her $250 worth of jewelry, including an unusual ring. This ring contained the ashes of her 
former sweetheart, according to her statement. He was Charles Patterson who died in 
Binghamton, N.Y., about a year ago. 

After his body had been cremated, Miss Evelyn says she procured a small quantity of his 
ashes, which she had placed in the setting of the ring, behind a transparent film. Her 
reason for this, she said, was to have near her always, some forcible reminder of her 
dead sweetheart. The Topeka [KS] State Journal 15 December 1910: p. 9 

Today, of course, you can purchase pretty glass lockets in which to keep a pinch of the loved one’s 
cremains ever near, but in 1910, the ring was freakishly unusual. In the 19th century the “correct” 
mourning accessory would have contained the hair, rather than the ashes, of the beloved. 

Thefts of bronze urns and grave markers for scrap-metal sale are commonplace even today. One 
wonders if that was the motive here. 

DEAD MAN’S ASHES STOLEN 

The police of Newark, N.J., were asked yesterday to investigate the theft of a bronze urn 
containing the ashes of Henry Rundel Center. The urn bore the name of Center and the 
date of his death, November 19, 1909. Mrs. Catherine Center, widow of Henry Rundel 
Center, occupied an apartment at 176 Third street. Recently she went to Washington, 

D.C., and left the apartment in charge of a friend. The friend discovered several articles 
were missing, among them the urn. A sneak thief robbed the apartment. Harrisburg [PA] 
Telegraph 29 March 1918: p. 24 
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Other stories are simply a comedy of errors: 

HUSBAND’S ASHES LOST. 

Comedy of mixed bags. 

An American widow who is so devoted to the memory of her late husband that she 
always carries his ashes with her was revealed by a curious mistake at the Pittsburgh 
station of the Pennsylvania line. 

Mrs Mary White, of Chicago, who had been spending a holiday with friends at Pittsburgh, 
left her portmanteau at the station cloakroom while she was saying good-bye. At the 
same time a mechanic named James Robinson, who was going to seek employment at 
New York, left a similar valise containing his tools at the same station. Robinson was the 
first to call for his bag, accepted the one handed to him, and started for his 21 hours’ 
journey to New York. 

Here his quest for work was successful. “But I can’t begin,” said Robinson; “they’ve given 
me the wrong valise at Pittsburgh and my tools are left behind.” An examination of his 
luggage disclosed the fact that the valise he had brought contained some woman’s 
wearing apparel and a sealed copper urn, to which was attached a coffin plate engraved, 
“George Shires White, died 1910.” There was also a Civil War medal which had 
belonged to Mr White. At the same time the stationmaster Chicago was telegraphing 
throughout the Pennsylvania line: “Wanted, a lady’s valise containing memorial tagged 
with the name of White; lady very anxious.” 

The bags were exchanged as speedily as possible, and Mrs White explained to the 
Pennsylvania officials that she was never able to bring herself to inter her husband’s 
ashes after his cremation. She kept them with her, and it always seemed as if he himself 
were still her companion. Mataura Ensign, 8 August 1911: p. 5 

In this story, the ashes were removed by police-impersonators probably under the guise of public 
health concerns. If they just wanted her trunk, how did they know there were ashes in it—did the 
recently widowed Mrs. Rankin mention it to the desk clerk? 

DEAD HUSBAND’S ASHES STOLEN FROM WIDOW 

Trunk Stolen From Hotel Room Contained Remains of Man 

Cincinnati, Ohio, July 29. The disappearance of a trunk from her room in the Bremen 
Hotel, Twelfth and Bremen streets, containing the ashes of her husband, John Rankin, 

47 years old, who died June 25, was reported to police late yesterday by Mrs. Bertha 
Rankin. 

She told detectives she was informed police had ordered the trunk to be removed. No 
such order was issued through the Police Department, she was told. Philadelphia [PA] 
Inquirer 30 July 1916: p. 7 

Sometimes the thieves, spooked by what they’d done, abandoned their loot. 
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ASHES OF HUMAN BODY STOLEN FROM DENVER OFFICE, UNOPENED URN IS 
LEFT AT BAKERY SHOP 

Human ashes stolen Monday night from the offices of the Denver Crematory association, 
100 First National Bank building, and abandoned by the thieves in a bakery at 1955 
Curtis street, were returned to the crematory by the police Thursday. 

As a result of conflicting instructions from relatives of the dead man—Jesse J. Haller of 
Mancos, Colo.—the disappearance of the ashes was not known to officials of the 
crematory association until the urn containing the ashes was returned to the crematory. 
At the downtown office of the association it was thought the ashes had been scattered in 
Riverside cemetery, in accordance with instructions given after Haller died here. 

Operator Rice of the crematory at Riverside thought the ashes had been sent to Mancos 
in accordance with instructions given to him by a brother last Sunday. 

“It is the most mysterious happening I ever heard of,” declared President W.D. Pierce of 
the crematory, Thursday. “When we received Mr. Haller’s body, we were instructed to 
cremate it and scatter the ashes. 

BODY CREMATED WEEK AGO 

“The body was cremated March 24 and the ashes were locked in a steel vault at the 
cemetery. On Sunday, a brother appeared at the crematory and instructed Mr. Rice to 
ship the ashes back to Mancos. Mr. Rice sealed the ashes in an urn and brought them in 
to our office Monday night. The office force was gone when he arrived, and he placed 
the urn in a roll-top desk, locking the desk. 

“The next morning we noticed that the desk would not lock, but [The rest of the story 
doesn’t appear or is illegible.] Denver [CO] Post 30 March 1922: p. 1 

Here’s the rest of the story: 

Thieves Steal Man’s Ashes, But Police Recover Them. 

After having passed thru a peculiar chain of circumstances, including interment in a steel 
vault in the Riverside cemetery, theft from the office of the Denver Crematory association 
offices, abandonment in a Denver bakery and finally being turned over to the police, the 
ashes of J.J. Haller of Mancos, Colo., whose body was cremated on March 24, are to be 
shipped today to Mancos, where they will be laid in what is intended as a final resting 
place. 

The almost unprecedented theft of human ashes was discovered yesterday when an urn 
containing them was returned to the Crematory by the police. The theft, which evidently 
occurred on Monday night, had not been noticed because of conflicting instructions from 
the relatives of the dead man. 

Stolen from Desk. 

The body was cremated on March 24, and the ashes locked in a steel vault in Riverside 
cemetery. Instructions from one source directed that the ashes be scattered in Riverside 
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cemetery but a brother of the dead man, living in Mancos, gave instructions that the 
ashes be sent to him. 

Joseph C. Rice, assistant superintendent received the latter instructions on last Sunday, 
so he took the urn containing the ashes to the downtown office of his company. He 
placed the urn in a rolltop desk and locked it. On Monday morning the urn was gone, but 
because of the misunderstanding that existed the possibilities of a theft was not 
considered. 

Abandoned in Bakery. 

Upon the return of the urn to the crematory association yesterday by the police, it was 
explained that the urn had been left in a bakery shop by two boys who said they would 
return for it. When they did not come to claim it the baker took it to the police station 
where it was opened and its contents discovered. It is a matter of conjecture as to 
whether the boys left the urn with the baker without knowing what it contained or whether 
they opened it and learned of its contents before abandoning it. 

A telegram asking reasons for the delay in the shipment of the ashes was received from 
Mancos yesterday, so the ashes will be shipped today. 

Denver [CO] Rocky Mountain News 31 March 1922: p. 3 

Recently I read of a donation to a thrift store of a bottle labeled “Dad’s Ashes.” Perhaps the 
bereaved are simply absent-minded, leaving “Dad” or, as in the following story “a carpenter” in the 
wrong place. 

DEAD MAN’S ASHES STOLEN 

Urn Taken From Railway Carriage Is Hastily Abandoned in Tram Car by Surprised 
Crook. 

Berlin, April. 30. Strange objects have been left behind in public conveyances, but it is 
not often that deliberation or forgetfulness abandons anything more incongruous to 
workaday traffic than the urn containing the ashes of a carpenter, which was found 
yesterday by a conductor in the corner of a Cologne tram car. 

The incident proved to be even odder on investigation than it had appeared at first sight, 
for it turned out that the vessel had been stolen from a railway carriage, evidently under 
the impression that it contained something to eat or drink, while its legal owner was 
conveying it home from the Maience Crematorium. On discovering that he had 
embarrassed himself with the incinerated remains of a carpenter, the thief had hastened 
to get rid of them by leaving his burden in the train. Los Angeles [CA] Herald 15 May 
1910: p. 4 

Did the thief think the urn was a thermos? 

Then there are the truly mysterious thefts, hinting of nameless uses for the ashes. 

ASHES STOLEN FROM A GRAVE 
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The Discovery of the Outrage Causes a Sensation in Raleigh 

Raleigh, N.C., May 26. A distinct sensation has developed here among a wide circle of 
friends of the family at the discovery that the grave of Miss Mattie Oettinger, in Oakwood 
Cemetery, has been opened and her ashes stolen away. The ghouls had cut off the turf 
and dug down into the inner cell, where the urn was placed. On replacing the roof a 
mistake was made, so that the earth sifted through, causing a depression of the grave. 

This and the withered turf led to the discovery. 

Miss Oettinger was a daughter of the late Isaac Oettinger, and died in New York about 
more than a year ago. The remains were cremated and brought here for burial in the 
family lot. Every effort thus far has failed to reveal any clue to those guilty of the crime. 
Richmond [VA] Times Dispatch 27 May 1906: p. 5 

Towards the end of my search, at last I located a single instance of “ashes for cash.” 

KIDNAP ANCESTRAL ASHES FOR RANSOM 

Berne, Switzerland, Oct. 1. Thieves broke into a crematory situated in Bienne near 
Berne, a few nights ago, and stole a few sepulchral urns containing the ashes of 
members of wealthy families. 

Prominent families of Berne and Zurich are receiving letters offering to return the urns for 
a consideration varying between 2,000 and 4,000 francs, according to the financial 
standing of the owners. 

The police hope to lay a trap for the ghouls. 

Wyoming State Tribune [Cheyenne WY] 1 October 1902: p. 4 

And, finally, the lust for murderabilia formed the motive for the theft of a murderer’s cremains. 

MURDERER’S ASHES STOLEN BY MORGUE SIGHT-SEERS 

Visitors to Allegheny County’s Dead House Carry Away Dust Mementoes 

Pittsburgh, Pa., Jan. 3. The ashes of Steve Rusic, whose body was first to be cremated 
in the county crematory, after he had been hanged in the county jail yard for murder, 
have slowly disappeared from an urn in the morgue building, where they have been on 
view since February, 1911. Curiosity-seekers are accused of carrying away the ashes 
until about half a handful remains. 

The theft was discovered today when Deputy Coroner John Moschell noticed that the 
urns, containing the ashes of persons cremated, had been disturbed. Rusic was hanged 
for the murder of Salvarro [Mary] Domboy at her home in McKees Rocks January 15, 

1910. Philadelphia [PA] Inquirer 4 January 1917: p. 2 

Mrs Garvarro Domboy was shot by Rusic as she lay in bed with her husband and baby. Some 
papers reported that this was because she refused to accept the man’s attentions; others because 
she had ended their love affair. Did the curiosity-seekers think they could use the ashes for some 
kind of charm or did they merely want a grim and sooty souvenir? 
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Any other ashes-for-cash stories? chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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Avast, me hearties! It’s Talk Like a Pirate Day, so here’s a cracking 
pirate yarn full of wicked deeds, black-sailed ships, and purple 
prose. 

THE PIRATE-WRECKER AND THE DEATH SHIP. 

One lovely evening in the autumn, a strange ship was seen at a 
short distance from Cape Cornwall. The little wind there was blew 
from the land, but she did not avail herself of it. She was evidently 
permitted to drift with the tide, which was flowing southward, and 
curving in round Whitesand Bay towards the Land’s-End. The 
vessel, from her peculiar rig, created no small amount of alarm 
amongst the fishermen, since it told them that she was manned by 
pirates; and a large body of men and women watched her movements from behind the rocks at 
Caraglose. At length, when within a couple of pistol-shots off the shore, a boat was lowered and 
manned. Then a man, whose limited movements show him to be heavily ironed, was brought to the 
side of the ship and evidently forced—for several pistols were held at his head—into the boat, which 
then rowed rapidly to the shore in Priest’s Cove. The waves of the Atlantic Ocean fell so gently on 
the strand, that there was no difficulty in beaching the boat. The prisoner was made to stand up, and 
his ponderous chains were removed from his arms and ankles. In a frenzy of passion he attacked 
the sailors, but they were too many and too strong for him, and the fight terminated by his being 
thrown into the water, and left to scramble up on the dry sands. They pushed the boat off with a wild 
shout, and this man stood uttering fearful imprecations on his former comrades. 

It subsequently became known that this man was so monstrously wicked that even the pirates would 
no longer endure him, and hence they had recourse to this means of ridding themselves of him. 

It is not necessary to tell how this wretch settled himself at Tregaseal, and lived by a system of 
wrecking, pursued with unheard-of cruelties and cunning. “It’s too frightful to tell,” says my 
correspondent, “what was said about his doings. We scarcely believed half of the vile things we 
heard, till we saw what took place at his death. But one can’t say he died; because he was taken off 
bodily. We shall never know the scores, perhaps hundreds, of ships that old sinner has brought on 
the cliffs, by fastening his lantern to the neck of his horse, with its head tied close to the forefoot. 

The horse, when driven along the cliff, would, by its motion, cause the lantern to be taken for the 
stern-light of a ship; then the vessel would come right in on the rocks, since those on board would 
expect to find plenty of sea-room; and, if any of the poor sailors escaped a watery grave, the old 
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wretch would give them a worse death, by knocking them on the head with his hatchet, or cutting off 
their hands as they tried to grasp the ledges of the rocks. 

A life of extreme wickedness was at length closed with circumstances of unusual terror-so terrible, 
that the story is told with feelings of awe even at the present day. The old wretch fought lustily with 
death, but at length the time of his departure came. It was in the time of the barley-harvest. Two 
men were in a field on the cliff, a little below the house, mowing. A universal calm prevailed, and 
there was not a breath of wind to stir the corn. Suddenly a breeze passed by them, and they heard 
the words, “The time is come, but the man isn’t come.” These words appeared to float in the breeze 
from the sea, and consequently it attracted their attention. Looking out to sea, they saw a black, 
heavy, square-rigged ship, with all her sails set, coming in against wind and tide, and not a hand to 
be seen on board. The sky became black as night around the ship, and as she came under the cliff— 
and she came so close that the top of the masts could scarcely be perceived-the darkness resolved 
itself into a lurid storm-cloud, which extended high into the air. The sun shone brilliantly over the 
country, except on the house of the pirate at Tregaseal-that was wrapt in the deep shadow of the 
cloud. 

The men, in terror, left their work; they found all the neighbours gathered around the door of the 

pirate’s cottage, none of them daring to enter it. Parson_had been sent for by the terrified 

peasants, this divine being celebrated for his power of driving away evil spirits. 

The dying wrecker was in a state of agony, crying out, in tones of the most intense terror, “The devil 
is tearing at me with nails like the claws of a hawk. Put out the sailors with their bloody hands!” and 
using, in the paroxysms of pain, the most profane imprecations. The parson, the doctor, and two of 
the bravest of the fishermen, were the only persons in the room. They related that at one moment 
the room was as dark as the grave, and that at the next it was so light that every hair on the old 
man’s head could be seen standing on end. The parson used all his influence to dispel the evil spirit. 
His powers were so potent that he reduced the devil to the size of a fly, but he could not put him out 
of the room. All this time the room appeared as if filled with the sea, with the waves surging violently 
to and fro, and one could hear the breakers roaring, as if standing on the edge of the cliff in a storm. 
At last there was a fearful crash of thunder, and a blaze of the intensest lightning. The house 
appeared on fire, and the ground shook, as if with an earthquake. All rushed in terror from the 
house, leaving the dying man to his fate. 

The storm raged with fearful violence, but appeared to contract its dimensions. The black cloud, 
which was first seen to come in with the black ship, was moving, with a violent internal motion, over 
the wrecker’s house. The cloud rolled together, smaller and smaller, and suddenly, with the blast of 
a whirlwind, it passed from Tregaseal to the ship, and she was impelled, amidst the flashes of 
lightning and roarings of thunder, away over the sea. 

The dead body of the pirate-wrecker lay a ghastly spectacle, with eyes expanded and the mouth 
partly open, still retaining the aspect of his last mortal terror. As every one hated him, they all 
desired to remove his corpse as rapidly as possible from the sight of man. A rude coffin was rapidly 
prepared, and the body was carefully cased in its boards. They tell me the coffin was carried to the 
churchyard, but that it was too light to have contained the body, and that it was followed by a black 
pig, which joined the company forming the procession, nobody knew where, and disappeared 
nobody knew when. When they reached the church stile, a storm, similar in its character to that 
which heralded the wrecker’s death, came on. The bearers of the coffin were obliged to leave it 
without the churchyard stile, and rush into the church for safety. The storm lasted long and raged 
with violence, and all was as dark as night. A sudden blaze of light, more vivid than before, was 
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seen, and those who had the hardihood to look out saw that the lightning had set fire to the coffin, 
and it was being borne away through the air, blazing and whirling wildly in the grasp of such a 
whirlwind as no man ever witnessed before or since. 

Popular Romances of the West of England, Robert Hunt, 1865: p. 139 

The story contains a veritable treasure-chest of folklore motifs: the voice announcing the wrecker’s 
impending doom, the Devil come to claim his own and dueling with the parson (shame he couldn’t 
conjure the fly-devil into a bottle), the too-light coffin, the taking-off of the dead man. And 
those Gothic elements! The black clouds, the black ship, the black pig (reminiscent of other satanic 
swine in folklore), and the pirate’s black character; it all adds up to a satisfying tale to scare the 
children with. 

Pirate ghosts used to be as ubiquitous as phantom coaches and black dogs. Cornwall, in particular, 
was famous for its stories of brigands and wreckers. Where have they gone? Obviously there are 
fewer pirates roaming the shipping lanes of the Caribbean or the Atlantic, although there are still the 
occasional rum-fueled reports from New Orleans. Does this suggest, as I have often said, that 
ghosts have a statute of limitations, running down like an unwound watch as time passes and fewer 
believe? 

Posted by 
Chris Woodyard 
on September 19, 2017 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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Ephemeral New York 

Chronicling an ever-changing city through faded and forgotten artifacts 


New Yorkers tend to agree on one thing: any change in the look and feel of the city is 
never good. 

Modernization, development, improvement—all are buzzwords for the end of 
Gotham as we know it. 

In the 1840s, Edgar Allan Poe felt this way too. 

Poe may have died in Baltimore, but in the 1830s and 1840s, Poe hopscotched 
around New York, living on Greenwich Street, West Third Street, today’s West 84th 
Street and then a cottage in the Bronx, where his young wife, Virginia, died of 
tuberculosis. 


Like many residents, he eased his 
mind with long walks and 
wanderings. 

His outings gave him a unique view 
of New York’s charm (and its noise, 
grime, Sunday alcohol laws, and 
the ugliness of Brooklyn houses, 
but lets save that for another post). 



In an 1844 letter, he bemoaned the 
way the city was urbanizing before 
his eyes—which he saw after he 
rowed out to Blackwell’s Island and was able to see New York from the water. [Above right, the Beekman Estate in 
the East 50s] 



“The chief interest of the adventure lay in the scenery of the 
Manhattan shore, which is here particularly picturesque.” 

“The houses without exception are frame and antique. Nothing 
very modern has been attempted—a necessary result of the 
subdivision of the whole island into streets and town-lots.” [Above 
left, the David Provoost Mansion at East 57th Street] 

“I could not look 
on the 
magnificent 
cliffs, and 
stately trees, 
which at every 
moment met 
my view, 
without a sigh 
for their 

inevitable doom 
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—inevitable and swift.” 

“In twenty years, or thirty at farthest, we shall see here nothing more romantic than shipping, warehouses, and 
wharves.” 


In another letter that same year, he described the villas along the 
East River. [Above right, the Riker estate at East 75th Street] 

“These localities are neglected—unimproved. The old mansions 
upon them (principally wooden) are suffered to remain 
unrepaired, and present a melancholy spectacle of decrepitude. 

“In fact, these magnificent places are doomed. The spirit of 
Improvement has withered them with its acrid breath. Streets are 
already ‘mapped’ through them, and they are no longer suburban 
residences but ‘town-lots.'” [Above left, the Rutgers mansion in 
Yorkville] 

“In some thirty years every noble cliff will be a pier, and 
the whole island will be densely desecrated by buildings 
of brick, with portentous of brownstone, or brown-stonn, 
as the Gothamites have it.” 

Was Poe right or what? [Above, East River at 86th 
Street in the 1860s, by Currier and Ives] 

[Images: Wikipedia, NYPL Digital Collection] 

Tags: Beekman Mansion East River, Changing New 
York, David Provoost Estate, East River Estates NYC, 
Edgar Allan Poe in New York City, old mansions New 
York City, Rikers Estate New York City, Rutgers Estate 
New York City 

This entry was posted on October 23, 2017 at 5:59 am and is filed under Beekman/Turtle Bay, Bronx and City Island, Brooklyn, Poets and 
writers, Upper East Side. You can follow any responses to this entry through the RSS 2.0 feed. You can leave a response, or trackback 
from your own site. 

7 Responses to “Edgar Allan Poe on New York’s “inevitable doom”” 

1. Penelope Bianchi Says: 

October 23, 2017 at 6:45 am | Reply 

Poe would die again a thousand deaths if he could see! Perhaps that is why we get to a certain age and die! 
So we don’t live to see what we dread!! The desecration of what we love! Perhaps it is merciful! 

2. Zoe Says: 

October 23, 2017 at 7:50 am | Reply 

Wow 0_0 Brilliant post Phem... 

° ephemeralnewyork Says: 

October 23, 2017 at 1:27 pm | Reply 

Thank you! Poe’s take on New York makes for great reading...he’s a terrific observer and has a lot to 
say about politicians, noise wagons, the hovels people lived in farther uptown, and more. 

3. petey Says: 

October 23, 2017 at 11:39 am | Reply 

i’ve seen the untinted version of that currier and ives, but not this one before, thanks! 
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° ephemeralnewyork Says: 

October 23, 2017 at 1:27 pm | Reply 

You are welcome Petey! 

4. Edward Says: 

October 24, 2017 at 1:15 am | Reply 

I’d give a year’s pay to spend a week in NYC circa 1860. 

5. Ty Says: 

October 24, 2017 at 9:37 am | Reply 

As a New Yorker I feel obligated to carry on this fine tradition of woe. 

Why all this barren curtain wall glass? Glass facing more glass. I remember when “architect” was a 
respected profession. 

I did read that the common land that Broadway bends to avoid to the Middle Road (future Fifth Avenue) was 
filled with rock outcroppings and scrub brush unlivable and unfarmable until Randall, the great leveler, came 
along. 
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How would you feel if you discovered that a member of your family had attended the first annual meeting 
of the Birmingham Political Union in 1830 chaired by Radical MP Sir Francis Burdett? Would you be 
pleased, perhaps even proud, that you were in some way connected to the movement for political reform 
and a wider franchise? 


My relation Samuel Evans Heaton was in the crowds at that meeting on 26 July 1830. However it appears that he 
may not have had a keen interest in Burdett’s speech - Samuel was arrested for pickpocketing. 



SIH VRA5CIS BURDETT H i 


Burdett 


Sir Francis Burdett, 5th Bt, published by Thomas McLean, after Richard Dighton, 
hand-coloured etching, published 1825© National Portrait Gallery, London 

Samuel was charged with stealing from William Hollins one half-sovereign, four 
half-crowns, and other coins. Hollins had been aware of the threat from pickpockets 
in the throng at Beardsworth's Repository in Cheapside and had kept his hand in 
his breeches pocket where his money was kept. However ‘his feelings being 
powerfully operated upon by the hon. baronet’s eloquence, he was betrayed into a 
fit of enthusiasm, and taking his hand from his pocket he grasped his hat with it, 
and waving it over his head, shouted and huzzaed for Sir Francis’. At that moment, 
Samuel seized his opportunity and picked Hollins’s pocket. 


report 

PROCEEDINGS 

FIRST 

ANNUAL MEETING 

tttrmmgfyam 

F#1LITI€AJL UNION, 

Held at Mr. BEARDSWORTU, Repository, 

On Monday. July 20, 1830. 



BIRMINGHAM . 


BPU 


British Library 8138.h.44.(6.) 

The jury at Warwick Assizes in August 1830 found 
Samuel guilty and he was sentenced to transportation 
for life. His father Richard petitioned the Home 
Secretary to reprieve his ‘unfortunate’ son. Samuel 
was aged 30 and had been unable to earn a living 
through manual labour for the past eight years, relying 
on his ‘strictly sober, honest, and industrious’ parents 
to support him. The petition was signed by others, 
seemingly including the victim of the crime: ‘I Wm 
Hollins do recommend him to your Mercy’. However 
the jailer’s report gave Samuel’s character as ‘very 
bad’: he had been in trouble with the police before for 
theft and assault. The sentence was upheld and in 
March 1831 Samuel sailed on the Argyle for 


Tasmania. During the voyage he suffered from dyspepsia, debility, and the effects of a ‘broken constitution’. 


Semttri Frtin * tftatan win indicted {<* utvlm* * halt, 
iwrrttfn, f.mr L»|f.rrnwru, nml other motile*, from the per. 
mm of William u lltrminirham, on the SpSth of July 

Ual. The prowctitm, It ipprinil, atfrmlrd the public ourt- 
in* heW at Birmingham on the above day, at which Sir 
Frand* RunJnt matte * lone uu) popular •perch. The) 
pmaeTutor, to protect hicrsclf from plunder by ptekpockm, of 
wh«n a it re it nruny were observed in I he crowd, kept hi* 
hand in hi* brcechet pocket where J*L* money wu, until bn 
feelings being powerfully opeuned upon by the hon. barenet** 
eloquence, be warn betrayed into * fit ofcnuinjium, and uhing 
hit hand from hit pocket tie gtmaped hta hat with it, and 
« ■ vir.fr It over hn bead, ihoutrd and hunaad for Sir Fnncim. 
The i>neoner availed hi mar If of that unguarded moment to 
pick die proarrutot'a pecket- 

Heaton crime 


Evening Mail 16 August 1830 British Newspaper 
Archive 

There is a striking physical description of Samuel in 
the convict records: 

Trade - Labourer 

Height without shoes - 5 ft 5% ins 

Age - 31 

Complexion - Brown 
Head - Large and round 
Hair - Dark brown 
Whiskers - None 
Visage - Round 
Forehead - Perpendicular 


http://blogs.bl.uk/untoldlives/2017/09/political-and-criminal-convictions-in-birminghann.htnnl 


1/2 


















9/15/2017 


Political and criminal convictions in Birmingham - Untold lives blog 


Eyebrows - Dark brown 

Eyes - Blue 

Nose - Short - broken 

Mouth - Large - projecting lips thick 

Chin - Short 

Remarks - The whole visage representing as having had a severe bruise - nose flat split - and broken - lost most 
of his teeth - impediment in speech - mouth awry. 

In Tasmania, Samuel worked as a post officer messenger. There are offences recorded against his name. He was 
drunk and disorderly, and abused a constable in the execution of his duty. He neglected to attend a muster. Most 
seriously, he was found in a wheat field with convict Mary Lamont and punished by imprisonment with six months’ 
hard labour. 

Samuel was granted a ticket of leave in August 1839 and a conditional pardon in September 1842. I have not yet 
been able to complete this sad story by finding out when, where or how Samuel died. So if anyone comes across 
him whilst researching convicts, please get in touch! 

Margaret Makepeace 

Lead Curator, East India Company Records 
Further reading: 

British Newspaper Archive e.g. Evening Mail 16 August 1830. 

Petition of Richard Heaton - The National Archives HO 17/40/FP29 
Surgeon’s journal ship Argyle 1831 - The National Archives ADM 101/4/5 
Tasmania Convict records e.g. description of Samuel Evans Heaton CON18/3/1 p.44 

Reports of meetings etc convened by the Birmingham Political Union (1830) - British Library 8138.h.44.(1-23.) 
Copyright © The British Library Board 
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A giant chicken the size of five men was said to have risen up out 
of the waves 

2nd October dorsetecho.co.uk 


DorsetECHO 



' chicken the size of five men was said to have risen up out of 
the waves Chesil Cove, Portland HG12942 


WITH 95 miles of 
coastline stretching 
from Orcombe Point 
in East Devon to Old 
Harry Rocks in Studland Bay, Dorset’s world- 
renowned Jurassic Coast is understandably a 
popular destination for those seeking 
breathtaking views, sweeping cliff walks and 
dramatic geology, not to mention sparkling 
seas lapping long stretches of beach affording 
the opportunity for some serious sandcastle 
building! 

Yet if we are to look beyond the bucket and 
spade appeal of Dorset’s beaches, 
notwithstanding the massive dragon’s skull 
which ‘washed up’ on Charmouth beach in 

2013 (in actual fact a publicity 
stunt staged by the producers 
of ‘Game of Thrones’), some 
fascinating myths and tales 
relating to ‘real’ monsters of 
the deep rising up from 
Dorset’s coastal waters have 
passed into folklore and 
legend. 

Readers might remember the 
article which the Dorset Echo 
ran back in 2010 about 
choosing the names for the 
four roundabouts on 
Weymouth’s soon to be 

opened relief road. 'Veasta' was the winning name chosen for the roundabout linking to the Manor 
Round roundabout, close to Morrisons, and selected from a shortlist of nautical-themed names as it 
is the only one with a clear sea view, and an apt choice as, in case you were wondering, Veasta is 
the name given to the mythical sea monster claimed to have been sighted off Weymouth and 
Portland on occasion since the 15th century. 



A giant chicken the size of five men was said to have risen up out of the waves SECRET 

BEACHES: Cogden 


First seen in November 1457 'in the isle of Portland' and apparently witnessed by the entire 
population, due to its bizarre appearance, the mysterious creature was dubbed the ‘Mer-chicken’, as 
according to Holinshed's Chronicles it was described as a monstrous marine cockerel which rose up 
out of the waves, the size of four or five men, “hauing a great crest vpon his head, and a great red 
beard, and legs of halfe a yard long”. 
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After crowing four times to each point of the compass, this ‘chicken of the sea’ submerged back 
beneath the waves. 

Though some have mooted that the Veasta has put in an annual appearance since its first sighting, 
the next literary reference to its breaking the waves was in June 1757, when it was sighted by the 
famous Dorset historian the Reverend John Hutchins. In this instance, however, not only was the 
monster sighted but a corpse was later washed ashore on Cogden Beach at Burton Bradstock. 

Hutchins’ description of the 13ft long ‘mermaid’ thrown up by the sea ran as follows, “...The upper 
part of it had some resemblance to human form, the lower was like that of a fish. The head was 
partly like that of a man, and partly like that of a hog. Its fins resembled hand: it had forty-eight large 
teeth in each jaw, not unlike those in the jaw-bone of a man.” Unfortunately, the fate of this 
fantastical flotsam was not recorded, though had it been ‘thrown up by the sea’ in the Victorian era, 
it may well have been subject to the increasingly popular fad for taxidermy. 

There were later tales of another ‘sea monster’ having washed ashore along Chesil Beach during 
the nineteenth century; described as having a very long neck and a snake-like head, the ‘monster’ 
however turned out to be a camel! 

More recently, in August 1995, a strange creature ‘some twelve feet high, half fish and half giant 
seahorse’ was seen some 50 yards out to sea from Chesil Beach in Portland. Since its last apparent 
recorded sighting on the day of the solar eclipse in 1999 however, (a trick of the light, or lack thereof 
perhaps?) this Dorset leviathan, dubbed the ‘Chesil Beach Monster’ has failed to put in any further 
appearances, and it remains to be seen (literally!) whether this maritime myth will once again make 
some waves... 

SUMMER STREVENS 

0 comments 
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The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 
Portuguese Werewolf October 30, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Contemporary , trackback 

This note was published in 

A PORTUGUESE WEREWOLF Folklore in 1942 by, of all 

people, Violet Alford, one of 

Following Professor Hutton’s Presidential Address on Werewolves, a handful of impressive 
this note may be of interest. An English friend, born and brought up interwar British folklorists, 
m Portugal, remembers, when she was about seven years old, the 
mysterious whispering of the Portuguese servants. She gathered that Following Professor 
the son of the farmer, whose premises touched those of her family, Hutton’s Presidential 

suspected of being a werewolf. Tim's frightened her at the time, but Address on 

she went away to school and forgot ail about it. Seven or eight years Werewolves this 

note may be of interest. An English friend, born and brought up in Portugal, remembers, when she 
was about seven years old, the mysterious whispering of the Portuguese servants. She gathered that 
the son of the farmer, whose premises touched those of her family, was suspected of being a 
werewolf. This frightened her at the time, but she went away to school and forgot all about it. Seven 
or eight years later, when she was fourteen (about 1917) she and her sister sat on their window- 
ledge, overlooking the garden. Suddenly, on to the wall dividing their garden from the farmer’s 
property, there leapt a large animal - a dog, she supposed-which ran along the wall, sprang down at 
the end and made off into the open country. Both she and her sister exclaimed that they had never 
seen the creature before, and did not know the farmer had such a queer dog. She described it to me 
as dark and shaggy, and not quite like an ordinary dog. It was only after some time that both girls 
remembered the long-ago stories of the farmer’s son who was a werewolf, and both, rather 
apprehensively, came to the conclusion that they had seen the lobishomem [werewolf in Portuguese], 

(Alford 1942) 

Any other werewolf accounts: drbeachcombing AT yahoo DOT com 
*Mermaid Monday back next week. 

31 Oct 2017, Bruce T: ‘Sounds like a Portuguese Water Dog, which due to it’s dark heavy curly/shaggy coat 
makes it look much bigger than it is, they generally run in the lower thigh high, 50 lb. range, but that’s the size that 
has been standardized and chosen for show by dog breeders going for “perfection”. They’re a guard and herding 
dog. There are much bigger crosses of this basic type running around both Portugal, western Spain and the 
Azores who have met nice Mastiffs and other larger herding/guard dogs and freely interbred. The very large 
Azorean crosses are used for fighting for the ilk who indulge in such things here. Many a young backpacker has 
been chased across the countryside of Western Iberia by these fine dogs and their variants. Shades of “An 
American Werewolf in London” but with Lisbon for the final setting. This formerly young fellow learned from an 
early age how to deal with large dogs in the countryside, a sack full of rocks and an accurate, strong, throwing 
arm. Those Iberian hellhounds didn’t stand a chance. A rock about a third of the size of your fist is a fine dog 
deterrent in most parts of the world. Lots of weird things going on in Portugal in 1917, were-dogs and Marian 
apparitions. Must have been a bad rye crop or a good grape one? Something had those folks addled 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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A 'possessed' nun's 17th century devil letter has finally been 

translated metro.co.uk 


Jen Mills for Metro.co.ukSunday 10 Sep 2017 4:28 pm 

The devil letter, written in code (Picture: 
Wiki) 

A letter written in code by a nun 
‘possessed by the devil’ has finally been 
translated, more than 300 years after it 
was written. 

Sister Maria Crocifissa della Concezione 
wrote ‘this system works for no one’ and 
that humans invented God in the rambling 
letter. 

A 'possessed' nun's 17th century devil letter has finally been translated She believed She had been taken Over by 
the devil who was using her hand to write with in 1676. 

‘God thinks he can free mortals,’ it reads, then refers to the river of the underworld saying ‘Perhaps 
now, Styx is certain’. 

The letter was found at a convent in Sicily, where the nun had lived since she was 15. 

Palma di Montechiaro in Sicily (Picture: Wikipedia) 

She claimed she woke up one day and found the letter, 
with no recollection of who wrote it. 

Scientists from the Ludum Science Centre in Catania 
finally managed to translate the letter, after running it 
through software on the dark web which is used by 
intelligence services to break codes. 

It uses Latin, Ancient Greek, the runic alphabet and 
Arabic to try and make sense of the characters - and 
came up with some decipherable phrases. 

Researchers said the nun was known to scream and 
faint at the altar of Palma di Montechiaro convent, saying the devil was trying to make her serve evil 
rather than good. 

The nun believed she was possessed by Lucifer (Image from 17th Century Paradise Lost: Getty) 

Not all of the letter could be translated, but enough could be to show the devilish nature of its 
content. 

She described God and Jesus as ‘dead weights’ - a criminal heresy at the time. 



A 'possessed' nun's 17th century devil letter has finally 
been translated 
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‘I personally believe that the nun had a good command of languages, 
which allowed her to invent the code, and may have suffered from a 
condition like schizophrenia, which made her imagine dialogues with 
the Devil,’ Daniele Abate, director of the centre, told The Times 

He said the centre had been contacted by several Satanists after 
publishing its findings. 

The whole world is talking about our work,’ a spokesman said. 

Metro.co.uk has contacted LUDUM Science Centre Catania to ask for 
the full text of the letter. 

a 'possessed'nun's 17th century © 2017 Associated Newspapers Limited 
devil letter has finally been translated Back to top 
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You’ll Never Be as Radical as This 18th-Century Quaker Dwarf - The New York Times 


Opinion | You’ll Never Be as Radical as This 18th-Century Quaker Dwarf nytimes.com 


B v marcus redikeraug. 12,2017 

It was September 1738, and Benjamin Lay had walked 20 miles, 
subsisting on “acorns and peaches,” to reach the Quakers’ Philadelphia 
Yearly Meeting. Beneath his overcoat he wore a military uniform and a 
sword — both anathema to Quaker teachings. He also carried a hollowed- 
out book with a secret compartment, into which he had tucked a tied-off 
animal bladder filled with bright red pokeberry juice. 

When it was Lay’s turn to speak, he rose to address the Quakers, many of 
whom had grown rich and bought African slaves. He was a dwarf, barely 
four feet tall, but from his small body came a thunderous voice. God, he 
intoned, respects all people equally, be they rich or poor, man or woman, 
white or black. 


Lay did not resist when his fellow Quakers threw him out of the building. He knew he would be disowned by his 
beloved community for his performance, but he had made his point. As long as Quakers owned slaves, he would 
use his body and his words to disrupt their hypocritical routines. 

Lay’s methods made people talk about him, his ideas, the nature of Quakerism and Christianity, and, most of all, 
slavery. According to Benjamin Rush, a Philadelphia physician and signer of the Declaration of Independence, the 
name of this “celebrated Christian philosopher” became “familiar to every man, woman and to nearly every child, in 
Pennsylvania.” For or against, everyone told stories about Benjamin Lay. 

Lay, a hunchback as well as a dwarf, was the world’s first revolutionary abolitionist. Against the common sense of 
the day, when slavery seemed to most people as immutable as the stars in the heavens, Lay imagined a new 
world in which people would live simply, make their own food and clothes, and respect nature. He lived in a cave in 
Abington, Pa., ate only fruits and vegetables — “the innocent fruits of the earth” — and championed animal rights. 
He refused to consume any commodity produced by slave labor and was known to walk abruptly out of a dinner in 
protest when he found out that his host owned slaves. 

Today Benjamin Lay is largely forgotten, for essentially two reasons. 

The first is that he did not fit the dominant, long-told story about the history of the abolitionist movement. Formerly 
a common sailor, he was not one of the so-called gentleman saints like William Wilberforce, an aristocratic leader 
of the abolition movement in Britain. He was wild and confrontational, militant and uncompromising. 

A second reason is that he has long been considered deformed in both body and mind. As a little person and as a 
man thought eccentric at best and more commonly deranged or insane, he was ridiculed and dismissed, even 
among Quakers who were ostensibly committed to an ideal of spiritual equality. The condescension continued in 
subsequent accounts of his life. 

Yet Lay deserves a proud place in our history. He predicted that for Quakers and for America, slave-keeping would 
be a long, destructive burden. He wrote that it “will be as the poison of dragons, and the cruel venom of asps, in 
the end.” The poison and the venom have had long lives indeed, as we still live with the consequences of slavery: 
prejudice, poverty, structural inequality and premature death. 

Disparaged and abandoned by his fellow Quakers, Lay eventually helped win the debate over slavery. He wanted 
to provoke, to unsettle, even to confound — to make people think and act. His greatest power, indeed his genius, 


Throwing his overcoat aside, he spoke his prophecy: “Thus shall God shed 
the blood of those persons who enslave their fellow creatures.” He raised 
the book above his head and plunged the sword through it. As the “blood” 
gushed down his arm, several members of the congregation swooned. He 
then splattered it on the heads and bodies of the slave keepers. His 
to heed his call must expect death — of body and soul. 



Credit Painting by William Williams (1750)/National 
Portrait Gallery, Smithsonian Institution, via Art 
Resource, N.Y. 


message was clear: Anyone who 
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lay in his gift as an agitator. In every meeting he attended, public or private, he drew a line over the issue of 
slavery. He asked everyone he met, Which side are you on? 

Slowly, over a quarter-century, his relentless agitation changed hearts and minds. In 1758 a friend arrived at his 
cave to inform him that the Philadelphia Yearly Meeting had finally taken the first big step toward abolition, ruling 
that those who traded in slaves would henceforth be disciplined and perhaps driven from the community. Lay fell 
silent for a few reverential moments, then rose from his chair, praised God and announced, “I can now die in 
peace.” He died a year later, an outsider to the Quaker community he loved, but a moral giant of a man. 

Benjamin Lay was, in sum, a class-conscious, race-conscious, environmentally conscious ultraradical. Most would 
think this combination of beliefs possible only since the 1960s, two centuries after Lay’s life ended. But by 
boycotting slave-produced commodities, Lay pioneered the politics of consumption and initiated a tactic that would 
become central to the ultimate success of abolitionism in the 19th century, and one that still motivates global 
movements against abuses like sweatshops today. 

In his time Lay may have been the most radical person on the planet. He helps us to understand what was 
politically and morally possible in the first half of the 18th century — and what may be possible now. It is more than 
we think. 

Marcus Rediker, a professor of history at the University of Pittsburgh, is the author of the forthcoming “The 
Fearless Benjamin Lay: The Quaker Dwarf Who Became the First Revolutionary Abolitionist,” from which this 
essay was adapted. 

A version of this op-ed appears in print on August 13, 2017, on Page SR7 of the New York edition with the 
headline: History’s Forgotten Ultraradical. Today's Paper|Subscribe 

• © 2017The New York Times Company 
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How a Ripped-Off Sequel of Don Quixote Predicted Piracy in the Digital Age | History | Smithsonian 


Smithsonian.com 

How a Ripped-Off Sequel of Don Quixote Predicted Piracy 
in the Digital Age 

An anonymous writer’s spinoff of Cervantes’ masterpiece showed the peril and 
potential of new printing technology 



(Image courtesy of Wikimedia Commons) 


By Martin Puchner, Zocalo Public Square 

smithsonian.com 

November 3, 2017 

Although Don Quixote wasn’t the first great novel (that honor belongs to the Tale of Genji , written by an 11th-century lady-in- 
waiting at the Japanese court), it was the first to do something important: capture a new world of print. 

That world had begun when Johannes Gutenberg improved upon Chinese printing techniques and combined them with paper, 
itself an invention that had arrived from China via the Middle East and Arab-occupied Spain. (We still count paper in reams , 
from the Arabic rizma.) 

These two inventions, brought together again in Northern Europe, encountered a rising merchant class and the alphabet, which 
made print with movable type much more effective than in China. Cheaper literature led to rising literacy rates, which in turn 
increased the demand for printed matter, beginning a virtuous cycle that has lasted until today. 

https://www.smithsonianmag.com/history/how-ripped-off-sequel-don-quixote-predicted-piracy-digital-age-180967048/ 
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Don Quixote was an early beneficiary. This irreverent story of an aristocrat who reads too many chivalric romances was perfect 
for a broader readership. After a first printing in 1605, new editions were produced across Castile and Aragon, resulting in 13,500 
available copies in its first 10 years. Don Quixote became popular abroad as well, with editions in far-away Brussels, Milan, and 
Hamburg. Most significant was an English translation, which Shakespeare liked so much that he wrote a 
play, Cardenio (apparently co-authored by John Fletcher, and since lost), based on one of the novel’s interpolated tales. People 
started to dress as Don Quixote and his wily servant, Sancho Panza, fiction spilling over into the real world. 

The new technologies came with significant side effects. So popular was the novel that an anonymous writer decided to write a 
sequel. Cervantes, who felt that he owned the famous character he had created, was dismayed. He depended on the novel to solve 
his perpetual financial troubles (he had been accused of defrauding the state while working as a tax collector raising funds for the 
Spanish Armada, and put in prison). With few legal means at his disposal, Cervantes realized that he had to fight fire with fire 
and write his own sequel. In it, he made Don Quixote defeat an imposter drawn from the unauthorized rival version—Quixote’s 
false double—showing who was really in charge of the story. 



The title page of the first edition of Don Quixote 
(Image courtesy of Wikimedia Commons) 


The experience taught Cervantes a lesson: Paper and print could help him find new readers both at home and abroad, but these 
same technologies made it easier for others to sell pirated editions. (Cervantes might not have called them pirates, because he 
knew about real ones: He had been captured by North African pirates after participating in the historic battle of Lepanto and 
spent four years in captivity in Algiers, waiting for his family to come up with the ransom.) 

Eventually, Cervantes came to realize that the biggest villain in the story wasn’t copycats or pirates; it was printers, who didn’t 
care about originality, ownership, or artistic integrity—only sales. Once he had identified the enemy, Cervantes used his most 
potent weapon, his character Don Quixote, and, toward the end of the same sequel, sent him straight into a print shop. 

There Don Quixote marvels at the sophisticated division of labor—one of the first industrial processes of mass production—but 
he also finds that printers systematically cheat authors and translators. When he comes across the unauthorized version of his own 
life, which is being printed before his very eyes, he leaves the print shop in a huff. 

Cervantes’s broadside against printers didn’t bring them down, nor was it meant to, because Cervantes knew how much he 
depended on them. But he would not lionize them either. His compromise was to use his great novel to take the measure of the 
age of print. 
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That age is coming to an end now, as our own digital revolution is changing how literature is read, distributed, and written. Paper 
and print are being replaced with screens and servers. Electronic texts are not naturally divided into discrete pages, which is why 
we’re scrolling again, as our forbearers did before the invention of the book. We’ve also become attached to tablets, a format that 
takes us all the way back to the Mesopotamian clay tablets on which the first great masterpieces were written 4,000 years ago. 
What are the effects of these emerging technologies that combine old and new? 

We could do worse than to ask Cervantes. He would not be surprised that the technologies replacing paper and print are making it 
infinitely easier to reach global audiences, nor that expanding readerships are changing the kinds of literature being written, from 
novels explicitly aimed at a global readership to ever more specialized subgenres of romance written and published on Amazon 
and similar platforms. 

Nor would Cervantes be surprised by the price we have to pay for these services. Internet piracy is rampant because laws and 
enforcement mechanisms haven’t yet caught up with the new technologies; on the dark net, they probably never will. 
Unauthorized sequels are now so widespread that we have a new word for them: fan fiction. Most important, ownership of our 
new machines is even more concentrated today than it was in Cervantes’ time. 

Were Cervantes to write a modern version of Don Quixote , he wouldn’t even need to change the famous scene in which his 
knight battles windmills (which, it should be noted, were sometimes used to power paper mills). A new Don Quixote could be 
fighting wind-powered server farms hosting websites instead. Knocked down by the blades, he would get up and look for the true 
culprit. Instead of entering a print shop, he would visit corporate headquarters in Mountain View or Cupertino, channeling the 
frustration we feel about depending on the technologies that undergird our writing and communication methods. 

This was why Don Quixote, the deluded knight, became a modem hero in the first place: He acted out our helplessness in the 
face of new machines, heroically battling windmills, printers, and the new media landscape that was also the reason for his 
success. What could be more quixotic than that? 


This ad is supporting your extension Allow Right Click : More info | Privacy Policy | Hide on this page 
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Undead Author Society 
Resurrecting Dead Stories 

October 18, 2017jamesbarton3 

This Week’s Prompt:50. Phleg'-e-thon: a river of liquid fire in Hades. 

The Resulting Story: Forthcoming 

This week’s prompt appropriately enough brings us back to one of the richest goldmines that Mr. Lovecraft 
employs: Classical imagery and mythology. In this case, the Phlegethon, one of the rivers that runs along Hades, 
providing a boundary marker. The river itself is often described as alit with fire, flowing ( or “coiling”) into the depths 
of Tarturus, the closest thing to an infernal domain the Greeks had. 



Phlegethon 


Fittingly, then, Phlegethon has been 
maintained past the Classics into the 
imagery of Hell provided by Christian 
authors. Dante describes it as a river 
of blood and violence, boiling over 
as murderers and war criminals 
were forced to stay in it by 
patrolling centaurs. Milton places it 
and the other four rivers as parts of 
hell explored by the fallen angels, 
before the idea of tempting mortals 
is introduced. The Faeire Queene by 
Spencer has it scorch sinners, and 
even Mr. Lovecraft included it in the 
work “the Other Gods”. 


However, as strange as a river of fire might sound, it is not alone in peculiar underworld rivers. Rivers, being 
natural dividers and boundary markers, often arise around the land of the dead, many with strange contents. 
Hubur, the Sumerian river of the dead, held dead souls in it’s depths against their will. Sillias, a river reported by a 
Greek traveler in India, allows nothing to float, but rather drags everything into it’s depths. The Vaitarna River is, to 
the sinless, a river of nectar. To the sinner, it appears filled with blood, bones, and pus. When the sinner 
approaches, flames appear everywhere. Those who try and cross, and are in fact sinners, will burn forever in the 
whirlpools in it’s depths. 


And of course there is Xibalba. 
Xibalba has a number of rivers. A 
river of blood, yes, but also a river of 
pus and a river of scorpions. These 
rivers mark the roads and borders of 
the Maya realm of the dead, to keep 
the living out and the dead within. 
The rivers must be crossed 
successfully, 

These rivers often have fearsome 
guardians. Hubur has monsters with 
many arms demonic birds, the 
Phelegthon has it’s centaurs in 
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vaitama.png Dante, and Vaitarna has hundreds of 

crocodiles and birds to devour the flesh of sinners before the cross. 


Of course, rivers of fire are not 
merely fantastical. There are 
multiple records of polluted rivers 
bursting into flames or exploding, 
sometimes for shockingly long 
periods at a time. The resonance of 
damned souls burning and industrial 
waste igniting is perhaps not an 
accident. It is a potent image, fire 
snaking it’s way down what ought to 
be it’s relief, a boiling mass of 
suffering from what is normally life 
giving. 

Rivers role with the dead we’ve 
discussed here, when talking of 
suicides at bridges, and here with 
Davey Jones. The river’s leading 
inexorably down to a place of 
punishment is not one we’ve directly 
addressed. However, as an image 
and mode for a story, flowing down a 
river unwittingly to doom seems as 
good a premise as any to describe 
the arc of a story. The realm of the 
dead is near the edge of the river, 
the damned are just below it’s 
surface struggling to be free. 

I would focus on the rivers, then, and 
the journey down them rather than 
the dead itself. It can keep the story 
somewhat more grounded then we’ve been lately, more in the realm of the mortal than the completely 
supernatural. I’d suggest a borderline between the surreal but natural occurrence of flaming rivers and the wholly 
supernatural rivers of fire and hell would be a good place to work. A place of uncertainty, where the danger is real, 
but the extent is not completely clear. And the river is a good place to set such a story. Rivers are border places, 
where parties of either side might meet. It is a perpetual threshold between two places, endowed with motion 
onward. 

The other recurring image is the attempt (and failure) to cross the river by sinful souls or inquisitive dead. Xibalba 
is the exception, of course, having been crossed and overthrown by the Maya Hero Twins, and even then it had 
more confounding traps past the river. Vaitarna allows people to cross with proper preparations, offerings, or after 
a lengthy time of suffering. Other rivers are generally safe to the sinless, a sort of natural filter. 

And of course, with many of these, the role of supernatural ferryman is a strong image. A ferryman who is more 
aware of the nature of the river and what’s around it. Charon serves this roll for the Styx, Guru’s for the Vaitarna, 
Virgil for Dante. These more than human guides might have a place in our story as well. 

Come next week to see what corpse we pull from the boiling blood, and what it’s appearance resembles! 

Categories: Research Tags: Dante, dead, fire, Gothic, Greece, Greek Mythology, hades, Hindu, Hindu Mythology, 
hinduism, Horror, Inferno, Lovecraft, lovecraftian horror, maya, Maya Mythology, Research, river, Rivers, 
underworld, writing 
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One Artist’s Lifelong Quest to Create a Hidden Kingdom Called Rocaterrania 

Its full history, which is being told for the first time in a new book, doubles as autobiography. 

by Sarah Laskow 
October 19, 2017 



Over the course of his life, Kuhler made thousands of drawings— 
maps, portraits, landscapes, propaganda—illustrating the history 
of Rocaterrania. After Ingram started filming him for a 
documentary, Kuhler started to reveal the story of his secret land, 
a place of intrigues and revolutions, heroes and villains. The 
Secret World of Renaldo Kuhler, to be published this October, might be thought of as the first history of 
Rocaterrania. It collects Kuhler’s fascinating art and tells, for the first time in print, the full, epic story of the world 
he created. 


Renaldo Kuhler lived on his own terms. He loved bathtubs, he 
eschewed cars and computers, he played a plywood violin, and 
he sometimes wore a uniform of his own design, which showed 
off his long, strong legs. “Renaldo drank a lot, smoked a lot, 
talked a lot—to me, to himself, and to anyone within earshot,” 
writes Brett Ingram, author of The Secret World of Renaldo 
Kuhler. The one thing Kuhler did not talk about, not for decades, 
not to anyone, was Rocaterrania, the hidden kingdom he had 
created as a young man. 



Rocaterrania was founded in 1931, when two wealthy American immigrants bought 
an expanse of land north of the Adirondacks, extending up to the Canadian border. 
Rocaterrania’s first leaders were monarchs, Phillippe and Catherine, who had little 
use for democracy. Their new country resembled old Europe, with streets that 
resembled Paris, an opera house in the capital, and a hard-working lower class of 
immigrant farmers and miners. As Rocaterrania’s population grew, the country 
developed its own culture, with its own language, based on Spanish, Yiddish, 
German, and English, and its own religion, Ojallaism, which drew from Judaism, 
Christianity, and Islam. 

The people of Rocaterrania, though, were unhappy with monarchical rule, and the 
country’s history was marked with revolts. The monarchy was forced to recognize an 
autonomous region, New Serbia, and was eventually overthrown by socialist rebels, 
who held democratic elections. 



Under this new political order, 
innovation and culture flourished in 
Rocaterrania. The environmentally 
minded government created systems 
to recycle waste into fertilizer and 
created a Rocaterranian 
Conservation Corps that helped 
build up the country’s infrastructure. 
Rocaterranians started their own 
version of the Olympics, and a film 
industry blossomed. 

The history concludes: “It took many 
hard years of struggle, dark days 
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and night, for Rocaterrania to become the nice place it is today but, no question about it, they made it.” 
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Kuhler dreamed up 
Rocaterrania as a young man, 
discontented with the rule of his 
parents. He was born Ronald L. 
Kuhler in 1931, to European 
immigrants in New Jersey. He 
spent his childhood in New 
York’s Rockland County before 
his father moved the family to a 
cattle ranch in Colorado. 
Isolated, uninterested in 
becoming a cowboy, intrigued 
by art, music, language, and 
history, Kuhler escaped into an 
imaginary world. 


Even after leaving home, he continued to spool out the story of Rocaterreania while working as a historian in 
Washington State and a scientific illustrator in Raleigh, North Carolina, where Ingram met him. Rocaterrenia wasn’t 
just a made-up world; it became a metaphorical history of his life. “Rocaterrania is not a utopia,” he told Ingram. “It 
is not a fairyland or dreamland. What it is, it indirectly tells the story of my life and my struggle to become what I 
am today. I am Rocaterrania, and my troubles within me and everything else, the events of my life.” 

Read the history with that understanding and the undercurrents of 
Kuhler’s personal story start to emerge. When Phillippe, the first 
emperor, is described as a “benevolent, if somewhat inscrutable, 
monarch” and Catherine, the first empress, as “rather 
domineering,” Kuhler’s feelings about his parents come into focus. 
When an early rebellion gives one part of the country “substantial 
autonomy to govern their own affairs,” it maps onto the moment 
when Kuhler’s parents let him live in his own cabin on the ranch, 
granting him a partial freedom. 

Kuhler’s tastes map onto Rocaterrania, too. Ingram writes that 
Kuhler donated generously to environmental causes; 
Rocaterranians are avid environmentalists. He played the violin; 
Rocaterranians revere the opera. Like Kuhler, the early monarchs 
loved trains, and they built a lasting system of urban transit and 
long-distance rail, so the country never developed a car culture. It’s even possible to read certain characters as 
aspects of Kuhler himself, too, and eventually a Ronald L. Kuhler and his twin sister, Renalda Kuhler, immigrate to 
Rocaterrania. Ronald quickly falls in love with one of the daughters of a well-regarded Rocaterranian family, and 
Renalda purses a career as an enterprising journalist. 



As Rocaterrania matures as a country, its people find greater creativity and freedom. By the time Ingram met 
Kuhler, in the 1990s, he had found some of that same freedom. Kuhler “was unabashedly, unapologetically, 
incorrigibly himself as a moral imperative," Ingram writes. The project of creating Rocaterrania and recording its 
history helped him realize a more fully expressive life for himself. Kuhler passed away in 2013, five years after 
Ingram completed his documentary, Rocaterrania. “The ability to fantasize is the ability to survive,” he told the 
filmmaker. Rocaterrania made that possible for Renaldo Kuhler. 


© 2017 Atlas Obscura. All rights reserved. 
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Russia Refuses to Disclose Details on Death of Holocaust Hero 
Raoul Wallenberg 

Micah Halpern is a political and foreign affairs commentator, author the "The Micah Report," and host of the 

weekly TV show "Thinking Out Loud w Micah Halpern." Follow him on twitter: @MicahHalpern Observer.CO(Tl 


By Micah Halpern • 09/22/17 12:30pm 


A memorial bust of Swedish diplomat Raoul 
Wallenberg in Moscow. 

Russia. MLADEN ANTONOV/AFP/Getty Images 

Raoul Wallenberg, a Swedish playboy turned 
diplomat stationed in Budapest during the 
Holocaust, was a hero, but we don’t know 
anything about his death because the Russians— 
who do know—refuse to spill the details. A 
Russian court just rejected a request by his family 
to open the file, which would finally provide 
closure. 

During the Holocaust, Wallenberg handed out Swedish papers to Jews as they were crowded into 
the infamous cattle cars herding them to concentration camps, crematoria and death, ultimately 
saving more than 20,000 Hungarian Jews. He sped them away in Swedish diplomatic vehicles while 
Nazis and members of the Hungarian Arrow Cross shouted and pointed their guns at him. But 
Wallenberg would not yield. 

Likely no one who knew the young Raoul Wallenberg expected greatness. He was an aimless 
playboy, the son of a very wealthy banking family, but he found his calling when he arrived in 
Budapest as a Swedish diplomat tasked with figuring out how to save Jews. 

Wallenberg went straight to work. He rented 32 buildings in Budapest and turned them into safe 
houses for Jews. He flew the Hungarian flag outside his buildings and gave them interesting but 
innocuous names. One was called the Hungarian Reading Room, another was labeled the 
Hungarian Library, and another became the Hungarian Cultural Center. All 32 buildings were 
protected under the sovereignty of the King of Sweden. 

He was last seen on January 17, 1945. At that time, the German army was in retreat and the 
Soviets had just conquered Budapest. Wallenberg intended to give the Soviets an update on the 
whereabouts of the Nazis when he was officially called to the office of Soviet General Malinovsky in 
his headquarters in Debrecen. In its February 18, 1947 edition, one month after his disappearance, 
Time Magazine published his last words: “I’m going to Malinovsky’s...whether as a guest or prisoner 
I do not know yet.”[ 

It is essential for his family and for all of humanity to know the truth about what happened to this 
hero. 

According to one popular rumor, Wallenberg was murdered on his way to deliver his report. A Soviet 
report from July 1947, released in February 1957, claims that Wallenberg died suddenly in his cell in 
Lubyanka prison in Moscow. Another version is that he died after being poisoned. For a while, there 
were also rumors that he was alive in Siberia. I vividly remember, while on a trip to Russia (then the 
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Soviet Union), people telling me that they heard his name when they had been incarcerated in 
Siberia. 

In 2000, another Russian official report purported that Wallenberg was executed by firing squad in 
Lubyanka prison. Is that the truth? Is any of it true? We just don’t know. 

Finally, in October 2016, the Swedish government declared the death of Raoul Wallenberg without 
evidence. By then, Wallenberg would have been over 100 years old, and there is no possibility that 
he would still be alive. His family was able to settle his estate, but they have not given up their quest 
for the truth. 

The family is appealing the Russian court decision. 

Micah Halpern is a political and foreign affairs commentator, author the “The Micah Report, ” and 
host of the weekly TV show “Thinking Out Loud w Micah Halpern. ” Follow him on twitter: 
@MicahHalpern 
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The Beeton Ideal 

Gender, Family and Religious History in the Modern Era 

In conjunction with the rise of separate 
spheres, the significance of women’s work in 
the domestic sphere increased in the 19th 
century. Women were increasingly 
considered to be the “moral compass” of the 
family; they maintained their home as a safe- 
haven for spiritual growth and retreat for their 
children and husband. These beliefs were 
founded in the understanding that scripture 
had decreed this special role to women. This 
imperative would have undoubtedly 
resonated with Christians before the 19th 
century, and separate spheres, historians 
have argued, were extant long before the 
period defined by Davidoff and Hall. However, it is undeniable that this separation of roles received 
a newfound emphasis - an idyllic Victorian accent, in the late 18th, early 19th century. 

Whereas previously, in the 17th and 18th centuries, women would have worked as a family unit 
alongside their husbands, the 19th century saw increasing urbanisation which placed greater 
distance between home and work. Historian F. Knight states it eloquently when he says, “The 
Victorians’ excessive adulation of domesticity, combined with their elevation of the moral value of 
men’s work, was at the heart of much of their distinctive frame of mind. It was an attitude that can be 
linked with wider changes.” Included in these changes was a belief that the public world was hostile 
- stress on success was predominant. Men worked to support their families, and because this was 
part and parcel of his ‘role’, his hard work was a demonstration of manly virtue - especially 
independence, honesty, and competence.[1] 

The home became a place of retreat from worldly pressures placed on men. John Ruskin, a 
predominant social thinker of the 19th century, said this about the home - 

“This is the true nature of home - it is a place of Peace; the shelter, not only from all 
injury, but from all terror, doubt and division. ”[2] 

In this peaceful domestic sphere, a woman under the authority of her husband, guided and nurtured 
her household. Betts provided insight into these ideals in his commentary on a good wife - 

“She commandeth her husband by constantly obeying him. She never crosseth him in 
the spring-tide of his anger, but stays till it be ebbing water...Her children, though many 
in number, are none in noise. She guideth them with a look whither she listeth. ”[3] 
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Although women’s domestic roles have been mentioned second, it is clear that in the Particular 
Baptist tradition they were prioritised over work in the church community. Regardless of whether a 
woman was a minister’s wife or a layperson, her primary role was the domestic sphere. A woman’s 
highest mission was considered to be that of a mother and a wife, to the exclusion of all others. The 
Baptist Quarterly Review notes that 

“the [domestic] sphere of duty must not be neglected for any other, she is in her own 
special sphere of duty. ”[4] 

Betts, when commenting about minister’s wives, also stated that she, as with any other married 
woman, had household duties to perform - and these must be prioritised.[5] 

This sentiment is emphasised, yet again, in a sermon preached by C.H. Spurgeon in 1869, in which 
he exempted married women from the obligation of consistent church attendance. In fact, he 
asserted that married women must prioritise their household over the local church. 

“Many cannot come, I know, and I do not ask that domestic duties be sacrificed, even for 
public worship. ”[6] 

Landels emphasised this in his conduct manual, in which he informs young women on the 
importance of maintaining a happy hearth: 

“There can be no happy marriage where, for any consideration whatever, a wife deserts 
or neglects her own fireside., .the duty which she owes to her husband and children, 
takes precedence of that which she owes to all the world beside. ”[7] 

While women did have opportunities to dabble in the public sphere through their participation in the 
church, as noted by the previous blog post on this topic, they were still considered primarily to be 
destined ‘for the home.’ Indeed, if church work, or even church attendance, was to conflict with their 
domestic duties, women were expected to sacrifice the former for the latter. 

[1] Knight, F. (1997). ‘Male and Female He Created Them’: Men, Women and the Question of 
Gender. In: J. Wolffe, ed., Religion in Victorian Britain: Volume V- Culture and Empire. Manchester: 
Manchester University Press, p. 26. 

[2] Quoted in Knight, F. (1997). ‘Male and Female He Created Them’: Men, Women and the 
Question of Gender. In: J. Wolffe, ed., Religion in Victorian Britain: Volume V- Culture and Empire. 
Manchester: Manchester University Press, p. 27. 

[3] Betts, H.J. (1854). Gleanings from a Pastor’s Portfolio. London: Houlston & Stoneman; J. Bigg & 
Son, p. 38. 

[4] Women’s work in the Church. (1888). The Baptist Quarterly Review, p. 481. 

[5] Betts, H.J. (1854). Gleanings from a Pastor’s Portfolio. London: Houlston & Stoneman; J. Bigg & 
Son, pp. 84-85. 

[6] Spurgeon, C. (1869). Joining the Church. 

[7] Landels, W. (1859). Woman’s Sphere and Work. London, p. 110. 


https://thebeetonideal.wordpress.com/2017/09/05/the-salience-of-the-home-19th-century-baptist-womens-domestic-role/ 


2/3 



9/8/2017 


The Salience of the Home - 19th Century Baptist Women’s Domestic Role - The Beeton Ideal 


/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% !important; 
margin-I eft: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


https://thebeetonideal.wordpress.com/2017/09/05/the-salience-of-the-home-19th-century-baptist-womens-domestic-role/ 


3/3 



10/6/2017 


The Scandalous Witch Hunt That Poisoned 17th-Century France - Atlas Obscura 


The Scandalous Witch Hunt That Poisoned 17th-Century France atlasobscura.com 


The Affair of the Poisons was one to remember. 

by Natasha Frost 
October 05, 2017 



French noblewoman Marie-Madeleine-Marguerite d'Aubray, marquise de 
Brinvilliers, pouring poison into the glass of one of her victims, seen here 
in an engraving reproduced in the French newspaper Le Petit Journal 
lllustre in 1931. Leemage/UIG via Getty Images 


Beneath the gilt and glamor of King Louis XIV’s palace at 
Versailles wafted a terrible smell. The French Sun King 
had spent vast fortunes to transform an unassuming 
hunting lodge into his own golden wonder court, one of the 
most astounding palaces in the world. But the building’s 
location, far from a river, made sewage disposal 
challenging, and its marshy foundations gave off a rank 
odor. A lack of facilities apparently led courtiers to defecate 
around the palace and grounds with abandon. The few 
bathrooms there were poorly maintained and often 
overflowing with waste. 

There was another, more sinister stench discernible there 
as well, one more troubling than the commonplace stink of 
humanity. In the late 1660s and early 1670s, influential 
members of the French nobility began to die, unexpectedly 
and close upon one another. Autopsies showed their 
insides blackened and corroded. A fever for poisoning and 
witchcraft seemed to have infected the court, and in 1679 
Louis XIV was forced to establish a special tribunal—a Chambre Ardente, or “burning room”—to investigate and 
prosecute the murders. 


The “Affair of the Poisons,” as it came to be known, is a 
misleading name for one of the largest witch trials in 
modern history. Over just five years, from 1677 to 1682, 
319 subpoenas were issued, 194 individuals arrested, 
and 36 executed (with perhaps dozens more dead from 
suicide, or in prison or exile). In total, it claimed between 
two and three times as many lives as the Salem witch 
trials across the Atlantic, 10 years later. It began with what 
appeared to be an isolated case, but then door after door 
after door opened, eventually implicating rich and poor 
alike. 

“What’s noteworthy about the Affair is that it shows how 
people from the top to the bottom of the social spectrum 
participate in a shared magical understanding of the 
world,” says cultural historian Lynn Wood Mollenauer, of 
the University of North Carolina Wilmington. “This could 
only have been possible in a very religious society, because the power that’s attributed to magical ritual and 
practice almost entirely relies on Catholic sacerdotals and rituals—the Eucharist. It says something profound about 
religiosity.” The Affair was confusing, complex, convoluted—and persistent because everyone, however powerful, 
had a common fear of witchcraft, poisoning, and the unknown. 

This strange series of events took place against a backdrop of extreme disparity, both economic and social. While 
many outside the court’s walls lived simple, even impoverished lives, those within could blow an entire fortune in 
single morning at the gambling table. And, while Louis XIV conspicuously attended daily Catholic mass, he and his 
court were described as the most libertine in Europe. The Spanish noble the Duke of Pastrana was more direct: 
The court, he said, was “a real brothel.” It was politically tempestuous and unforgiving, and its ruler a ruthless, 
albeit charming, womanizer. 



This 1668 painting of the Chateau de Versailles, by Pierre Patel, shows 
the scale of the King’s preferred palace. Public Domain 
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In most cases, writes Anne Somerset, author of The Affair of the Poisons: 
Murder, Infanticide and Satanism at the Court of Louis XIV, “the investment 
required to live at court far outweighed the gains.” To keep up appearances, 
aristocrats squandered lavish sums on “fine clothes, household expenses, 
servants and carriages,” even while income from their lands was shrinking. Ruin 
loomed over every extravagance. Excess bred boredom, which bred a taste for 
transgressive pastimes: Fortune-telling and palm-reading joined gambling as 
popular court activities, against a backdrop of superstition and belief in 
witchcraft. Murder, in this setting, could be just another diversion. And this 
diversion didn’t involve blades and blood, but poison. 

Marie de Brinvilliers 

It was in this context that, in 1672, French police were called to investigate a 
break-in at a laboratory belonging to one Gaudin de Sainte-Croix, a devilishly 
handsome, and recently deceased, young army officer. There, they found a red 
leather trunk of letters, vials, and mysterious substances. The contents of the 
trunk seemed to link Sainte-Croix’s two passions: his lover, the very married 
Marie de Brinvilliers, and poisoning. While incarcerated in the Bastille for three months for his affair with de 
Brinvilliers, in 1663, Sainte-Croix apparently befriended Italian Egidio Exili, rumored to have been a master 
poisoner. 

Before vanishing, Exili seems to have taught the Frenchman quite a bit. At the time, poisons were poorly 
understood, and hard to detect as a cause of death. Consequently, many specific crimes likely went unpunished, 
much to the fright of the French people. In the xenophobic French court, it was often seen as an Italian art, dating 
back to the time of Catherine de Medici. It was said that the Italians had found a way to poison a stray glove— 
further alarming the populace. 

In the years before his death, possibly of an accidental self¬ 
poisoning, Sainte-Croix “perfected” his art, which involved both 
trying to turn base metals into gold and trying to create an odorless, 
tasteless, untraceable poison. The first was out of reach—the 
second was not. 


Sainte-Croix and de Brinvilliers shared their passions, and began to 
test this new substance (likely arsenic), allegedly by lacing cakes 
and other sweets with it, and giving them to unsuspecting patients 
in a nearby public hospital. Seemingly, the thrill was their only 
motive. Letters in the trunk unambiguously implicated de Brinvilliers 
in the recent deaths of her father and two brothers as well, a sad 
turn of events that put her in line to inherit a fortune. Upon the 
discovery of the trunk, she fled Paris for the countryside and then 
abroad, where she managed to remain on the lam for four years 
before being arrested in Belgium. 

Historians seem to struggle to reconcile de Brinvilliers’s “uncommon 
physical attractions” with her toxic pastime. A 1911 biography by Hugh Stokes is especially onanistic. “Her soft 
smile, her blue eyes, her graceful figure,” he writes, “concealed the unbridled passions of a tigress.” Eventually, in 
a letter found in her convent cell, she confessed to having attempted to poison her sister, daughter, and husband. 

Stokes reads the confession as the work of a dangerous sociopath. “Heart had she none, not even for the men 
she loved,” he writes. Modern observers are more inclined to see these actions as the work of someone who was 
deeply damaged, perhaps because of the prolific childhood sexual abuse at the hands of her brother she mentions 
in the letter. Somerset posits: “This might explain, even if it cannot excuse, her extraordinary callousness and 
psychopathic tendencies.” 

Later, de Brinvilliers attempted to distance herself from this admission, claiming feverish madness, but it was much 
too late. She was found guilty and subjected to “water torture” to force her to name accomplices. Stripped naked 
and bound, she had 24 pints of water forced down her throat. (Looking at the numerous buckets, de Brinvilliers is 
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Marie de Brinvilliers, subject of this 1887 biography, has 
remained a target of fascination for historians. Public 
Domain/British Library 
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said to have remarked: “No doubt all this water is 
to drown me in? I hope you don’t suppose that a 
person of my size could swallow it all.”) She was 
then beheaded and burned at the stake, and had 
her ashes cast into the wind. 


The beauty and wickedness of this lurid case 
captured Paris’s imagination. Madame de 
Sevigne, an aristocrat famous for her witty letters, 
was present on the day of de Brinvilliers’s 
execution. “Never has Paris seen such crowds of 
people,” she later wrote. “Never has the city been 
so aroused, so intent on a spectacle.” 


Witchcraft, and a secret underworld of sorcery depicted in this 17th-century 
engraving by Michael Herr, was vigorous and real in the public imagination of the 
time. Public Domain 


But, more than a spectacle, the revelations were 
cause for anxiety, even terror, at court. Just 
before she died, de Brinvilliers allegedly said, 

“Out of so many guilty people, must I be the only 
one to be put to death? ... Half the people in town are 
involved in this sort of thing, and I could ruin them if I were 
to talk.” De Sevigne wrote jokingly that, since the citizens of 
Paris had inhaled de Brinvilliers’s wicked ashes, “with such 
evil little spirits in the air, who knows what poisonous humor 
may overcome us?” Indeed, Paris was about to go mad. In 
the next seven years, dozens of nobles would perish, by 
torture, suicide, execution, or poison. 


Following the execution, prior deaths of prominent figures, 
which had not seemed unusual at the time, were looked 
upon with fresh eyes. De Brinvilliers, apart from being 
beautiful, was also noble-born. If a woman of her stock 
could be guilty of such crimes, no one was above 
suspicion. At court, Louis XIV already harbored particular 
anxieties about assassination, which concerns about 
poisoning exacerbated. A possibly apocryphal story 
suggests that vichyssoise is served cold because, by the time it arrived at the King’s table, it had been before both 
his taster and his taster’s taster. 


Being burned alive, depicted here in a 19th-century illustration, was the 
fate of some of the accused in the Affair of the Poisons. SpeakFree/CC 

BY 2.0 



It was not long before arrests began. Police descended upon alchemists, 
counterfeiters, and poisoners, amid rumors of a royal poisoning plot. The Affair was 
about poison, to be sure, but it was also about witchcraft—the two were bedfellows. 
According to historian Frances Mossiker, police uncovered troves of lethal 
chemicals (arsenic, nitric acid, mercuric chloride), equipment (furnaces, forceps, 
cauldrons, vials), and foul natural ingredients (flowers, deadly nightshade, “blobs of 
Gabriel Nicolas de la Reynie, who led hanged-man’s fat, nail clippings, bone splinters, specimens of human blood, 

and diligent in his professional and excrement, urine, [and] semen ). It looked as much like a plague of dark magic and 

personal lives. Public Domain poisoning together, and rumors abounded. Then, in 1679, La Reynie made another 

hugely important arrest, from another stratum of society, an arrest that gave him 
the rattling keys to Paris’s criminal underworld. Later, this enabled a full-scale investigation. 


An alarmed king appointed Gabriel Nicolas de la Reynie, Lieutenant General of the 
Paris Police, to oversee an investigation. Previously charged with the Sisyphean 
task of cleaning up Paris, La Reynie had earned fame and respect for 
implementing, in a matter of months, “city safety, gun control ... street cleaning, 
flood and fire control,” and even a mud tax. This investigation promised a whole 
other challenge for him, since it was impossible to know quite how much of the 
iceberg was beneath the surface, even for a man intimately familiar with the 
deepest machinery of the city’s society. 
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Catherine Monvoisin 


Catherine Monvoisin, also known as La Voisin, was apprehended outside her parish church on March 12, 1679. By 
profession, she was a “divineress,” something between a fortune-teller and an amateur apothecary. If you had a 
toothache, a lost treasure, or a future in need of reading, La Voisin and her professional peers would be there for 
you, mostly to exploit your vulnerabilities and your pocketbook. They offered a range of more sinister wares, too: 
grisly proto-abortions, love potions, poisoned posies, and more. Though arsenic was the poison of choice, the 
ingredients ran to the extravagant—even powdered diamonds were not unheard of. Repeat clients who came 
seeking a horoscope or herbal remedy might eventually walk out seeing the appeal of “darker” magic. Desperation 
can make strange things—poisoning one’s troubles away with arsenic, for example—seem reasonable. 



Catherine Monvoisin, known as La 
Voisin, sold everything from 
perfume to potions to poisons. 
Public Domain 


La Voisin was a practitioner of some repute, allegedly known to virtually every woman 
in Paris, and prone to crapulence and excess. “She had as much money as she 
wanted,” a fellow divineress is quoted as saying, in the Bastille archives. “Every 
morning, long before she got up, [clients] would be waiting for her.” That she was 
arrested leaving mass was no accident. La Voisin, despite her nefarious trade, was a 
“high priestess of Christian congregations,” writes researcher Benedetta Faedi 
Duramy, “and a pious worshipper, who conceived her occult powers as a gift from 
God.” She would often encourage clients to pray for what they wanted—and then 
offered them seamier alternative means for bringing their prayers to life. 

Sometimes alternative means were the only option for women of the period. They were 
treated, by law and practice, as secondary to men. Husbands had absolute legal, 
economic, and physical authority over wives. Adultery was illegal for all, but carried 
virtually no penalty for men. Women, however, could face imprisonment, beatings, or 
loss of dowry for sullying a husband’s honor and the legitimacy of his heirs. So women, 
it appears, turned to abortifacients or poisons to liberate themselves from unwanted 
pregnancies, lovers, or husbands. These potions often had uterine origins—menstrual 
blood or placenta—as if to liberate their users from the bindings of womanhood. Male 
authorities seem to have been particularly pricked by this effort for women to wrest 


some self-determination. 



La Reynie learned a lot about this world from La Voisin after she was arrested. She 
named names. Professional peers were swiftly ushered into neighboring cells at the 
Chateau de Vincennes, until they held a veritable coven of members of the Parisian 
underworld. Her list of customers, too, was deeply troubling to authorities, and included 
prominent faces in court, including a countess whose husband had recently and 
mysteriously died. More shocking still, her confessions seemed to implicate one of the 
King’s former lovers, Madamoiselle des Oeillets, whose four-year-old daughter was one 
of his many illegitimate children. The King, already terrified of poisoning and exposure, 
panicked. He demanded from then on that the notes from La Reynie’s interrogations be 
put on loose pieces of paper. Those relating to sensitive matters could then easily be 
removed and burned, and kept from the eyes of a scandal-hungry public. 

“Paris is full of this kind of thing, and there is an infinite number of people 
engaged in this evil trade.” 


witches like La Voison drew from Eleven months after her arrest, La Voisin was burned alive in a public square now 

theirpotions ^ami U mlxWres C hfe in ^ nown as the Place de I’Hotel de Ville. She was wheeled in after three days of torture, 
an 18th-century etching, one is ar| d as the flames began to lick at her feet, she swore profusely, frequent execution 
shown preparing to boil a scorpion, observer de Sevigne noted, and went very red in the face. “Paris is full of this kind of 
Wellcome Coiiection/cc by 4.o thing,” La Voisin said in her interrogations, echoing closely the foreboding words of de 
Brinvilliers, “and there is an infinite number of people engaged in this evil trade.” 


By this time, La Reynie was becoming convinced that there was an epidemic of poisoning in Paris, with “a 
frightening amount of effort... devoted to its purchase, sale and manufacture,” writes Somerset. Staggered by the 
scale of the problem he was uncovering, he called on Louis XIV to declare a full-scale investigation, with a special 
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commission to investigate and prosecute the cases: the Chambre Ardente. It would be expensive, certainly, but 
the health of the court, and potentially the royal family, seemed to hang in the balance. The King agreed. 

The Chambre Ardente 


The Chambre Ardente’s name came from its decor. The “burning room” was located deep in the bowels of the 
Arsenal, a royal munitions warehouse. (Today, entirely refurbished, it is a library.) It was lit only by flaming torches. 
Below windows shrouded in black cloth, 13 magistrates gathered to interrogate prisoners. The term, which first 
emerged in the mid-16th century, was a general one for an extraordinary court of justice, usually for the trials of 
heretics. Doctors and pharmacists were on hand to corroborate evidence and provide medical reports, alongside a 
smattering of additional staff, but the actual proceedings were conducted in absolute secrecy. Within these walls, 
during the course of the poison investigation following La Voisin’s arrest, five people were sentenced to life 
imprisonment, 23 banished, and 36 sentenced to death. Of those, 34 were executed: decapitated, hanged, 
strangled, broken on the wheel, or burnt alive. These were just a fraction of the 442 people charged with crimes 
related to ‘“involvement in evil spells and composing, distributing, and administering poison.’” 

The affair had begun with a woman of rank. Now, one 
after another, people of similarly high status were being 
hauled into the prison at Vincennes. Others, seeing 
flames in the future, fled, and lived the rest of their lives 
as fugitives elsewhere in the continent, never to return 
to France. The atmosphere at court began to change. 
The initial titillation of scandal gave way to depression. 
Overseas, the French court’s reputation changed, from 
one of sophisticated, if libertine, refinement to a place of 
vice and murder. The French public changed its tune as 
well, to disbelief and even mockery, as the poison- 
related inquisition cast out charges, but offered little 
conclusive evidence of the plague of poisonings itself. 

But it continued. The Secretary of State for War, writing 
to a high-ranking Chambre official, said that no one 
should be spared questioning, no matter their position. 
“It would be worse if it was seen that his Majesty had 
given protection to people accused of crimes of the sort,” he wrote. The King, the official replied, was steadfast, 
and no one would be exempt in a manner this grave. 



Paris, depicted here in 1679, was undergoing a period of modernization 
under La Reynie, which included public hygiene and the installation of street 
lights. Public Domain 


Athenais de Montespan 


In late 1680, a name began to emerge from the widespread interrogations. Athenais de Montespan, then about 40, 
had once been the King’s favorite mistress. She came to court in the mid-1660s, and worked as one of the 
Queen’s ladies-in-waiting, having left her family and husband behind in the countryside. But de Montespan had 
higher aspirations: the bed, and heart, of the King. Though blessed with good looks—one Italian observer, upon 
seeing her blonde hair, azure eyes, and “aquiline but exquisitely formed” nose, described her face as “sheer 
perfection”—it seems to have been her tireless pursuit that won her her place under the King (as well as the 
simultaneous pregnancies of his wife and his previous favored mistress). Between 1669 and 1678, de Montespan 
bore him seven illegitimate children. 

The claims attached to her name were various and shocking. She had poisoned the mistresses that preceded her. 
She had tricked the king into falling for her by shoveling aphrodisiacs into his food and drinks. Even that she had 
called for a bloody “black mass” in which, entirely naked, she had conjured the King’s love with a series of 
diabolical rites, including infanticide. 

The King and La Reynie were shaken. It would be deeply humiliating for the King to be seen to have been 
persuaded by a love potion, especially as he had legitimized all their many offspring. (Two died in infancy, 
seemingly of natural causes.) But the commission had sworn to crack down on everyone, regardless of rank, 
position at court or proximity to the King. La Reynie and the King chose instead to stall for months in 1681. Then, 
after 16 hours of secret, undocumented argument, the King declared that he wanted the commission to continue, 
but that any evidence against de Montespan be thrown out. 
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It’s impossible to know whether this was because he believed in her 
innocence, or because he did not want to submit his surviving children by her 
to any further embarrassment. In court, the King had typically cast out those 
who may have posed a risk to him, but de Montespan hung on. She was still 
invited to parties and events, despite no longer being the King’s sexual 
partner. (Perhaps as a result of having borne so many children, she was no 
longer the slim young woman who sparked his romantic interest.) 

The Dying Embers 

The Chambre Ardente continued, and many more people were hanged. But 
the deliberative pause surrounding the accusations against de Montespan 
stripped away some of its fiery intensity. Commissioners were bored and 
disheartened, and the inquiry had lost some of its bite. Most of the key players 
had been executed, or chained up in fortresses and forgotten. In April 1682, 

La Reynie acknowledged that it might be time to let go. By July, the King, who 
had long since had enough, agreed. The entire enterprise had been built on 
many confessions extracted under torture—confessions that often bore no 
reasonable or demonstrable semblance to the truth. False leads proliferated 
and confusion grew. The primary victim of the poisoned air de Sevigne had so archly observed seems to have 
been the overactive and paranoid imaginations of those in charge. 

The last of the secret documents about the Affair were burned, and the investigation was over. Life at court, with 
its parties and feuds, carried on. The myths and misconceptions that had set the scene for the Affair—about 
science, chemistry, magic, witchcraft, gender—seemed as much in place as ever. The dark magic of the 
underworld that the commission seemed to have opened up sank once again. De Montespan remained at court for 
many years before retiring to a convent in the early 1690s. La Reynie had been tasked by the King with a massive 
overhaul of the city’s moral fabric, a task scuppered, ultimately, by the monarch’s own interests. The police officer 
returned to municipal management, and spent his spare time collecting and cataloguing ancient Greek and Latin 
manuscripts. 

The King’s fear of scandal overcame his fear of being poisoned, and ultimately the “burning room” was snuffed out. 
Returning his former life, he ruled judiciously and carefully—albeit with fewer romantic dalliances—for the longest 
reign of any European monarch, at 72 years. The Affair was at once over and unresolved. 
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Frangoise Athenais de Rochechouart de 
Mortemart, Marquise of Montespan, is often 
described as Louis XIV’s favorite mistress of 
all. She was implicated in the Affair of the 
Poisons. Public Domain 
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Scotland's myths and legends: vampire fairies, shape shifting 
Selkies, monsters and other mysterious creatures of the deep 

4 hrs ago heraldscotland.com 


Karin Goodwin 

Chilling, magical, bloodthirsty and beautiful 
by turn... it is argued that Scotland's myths 
and legends still help us make sense of our 
wild, weird and crazy world. As Halloween 
draws nearer we bring you the essential guide to a more mystical realm. 

Watery monsters and other creatures of the deep 

In a contest of the world's best known mythical monsters Nessie would be one colossus of a 
contender. Loch Ness's celebrity monster was first spotted in the 6th century by Irish monk Saint 
Columba, on his way to Inverness to visit the King of the Piets. Apparently he found the terrifying 
creature scaring the locals on the loch shore and, while making the sign of the cross, he 
successfully commanded it to return to the water. 

Sightings of the creature, supposedly lurking in the shadows of the 754-foot deep body of water, 
continued through the centuries, as Nessie morphed in the popular imagination from a sea serpent 
to aquatic dinosaur. In 1933 construction began on the loch side A82, with numerous glimpses 
reported and a grainy photograph of her head and neck rising above the surface of the water 
produced by RK Wilson in 1934. Since then many others claim to have captured her image but 
she's still never been found. 

It's said Nessie's origins may lie in the ancient Scottish myth of the Kelpie, the loch-living water 
horse who tricked unsuspecting victims to mount him, only to find that the melancholy horse 
dramatically increased size and power,and its mane turn to serpents which wound themselves 
around their victim. The great beast, so the story goes, would then gallop back into the loch where 
riders met their watery deaths. 

Beware too of the beautiful Selkies, shape-shifting seals found around Scotland's most northerly 
isles, who can slip off their soft seal skins to inhabit human form. Powerfully seductive Selkies 
capture human hearts, it's said, but the call of the sea is always greater than the lure of landlocked 
love. Tales tell of possessive Selkie lovers who have hidden their shed skins in a vain attempt to 
prolong their stay but often end up alone and broken hearted regardless. 

Scottish tales of Merpeople also come in the form of the Blue Men of the Minch, who swim the 
stretch of water between the northern Outer Hebrides and mainland Scotland, looking for sailors to 
drown and stricken boats to sink. 

Fairies, sprites and elves 

Scottish fairies dance capriciously through many Scottish folk tales. Originally thought to be evil - 
take care not to fall asleep in a fairy circle, especially after sunset, if you want to live to tell the tale - 
ancient stories of little people have them stealing away babies and leaving a changeling in its place. 
Others are properly vicious. Baobhan Sith - or vampire fairies - devoured their male victims and 
ripped out their hearts. Yet treat the Sidhe (pronounced Shee) well and they would repay acts of 
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kindness with good luck. Skye's Fairy Glen, with its almost supernaturally green, grassy knolls, is 
said to to be a favoured spot to find them. 

Fairies, too, come it different shapes and forms according to legend. The Ghilli Dhu is a male faerie 
living deep in Scottish forests where distinctive birch trees grows. Living alone he camouflages 
himself in clothes of leaves and moss and only comes out at night. 

This wild little tree sprite is kindness itself to children who find themselves lost in the woods - one 
story tells of how he found a little lost girl, Jessie Macrae, crying because night had fallen and she 
had lost her way and he led her to the edge of the wood and her home beside the loch. 

Others tell of his wrath for older trespassers. In some versions the Ghilli Dhu has moved away from 
the forest and into the parks and gardens where he now performs the role of a Scottish tooth fairy. 

The Brownie, meanwhile, is as good natured as other mythical little people are malevolent. The little 
brown elves, or household goblins, supposedly live in country houses across Scotland and do the 
household chores while people sleep, disappearing only if they are treated badly. 

Vampires, werewolves and devils 

Though Eastern Europe is considered the natural stomping ground of vampires Scotland was once 
a hotspot for gore. Glamis Castle (the childhood home of the late Queen Mother) has its very own 
blood suckers with one story claiming that within each generation of the family a vampire is born and 
hidden away in a secret room. 

In another tale dating back hundreds of years ago a serving woman was said to have been caught 
leaning over a body and drinking the victim's blood. In this telling she was also walled-up alive in the 
castle. 

The legends may be rooted in truth. Somewhere in the 16-foot-thick (4.9m) walls is the famous room 
of skulls, where the Ogilvie family, who in 1486 sought protection from their enemies the Lindsays, 
were walled up and died of starvation. 

Not all Scottish vampire stories are ancient or concern the rural chattering classes. In 1954 a 
strange rumour did the rounds in the school playgrounds of the Gorbals in Glasgow about a man 
with iron teeth who had abducted and eaten two local young boys. One night in late September 
hundreds of children gathered at the Southern Necropolis, armed with whatever they could find and 
determined to track down and kill the Gorbals' Vampire. 

Scottish werewolves were arguably less fierce, at least according to the tales of the Shetland 
Wulver, who took the form of man with a wolfs head and left fish on the windowsills of poor and 
hungry families. Covered in a layer of thick brown hair, unlike the werewolf, the Wulver was never 
human but, claimed the ancient Celts, a creature halfway between man and wolf. 

While there are plenty of tales of goddesses, often associated with nature, the devil also stalks our 
mythical landscape. In some stories he takes the form of Black Donald, a shape-shifting, terrifying 
beast. 

Master of disguise he may be but there's truth in the myth that you can tell a lot about a man by 
what he wears on his feet. The devil's cloven feet cannot be shod. Steer clear. 
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Meet the Nessie Hunters 

Adrian Shine saw his first monster when he was eight years old looking out to sea as he stood on a 
Norfolk beach with his family, who were holidaying there. 

"We saw this fast moving line of dark humps," he said. "It was the first time I'd ever heard of a sea 
serpent. Only a day later we spoke to a local who told us it was just an illusion caused by birds flying 
in line, the common scooter to be precise." 

It was then, he claims, that he first became aware of the controversy caused when scientists deny 
the existence of something that eye witnesses claim to have seen. 

He became fascinated by the work of the Loch Ness Phenomena Investigation Bureau, which used 
RAF-surplus searchlights, massive telephoto lenses, a bright yellow mini-submarine, underwater 
sonar sweeps and gelignite charges in its search for the monster during the Sixties and early 
Seventies. 

When he heard intriguing rumours of a small boat that had been attacked by a monster in Loch 
Morar he decided to check them out for himself and arrived in 1973, aged 24, and ready for 
adventure. Finding clear waters quite unlike the dark and peaty ones of Loch Ness he built a mini¬ 
sub the next year and dived under the depths to find hidden worlds full of plankton and fish. 

He was hooked, moving to the shores of Loch Lomond in 1988 where he has made it his life's work, 
not to find a monster, but to make the loch's hidden world better understood. He describes himself 
not as a cynic but a "sympathetic sceptic". He puts down sightings to real-life phenomenon like boat 
wakes and birds but "I believe we do actually see something that conforms to our expectation," he 
says. "It's not pure imagination." 

Steve Feltham, meanwhile, sold his Dorset home in 1991 to fulfill his own Nessie-hunting boyhood 
dream- inspired by a family holiday to Loch Ness in the early Seventies - and has lived ever since 
in a ex-mobile library (which has neither running water or electricity) on Dores beach. Within the first 
year he had a possible sighting, lasting about 10 seconds, "of water splashing off the back of 
something", that he says defies explanation. He is still waiting for his second sighting. 

Now he spends his days with his binoculars and camera to the ready, talking to tourists on the 
beach about their possible sightings and selling Nessie models he makes to fund his hunt. As the 
years roll on has become increasingly convinced that the monster sightings are actually glimpses of 
a small population of Weis catfish, introduced to the UK about 130 years ago, which can grow to five 
metres long. 

"That would explain the peak in sightings," he says. "But it doesn't mean there couldn't be an alien 
or a dinosaur in that loch. There are still lots of possibilities." 

He admits he's unlikely to give up the hunt. "I always wanted to try to solve one of the world's most 
enduring mysteries," he says. "And there is such joy in living the life that I always wanted to live." 

Why we still love folk tales 

Mythical stories in Scotland are like catechisms. Robert the Bruce? The spider taught him to try, try 
and try again. Sawney Bean? Lived in an Ayrshire cave (sometime between the 13th and 16th 
centuries according to which version you believe) with his incestuous cannibal clan and ate some 
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1000 local humans for tea. St Mungo? The patron saint of Glasgow managed to arrange the capture 
of the salmon that swallowed the ring of the 6th century Queen of Strathclyde Languoreth - thrown 
into the river by her young lover and returned to her before it could be missed by the king. 

These folk tales run in our blood according to Donald Smith, director of the Scottish International 
Storytelling Festival. "People have been continuously passing on stories here for about five 
thousand years, and each new culture adds its ingredients to a fantastically rich brew," he says. 

"Understanding our environment and experiences has always been the key. For example, stories of 
the Selkies or seal people brought comfort to those who lost loved ones at sea. Giant and dragon 
tales are often about the way the landscape is formed - by dramatic elemental forces. The ‘wee folk’ 
may reflect ancestors and perhaps gods and goddesses. 

"We may interpret the world differently in modern times, but we still connect in the language of 
story." 

Another storyteller, David Campbell, believes tales which survived in Scotland with the help of the 
travelling tradition of oral storytelling, hold an essence of ancient wisdom. Amongst his favourites 
are Ossian's tales of the warrier Fionn mac Cumhaill [or McCool] who has had some of our most 
famous geographical features attributed to him. Legend has it he built the Giant's Causeway as 
stepping-stones to Scotland, so as not to get his feet wet. Fingal's Cave is also named after him. 

"The stories of Finn McCool can be traced back to the 8th century," says Campbell. "They carried a 
worth, sifted by time, that literary stories didn't have." 

Fellow storyteller Daniel Allison explains it this way. "The landscape our stories portray isn't the one 
we see - it's the landscape of our psyches and dreams. These stories speak a deeper truth." 
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‘Seldom seen outside novels’: The heroic rescue of 
shipwrecked fishermen in Tampa’s 1921 hurricane 

By Ian Shapira 
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(Die totasljington JJost 


Above the fold, right near space reserved for lead stories, screamed this headline: “SURVIVORS 
OF SHIP TELL THEIR STORY.” 

Here in nine paragraphs is a little-known tale of a fishing vessel called the Hypnotist, a Tampa fish 
company trawler that crashed into submerged railroad pilings by a pier near St. Petersburg. 

With residents aching to recover — “WHINERS TO GET LITTLE HEARING” read another front¬ 
page headline — the unnamed author turned up the inspiration dial. 

“Members of the crew of the fishing smack Hypnotist,” the story began, “displayed heroism seldom 
seen outside of novels.” 

The story is a relic from the days when captains used gut instinct, not fancy radars, to steer their 
ships through storms — all told using language that, like navigation equipment, has since been 
modernized. 

“Corlis Jones, a young white man on board risked his life to save the life of James Maribella, son of 
the owner of the boat, while Capt. Papia Ponia and Richard Franks, Bahaman negro, displayed real 
heroism when they refused to accept the life belts after it was found two men would have to go 
without them,” the article read. “The negro and the Greek captain were expert swimmers, but 
remained on the wreckage until rescued. . . 

All seven men had been clinging to the Hypnotist’s mast, but the 15-year-old Maribella lost his grip 
and went overboard. Jones jumped into the water and went after him. He swam alongside the boy 
and remained with him until they washed ashore on a nearby beach, “half conscious.” 

The two were found by search parties who, according to the account, “traced their progress with the 
currents.” The boy was taken to a city hospital. 

The Washington Post tried to reach some of the survivors’ descendants, including relatives of 
Maribella, but had no luck. Since the Times article spells his name differently in two locations, it’s not 
clear if the reporter got it wrong. Members of the Mirabella family — who owned a now-defunct fish 
and seafood restaurant and company established in the late 1890s — say they have no recollection 


SURVIVORS OF SHIP 
TELL THEIR STORY 


Members of (he crew of the 
fishing emack Hypnotist, which 
went under Tuesday afternoon af. 
ter striking aubmerged piling of 
the railroad pier, displayed hero 
Ism seldom seen outside of noreti. 
according to their story of the laet 
voyage of the smack which is own¬ 
ed by the Myrabella Pish company 
of Tampa. 

Corlis Jones, a young white man 
on board risked his life to save; 
the life of James Maribella, son of 
the owner of the boat, while Capt 1 
i’apia Ponia and Richard Pranks 
Mahaman negro, displayed real 
heroism when they refused to ac¬ 
cept the life belts after it was 
found two men would have to go 
without them. The negro and th« 
Greek captain were expert swim-' 
mors, but remained on the wreck¬ 
age until rescued by Hubert Can- 
field and a party aboard the launch 
Bheerwater. 

When James Maribella, 16 year 


old boy was washed from the mast 
which the party of seven were 
clinging, Jones leaped overboard to 
save him. A little later Guy Ra 
bed la. Australian was washed into 
the sea. 

Stuck By Bey 
Jones swam alongside the boy 
and remained with him until the 
two. half conscious were thrown 
on the beach at Coffee Pot, where 
they were found by parties who 
had traced their progress with the 
currents. They were taken out of 
the water and Myrlbella was taken 
to the city hospital while Jones 
waa taken to the home of Mrs. Jane 
Todd on Beach Drive. 

Rabedia waa carried into the bay 
by the heavy winds and rescued 
more than an hour after the boat 
sunk, by a party on board the 
launch Pelican. 

Robley Baltard. Dick Berber and 
L Martin, riaked their Uvea 
•Continued on Page Three) 


The editors of the St. Petersburg 
Times on Thursday, Oct. 27, 1921, 
clearly did not want to underplay the 
big scoop. A massive hurricane with 
wind gusts of up to 100 miles per hour 
had swept through Tampa and St. 
Petersburg two days before. It would 
go down as the city’s worst hurricane 
in the 20th century — so far, 
seemingly worse than Irma, which 
appears to have largely spared 
Tampa this week. 
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of the Hypnotist or a relative named James. The Post did find a 1924 Tampa directory for a James 
Maribella at 212 Fortune St., the same address as the Mirabella family’s ancestors, Sicilian 
immigrants who settled in Tampa in the late 19th century before launching their seafood company. 

One man aboard the Hypnotist, Guy Rabedia, an Australian, was carried into the bay. A search 
party aboard another boat, the Pelican, found him an hour after the Hypnotist went under. Rabedia 
was found three miles northeast of the pier. 

“When they pulled the man into the boat he was unconscious and had turned black from exposure in 
the water,” the article said. 

At least eight people died, according to Jay Barnes’s book, “Florida’s Hurricane History.” In Tampa, 
two people drowned, and three were electrocuted when they touched downed wires, according to 
Barnes. 

As for the Hypnotist, the $7,000 boat was a total loss. So was its cargo. 

“Several hundred pounds of ice and fish,” the Times said, “went down with the vessel.” 

• washingtonpost.com 

• © 1996-2017 The Washington Post 
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Differential Windlass. Courtesy of 
Wikipedia. 


During the Georgian era, there were many “melancholy” accidents reported in the 
papers. The first one accident occurred in 1799 on 6 February at Morley Park, near 
Heage. A servant working for a Mr. Wildsmith was drawing water from a well with a 
bucket. According to the newspaper, all was going well until suddenly “the windlass 
slipt out of his hand, and catching hold of the rope to prevent the bucket from being 
broken, he was precipitated into the well, sixteen yards in depth.”[1] 

That wasn’t the only death that involved water in the Georgian Era. Another 
accident occurred on a Saturday morning in July of 1775. Two 24-year-old twin 
brothers named Sommerton went to bathe at a saltern that belonged to a Mr. 
Moxham at Lymington. The twins were said to be of good character and looked 
and behaved so much alike even their friends could barely tell them apart. 

However, one of the boys could not swim, and according to the newspaper, 

“[l]t is thought that he [the boy who could not swim] got into a hole, and the 
other going to assist him, fell in, and they were both drowned.”[2] 


The bodies of the Sommerton boys were found the following morning by a boy who worked at the saltern. He went 
to set the pans and noticed their clothing lying nearby. As it was early in the morning, he suspected something was 
wrong and thought perhaps an accident had occurred. 



A third accident happened in 1751. A confectioner to the Prince of Wales named Mr. 
Dubuy was at a tavern one Friday evening in September. He was with an eminent 
chemist who was also his friend and neighbor. Suddenly Dubuy began complaining 
about a violent pain in his side, “which he frequently labour’d under.”[3] The chemist 
immediately advised him to go to bed and prescribed a “Dose of Physick” be taken 
and told Dubuy that he would send it to him. Dubuy did as the chemist suggested and 
the following morning he was “seemingly quite recovered, and at his [friend’s] door.”[4] 
The chemist was glad to see he was doing so well and advised Dubuy to take a 
second dose, which the chemist’s servant went to prepare. 

“[Unfortunately,] by some unhappy Means a Phial, containing a Liquid of a 
poisonous Nature, was sent instead; which on the Patient’s swallowing, he was 
immediately taken speechless, and in two Hours after [he] died in great Agony, 
to the inexpressible Grief of all who knew him.”[5] 


Miniature of the Prince of Wales in 

1792 by Richard cosway, Courtesy interestingly, an autopsy was later performed and no poison was discovered in 

of Wikipedia. Dubuy’s system. What was discovered was “much bruising,” which had “proceeded 

from a Fall, and was the Occasion of his Death.”[6] 


Another “melancholy” accident involved a Reverend named Davy in 1797. Davy had formed a hunting party with 
the Vicar of Pitchley in Northamptonshire and two other acquaintances. The hunters went to Old and their hunting 
was proving successful, when, according to one newspaper: 


“About one o’clock, ... Davy having taken up a wounded bird, gave it into the hands of his 
companions, who, in order to kill it, struck the head of the bird several times against the breach of his 
gun, whilst holding it in a horizontal direction, when unfortunately the piece went off and the whole of 
the contents were lodged in the body of... Davy, who was standing within less than two yards of the 
muzzle.”[7] 


Immediate assistance was rendered to Davy and he was taken to a house at Old. Unfortunately, he languished in 
agony until about eleven o’clock that evening and then expired, leaving behind a widow and six children. 
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Another horrible accident happened in 1797 early on a Saturday morning. Cook’s stagecoach was traveling from 
London to Salisbury and was about within a half mile of Overton, when at about half past three, the coachman 
spotted something in the road by the light of his lamps. Upon descending, he realized it was the body of a man, 
“the driver of Ruffel’s waggon, [who had fallen] under the wheels [of his own wagon], as one side of his head was 
crushed to pieces, and presented a most shocking spectacle.”[8] Later, when Cook’s stage reached Overton, the 
coachman found the driverless wagon sitting at the door of inn, and in the back of the wagon was a boy sleeping 
soundly who knew nothing of the accident or the driver’s death. 

The sixth “melancholy” accident occurred at the execution of two “Malefactors” named 
William Dodd (Anglican clergyman convicted of forgery) and Joseph Harris (highway 
robber). Their executions were slated to occur on 27 June 1777. Supposedly, their 
executions were so high profile no less than 500,000 spectators came to watch the 
condemned. The spectators were lined up between Newgate and Tyburn, with 40,000 
waiting at Tyburn. Some in the crowd were surrounding the scaffolding to get a good 
look. Unfortunately, for some reason, a portion of the scaffolding fell and killed a woman 
on the spot. Another woman had her arm broken, “and a great Number of Persons were 
very much bruised.”[9] 

The seventh and last accident is perhaps the melancholiest. It involved Ann or Anne 
Burnett who was the daughter of a wealthy farmer of Little Canfield, Essex. She was 
engaged and planned to be married at Dunmow church in October of 1776. A few days 
before the wedding, Burnett’s fiancee had gone shooting. He stopped to see his beloved 
on his way home, and “presenting his fowling piece to her breast, which by some 
accident went off, ... [he] killed her on the spot.”[10] 


• [1] —. ' n Derby Mercury, 14 February 1799, p. 4. 

• [2] “Monday’s Post,” in Hampshire Chronicle, 31 July 1775, p. 3. 

• [3] —, in Salisbury and Winchester Journal, 30 Sep 1751, p. 2. 

. [4] Ibid. 

. [5] Ibid. 

. [6] Ibid. 

• [7] “Tuesday and Wednesday’s Posts,” in Norfolk Chronicle, 23 September 1797, p. 4. 

• [8] “London, September 28,” in Oxford Journal, 30 September 1797, p. 2. 

• [9] “Postscript,” in Northampton Mercury, 30 June 1777, p. 3. 

• [10] —, in Kentish Weekly Post or Canterbury Journal, 29 September 1797, p. 4. 



Dodd’s Execution at Tyburn. 
Courtesy of Wikipedia. 
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In May 1482, a harried Richard Cely wrote from London to his 
younger brother George, who was working in Calais. Three 
months earlier, in the midst of Shrovetide celebrations (a time of 
raucous good cheer before the privations of Lent), he had had a 
sexual encounter with their servant, Em: 
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Sir, it is so that a chance is fallen that lies upon 
my honesty, but I can keep no counsel from 
you, for by policy you and I may find the means 
to see all things clear at your coming [here]. It is 
so that Em is with child.... It was gotten on 
Shrove [Tuesday] Eve. 


WfEHl 11.1 , J-r.V| III lh*J9H1 lY’ ji L 
4 INMAWC ksr -**0* 
**i i*. 
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George and Richard were a pair of twenty-something bachelor 
merchants. The Celv letter collection makes it clear that they 
were good friends as well as brothers, and their candid 
correspondence offers an opportunity to examine what 
constituted socially-acceptable premarital sex for young men in 
the late middle ages. 
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Detail of a bas-de-page scene of four young men joined by two others 
blowing trumpets. (From the Queen Mary Psalter, England, ca. 1310. British 

Library Roval 2 B VIl.f. 2011 


In late medieval England, the life phase ‘youth’ encompassed 
both what we would now consider adolescence and young 
adulthood. Medieval authors tended to describe the features of 
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adolescence similarly: it was a life stage that spanned the early 
teens to mid-late twenties, and was characterised by high spirits, 
lustiness, and inclination toward rowdiness. Much didactic ink 
was spilled in admonishing youths to avoid the sins of vanity, 
lasciviousness and disobedience to which their immaturity 
inclined them - but at the same time, a popular fifteenth-century 
saying, ‘an angelic young man becomes a devil in old age’, 
shows a certain expectation that youths needed to get wild 
behaviour out of their systems before they settled down. 

Richard’s encounter with Em was probably just the sort of 
youthful excess moralists were worried about. Apprenticeship 
indentures frequently contained regulations against whoring, 
suggesting of course that this was a common vice of youths - 
especially considering that ‘whore’ was not just a description of a 
sex worker but a pejorative term for any woman engaging in 
fornication or adultery. Despite the Church’s admonitions about 
premarital sex, medical opinion of the time was that sexual 
intercourse was useful in maintaining physical health in men. 
Abstinence, meanwhile, could cause physiological and 
temperamental imbalances: a particular risk for the developing 
bodies of adolescent males. Since premarital sex seems to be 
have been socially, if not morally, acceptable for young men, 
why did Richard write such an anxious letter to his brother? 

Maybe it was because by the summer of 1482 George would 
have a bastard of his own - and this baby was his second child 
(at least). A pudding-house worker, Margery, gave birth to 
George’s baby in August; she requested clothes for churching, as 
she had ‘had the other time’. Pudding houses sold cheap meals 
and ale, and like taverns may have also been associated with 
prostitution. Meanwhile, in 1479-80, George kept a woman in a 
house in Calais , whom he courteously called ‘my lady Clare’. 
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Was Richard simply calling on George’s expertise, since he was 
clearly better versed in romantic and sexual matters than his elder 
brother? 

That may be part of the answer, but there is also the issue of the 
women with whom the men were involved. The evidence 
suggests that Em was probably a household servant. Today 
service is usually associated with both menial labour and lower 
social status. But in the middle ages, service was a typical part of 
the medieval life cycle . Many adolescents went away from home 
and lived in the households of other families, which meant that 
Em may have been of a similar social status to Richard. Sexual 
activity — both consensual and coerced — was probably quite 
common between servants and the families they served. 
Commonplace does not mean licit, however, and Richard was 
clearly anxious about his ‘honesty’, which in Middle English 
meant both his reputation and his moral purity. His father had 
died in January 1482, and Richard was probably a householder in 
his own right now. Heads of household were responsible for the 
moral as well as physical safety of everyone under their roof; 
Richard had breached a significant rule of good conduct, and in a 
way that would have rather visible results in only a few months. 
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Bas-de-page scene of a lady and young man embracing. (From The 
Taymouth Hours, England, 14th Century. British Library Yates Tho mp son 13 

f. 651 


George, meanwhile, had sexual relationships that were known to 
his family, although the letters imply that his connection with 
Clare was the more respectable of the two, perhaps because she 
was an established mistress living in her own household (albeit 
one provided by George). Keeping a mistress may have had a 
certain cachet because it allowed George to demonstrate he had 
the economic means to provide for her. Margery, meanwhile, was 
probably the kind of woman with whom it was acceptable for 
respectable young men to have casual sex: given her low status 
work in an industry associated with sexual misconduct, she may 
have been assumed to be at least one kind of ‘whore’. 

For young medieval men, premarital sex was an accepted and 
even expected part of their life cycle - as long as it fell within 
certain parameters. Ideally it would allow a young man to 
demonstrate his socio-economic power, but in all cases it should 
take place outside his home, and should be with a woman whose 
sexual reputation was already suspect. A youth’s reputation was 
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not harmed by extramarital sex, but by letting it across the 
threshold of the respectable household. George and Richard had 
a high regard for their reputations, and did their best to protect 
them. How the reputations of Em, Margery and Clare were 
affected by their relationships with these men is difficult to 
assess because, like many women before and after them, their 
words are largely unrecorded. 
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The color blue, 
unlike the 
green of the 
Gentry, is on 
the side of the 
angels. It is the 
Virgin Mary’s 
signature color, 
redolent of the 
blue of 

Heaven, purity, 
fidelity, etc. etc. 
According to 
early 20th 
century color 



analysts, the “moral effect” of the color blue was “sentimental affections” and it was deemed the color of true love. 
It is the most consistently popular favorite color. 


Of course, blue is also the color of despair, the cursed Hope Diamond, DT’s blue devils, and “haint blue,” a shade 
of paint said to repel both flies and spooks. Paranormal literature is lit by the hellish blue flames of spontaneous 
human combustion and incendiary polts. So today let us don our blue-tinted glasses to search out some indigo 
apparitions. 


We might start with a survey of the many standard-issue Blue Girls and Boys of the British Isles. The “Blue Boy” of 
Chillingham Castle, dressed in a blue costume from the time of King Charles II, and surrounded by light, is a 
representative example of the juvenile of the species. Even better, there was said to be archaeological “proof of 
his existence. During restoration work in the 1920s, scraps of blue cloth and the bones of a young boy were found 
inside a wall. When the remains were properly buried, the Blue Boy ceased to haunt. British ghost-lore at its finest! 

Still, I asked myself, do we have to go abroad to find blue ghosts? Are there no native cerulean specters? 
Conveniently, I had to hand a number of volumes on Ohio ghosts and once I started looking, I was surprised at 
how many blue ghouls there were in my own books. 

Many of these apparitions have mere walk-on parts, striking only because the witness notices the color. For 
example, a Little Girl Blue has been seen in an apartment in downtown Ada, Ohio. The couple who lived there 
began catching glimpses of various people in old-fashioned clothes, apparently going about their ordinary daily 
afterlives, including “the lower half of a child, perhaps five years old, ‘spinning and twirling around in a circle’ as 
children do. [The witness] couldn’t see the top half of the tiny figure, but the skirt appeared to be one of those old- 
fashioned dresses with a dropped waist that children once wore. The remarkable thing was that the dress was 
blue, the first color the woman had seen....” [The witnesses had seen the other phantoms only in black and white.] 
[Haunted Ohio: Ghostly Tales from the Buckeye State.] 

Blue spirits may also be ephemeral in nature, like spook lights. One very versatile spook light at Harrisburg, 

Ohio took on the form of a blue headstone and a “ghoulish, blue-colored coffin,” while another capered on legs: 

Other balls of fire were observed at a brick yard in Celina in 1931 and at Van Wert in 1900 where the 
ball of fire rolled out of a forest onto the highway and “after dancing on airy legs...” evaporated in a 
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ghostly blaze of blue. The object was delightfully described as “the curdling object.” Van Wert [OH] 

Times 18 December 1900: p. 6 [The Face in the Window: Haunting Ohio Tales .] 

These fiery mysteries may have some link to Spontaneous Human Combustion, where witnesses have said that 
the flames burn a bright blue. The case below specifically mentions hellish blue fire. 

TORMENTED BY FIRE. THE QUEER STORY TOLD BY A GERMAN 

LABORER IN CLEVELAND 

From the Cleveland (Ohio) Leader, April 28. 

At No. 76 Lussenden Avenue live the family of John Bush, a hard-working German, employed at the 
Cleveland Rubber Works. The story, as learned by a Leader reporter, who visited the place yesterday, 
savors so much of the supernatural that he feels able simply to reproduce it without attempting any 
theory....The man’s statement, made in broken English, as best he could, is as follows: 

Several months ago he moved from Amherst, where he had lived for 13 years, most of that time 
being employed as a switchman on the Lake Shore Road. Five or six years ago his house was 
destroyed by fire, the cause being, as was supposed, a defective flue. 

His first home in this city was at No. 1177 Lincoln Avenue, where on Sunday, the 18th inst., the first 
remarkable appearance of flames occurred. Some clothes, a coat, vest, and dress, which hung upon 
the wall, suddenly began to smoke, sending forth a peculiarly sickening smell. This was followed in a 
moment by a dark blue blaze that leaped hungrily over the garments, and almost consumed them 
before the fire was extinguished by the astonished Bush. His wife said that matches in his pocket had 
ignited, but he was positive there were no matches there. 

On the following day he went to work as usual, and when he came home was met by his wife, who 
was frantic with fear. During his absence the fire had appeared seven different times. In the first 
instance, the bed upon which one of the children lay sleeping took fire, reappearing twice after it had 
been put out. Being of a superstitious nature, she feared that some evil spirit hung over them and 
craved for the life of the youngest child. To appease the wrath of the unknown, whatever it was, she 
went out into the fields and cast to the winds all the money they had—some $30, (all but $10 of this 
was afterward found.) 

The father decided to stay at home the following day and watch, calling in a friend to do the same. By 
this time the mystery was being noised about somewhat, and everybody that came in decided that 
the children had been playing with matches. There seemed no other explanation, but the youngsters 
stoutly denied this. Mr. J.B. McGee, living near, was called in to make an examination. He thought at 
first that it was an ignition of phosphorus, but upon hearing the story in detail, gave the solution up.... 

Bush remained at the house on Lincoln Avenue until Tuesday, when he made up his mind to quit the 
place and move to the house on Lusseden Avenue, hoping thereby to shake off the mystery. On 
Friday the fire once more appeared, burning the straw in one of the beds. The straw in a barrel that 
stood in the shed was also burned in the same manner on Saturday, together with several coats that 
hung on the wall. 

The family had by this time nearly become crazy. Many of their household goods and clothes had 
been destroyed, and some of the neighbors, filled with sympathy, came in and endeavoured to 
console them and pacify their fears as best they could. On Sunday, Mrs. Foland, a lady living on 
Giddings Avenue, dropped in to lend her aid in this direction. She took off her hat and laid it upon the 
table, where it had not remained five minutes when a large feather upon it was touched by the 
strange flame and nearly consumed. The reporter called upon Mrs. Foland who fully corroborated this 
statement and exhibited the hat as proof. 

On Monday the fire appeared twice, each time destroying some clothes. Yesterday morning a child’s 
dress that hung on a peg near the door smoked, blazed for a minute or two, and fell to the floor. 

These singular occurrences have been witnessed by neighbors who came in to watch out of curiosity, 
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and there is no one living on the street but believes everything that is told ...Lancaster [Pa] Daily 
Intelligencer 3 May 1880: p. 1 

In a follow up story: 

The Bush family of Cleveland tell a strange story, and some folks believe them. They say their house 
is possessed by supernatural flames, which break out at unexpected times and places, consuming 
articles of clothing and even scorching persons. The blazes are very blue, suggesting a hellish origin, 
and disappear as strangely as they come. Partly burned garments are the best evidence the Bushes 
can produce in support of their word, but their motive for deception is not apparent. Waukesha [Wl] 
Freeman, 3 June 1880: p. 3 [The Face in the Window: Haunting Ohio Tales] 

These shades of blue also appeared as window pane ghosts, like this one from Ironton, Ohio: 

THAT GHOST 

Last week, there was much interest awakened in town over a “ghost,” which stood within the window 
in the rear end of the Club house. The latter structure stands on Olive Street, but below from Center, 
the culvert that crosses Rachel Creek, the “ghost” could be seen. 

It was the figure of a woman dressed in a dark bluish dress with white collar and dark belt about the 
waist. The figure could be seen from the neck down to the knees. She stood with her back toward the 
window, and on a passing glance, a person would most swear that a woman was standing behind the 
large pane of glass. It was, indeed, a most interesting curiosity, and attracted many people Thursday 
and Friday; and long and varied were the discussions as to the cause of it. On close inspection, a 
person could see no figure whatever. The glass was clear and apparently without blemish. The cause 
of the phenomenon was doubtless some slight curves or waves in the glass, which reflected the light 
in such gradations of shade and color as to give resemblance of a woman’s form. 

It was worth going a long distance to see, and was really as wonderful a curiosity as nine-tenths of 
the remarkable attractions billeted in guide books for the allurement of pilgrims. On Saturday, the 
window was painted and the remarkable curiosity blotted from existence. It was really a shame that 
this phenomenon was destroyed, for it occasioned no one any harm, and was very interesting to all 
lovers of the curious manifestations of natural laws. It was a bigger thing than the entire Club House. 

Ironton [OH] Register 8 July 1880 [From The Face in the Window: Haunting Ohio Tales] 

This sympathetic interest in the fate of the Ironton window “ghost” is ironic, considering that, eight years earlier, the 
Ironton papers had lambasted the people of Portsmouth for not appreciating a window-pane image of the late Mrs. 
Mollie Sullivan/Mollie Stuart that caused a sensation. 

Window pane ghosts in color happen only once in a blue moon—in fact, they’re so rare that I don’t mind stepping 
into an adjacent state for yet another Blue Lady window-pane ghost. 

SPOOK PICTURE ON A WINDOW-PANE 

Charleston, W. Va. A weird story comes from the coal mining town of 
Winona, Fayette county, and Mrs. Rogers, wife of C.P. Rogers, a Winona 
business man, is the authority for the details. 

During a recent severe thunderstorm Mrs Rogers, according to her own 
statement, was standing by the east window of her kitchen, preparing the 
morning meal, when, just after a vivid flash of lightning, she noticed a thin, 
blue haze, like a small puff of smoke, gather near the window-pane in front 
of which she was standing. She thought nothing of this until the haze, 
seeming to settle on the glass, took the form of a human being, and 
remained upon the glass. 

Doubting the evidence of her sight, she called in her husband and children 
to witness the phenomenon, and the picture still remained. News of the 
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strange happening spread rapidly, and the Rogers’ home was visited by people from all over the 
country. 

The picture is that of a slender figure of a woman dressed in the palest blue, with ruffles on her skirt 
and a veil over her face, seemingly standing by an excavation similar to an open grave. The likeness 
is in the glass, and no rubbing with cloth and water has taken away any of its distinctness. 

Much excitement and not a little superstition has been caused among the miners and ignorant people 
by the mysterious picture, and their curiosity has been so great that the picture had to be placed on 
exhibition to relieve Mrs Rogers from distracting questions. 

Several learned men have seen this remarkable pane of glass, and no one has yet advanced a really 
plausible theory as to the cause of the impression on the glass. 

Mrs Rogers still retains possession of the glass, and her friends are trying to induce her to send the 
“ghost picture” to some eminent scientist at one of the large Universities, and have it investigated. 

Daily Herald [Biloxi MS] 2 May 1905: p. 4 

A strange blue haze haunted Kohler Hall at Ohio’s Baldwin-Wallace college. The building, which stood on the site 
of an orphanage, has now been slated for demolition. The main ghost at Kohler was called “the blue haze.” It was 
a mist about two inches off the floor, which crept down halls and under doors and was seen by many students and 
faculty. It also had more than a hint of the Old Hag. 

A 1990 pamphlet on the Baldwin-Wallace ghosts by the College Historian, Dorothy McKelvey, reports, 

“One student says he awakened in the middle of the night with a blue haze pressing down on his 
chest, making it almost impossible for him to breathe.” Another resident reported that he was 
awakened by something sitting on the edge of his bed. Nobody was there, yet the spot where the 
weight had been was warm. 

The “blue haze” ghost always shows up when people are in the hazy state between sleeping and 
waking: the hypnopompic state, a kind of altered consciousness. Ghostly experiences in Kohler also 
only occur in the older, original wing of the building. 

One serious-minded young woman, a devout Roman Catholic, was in bed one night, reading. She 
was tired, but didn’t feel like getting up to turn off the light. Suddenly, all her blankets slid back 
towards the foot of the bed, as if about to fall off the end. Sleepily, she just pulled the blankets back 
up—but she couldn’t; it felt as if something was holding them. Suddenly awake, she yanked on the 
blankets and they slid back up towards her. A second later, they were vigorously pulled off the end of 
the bed. She grabbed them and pulled, but, held in the grip of something , they didn’t budge. She 
jumped out of bed and fled the room... 

Michael woke up one night from a nightmare. “Suddenly, I became very much awake—because I 
sensed that someone else was there in the room with me. I felt like I was being watched—I don’t 
know why... I was scared and prepared to either jump up at the intruder or scream. As I was getting 
up the nerve to do this, I felt a pull. Someone was pulling my blanket! I was wrapped in it and I was 
being dragged, with the blanket, to the edge of the bed. I was half-way off the bed, my right hand on 
the floor, when I squirmed around to face my assailant. There was nothing there.” 

The Residence Assistant who lived in the next room to Michael was named Toby. One night in 1992, 
he fell asleep on his couch. He woke up in the middle of the night and saw something in the dim light 
that shone through his big double windows. It was the black figure of a human creeping across his 
room. When he looked at it, it froze. For what seemed like hours, they looked at each other. Then 
the thing “glided” across the room to him. Toby felt a heavy weight on his chest, like it was holding 
him down. “I couldn’t move. I could barely breathe. I wanted to scream but I couldn’t.” 

After an eternity, the thing released him and glided through the wall between his room and Michael’s. 

Toby was so terrified he left the building at 3 a.m. and drove to his girlfriend’s where he stayed the 
rest of the night. [Haunted Ohio IV: Restless Spirits] 
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Then there’s “The Lady in Blue,” known in life as Ethel (Bonnie) Bounell, who owned The Buxton Inn in Granville, 
Ohio from 1934 until 1960. Her favorite color was blue and she died in Room Nine. She has been seen at different 
ages and in various clothing, usually in her trademark blue dress. The owners of the Inn, Audrey and Orville Orr, 
had heard stories about ghosts, but they didn’t take them seriously until two young New Hampshire woodworkers 
came to work on the Inn. Normally they worked late into the night, but suddenly they started leaving at dusk. 

Orville asked them why. They told him they’d seen a woman in blue cross the outdoor balcony between the upper- 
story rooms and evaporate. [Haunted Ohio II: More Ghostly Tales from the Buckeye State] 

Another Woman in Blue haunts the Olde Trail Tavern in Yellow Springs, Ohio. She has been seen wearing an old- 
style blue-and-white print dress, appears only to men, seems hostile to women, and walks about like she owns the 
place. [Haunted Ohio IV: Restless Spirits] 

But the strangest Blue Lady I’ve run across was seen by a young woman from Dayton. This is a portion of her 
story: 


Mindy lived in a double on Smithville, in the Belmont area of Dayton. In 1989, Mindy’s mother was 
painting in the front bedroom when, out of the corner of her eye, she saw something move in the hall. 
Naturally she thought it was Mindy or one of her three roommates and called out to them. Nobody 
answered and she went back to painting. Again, she caught a glimpse of somebody in the hall. She 
also smelled a strong smell of electric burning, like ozone just after lightning strikes... 

A few days later, Mindy’s mother was putting on the second coat of paint when, again, something 
moved in the hall. She turned quickly, just in time to see blue smoke. That’s when she had the 
landlord call in an electrician who gave the house a clean bill of electrical health.... 

Mindy had been uneasy about noises like furniture moving coming from an unoccupied room upstairs. Then her 
attention was arrested by something moving in the hall: 

There, like a flickering, old-time movie, floated a young woman, from the hipbones up. Only she was 
blue—all different shades of blue: deep midnight for her Gibson Girl hair; pale blue for her skin; light 
blue for her high-collared shirtwaist blouse held at the throat by a brooch; gas-flame blue for her belt 
that circled a very small waist. All was blue and smoky around her and Mindy could smell that 
burning, electric smell. 

The blue lady looked at Mindy for about five seconds and held her arms straight out, palms up, as if in 
appeal. The living and the dead locked eyes for a few brief seconds and Mindy says it was as if the 
blue lady was searching for recognition. Then the blue ghost covered up her face, fingers on her 
forehead, looking down. Next she turned left so Mindy and Jolie could see her profile, and she walked 
through the wall. 

The two women stared, their mouths open, eyes wide with shock. Scott came out of his room just as 
the blue lady vanished through the wall. All three smelled the electric smell. 

“Needless to say, we all spent that night at my mother’s! 

“You know” said Mindy, “I was never afraid of her. I never felt that she was a bad or mean person, I 
thought she was sad. That was the only time I saw her.” 

Mindy’s friend Mike frequently came over to study. He was sitting in the kitchen when he heard 
somebody in hard-soled shoes click-clacking down the back stairs to the basement. He went 
downstairs and there he too smelled the lightning-strike smell. He came back upstairs and went back 
to studying, when he heard the footsteps coming up the stairs. 

He looked out the window to see who was coming out, then he saw her standing behind him at the 
window. He only caught a glimpse of a woman dressed in Victorian clothes—a blue woman. He 
turned around and she was gone, leaving the smell of brimstone. 

Mindy moved out shortly after that for financial reasons, but she’s always wondered about the blue 
lady. Why blue? Was she unhappy? Did she burn to death in the house? 
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“I thought it was interesting that you always smelled that burning smell, [and] that she was blue like a 
gas flame....” [Haunted Ohio IV: Restless Spirits] 

Blue ladies and stained glass ghosts have nothing on this luminous and punctual blue ghost-one of an 
exceptionally alien appearance. 

TIMELY GHOST. 

IT ONLY APPEARS ON THE THIRTEENTH OF EACH MONTH 

The residents of and near West Huron, O., are all stirred up over the appearance of a ghost in that 
locality. This is not an ordinary ghost, says the Cleveland Plain Dealer, a visitor from ethereal regions, 
robed in flowing white. It is different from any ever before seen. 

In the first place, this ghost is supposed to be the visible spirit of a departed bachelor who had large 
sums of money while he was an occupant of a flesh and blood structure on this mundane sphere. The 
ghost is not to be seen every night [but] his visits are so regular that those who have a desire to view 
him may go to West Huron at the stated time and see him walk through board fences, disappear in 
haystacks and sink mysteriously into the ground or soar heavenward on fiery wings. 

The ghost is always seen on the Woolverton farm, West Huron, between 11:30 and 12:30 on the 
thirteenth day of each and every month unless that day happens to fall on Sunday. 

Farmer Dildine, who lives near West Huron, describes the ghost in glowing words. He says: 

“I first saw him more than a year ago and exactly 13 years to the day after the death of the old rich 
bachelor. As I was passing down the hill at Slate Cut, I looked across the valley on to Woolverton’s 
farm and there I saw a sight which baffles description... I saw a light kindle up suddenly, as of 
someone swinging a lantern. I paused to see what it meant. A weird glow, like an incandescent 
electric lamp, issued from the air or earth. Then there came to my view the form of a human being, 
but instead of being outlined in white it was invested with a bluish tinge—just as if you would look 
through a blue glass from the dark into a light room. This seemed to be the outside of the thing. Then 
the skeleton of the apparition appeared in dazzling brightness. The visitor seemed to be solid, and 
yet, he was not. The face of the thing, for I cannot better describe it, was intelligent looking, and the 
thing’s feelings and emotions were plainly discernible. You could tell by its countenance what was 
transpiring within its phosphorescent self, as much as an ordinary man or woman’s face shows 
sadness or pleasure. It beckoned for me to follow it, but I was afraid to do so.” 

Fort Wayne [IN] News 27 February 1899: p. 17 

This is an exceptionally mysterious apparition—more like an alien visitation-was it beckoning to get the abduction 
under way? 

Other azure apparitions from Ohio or beyond? Blue clues to chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 

Earlier posts in this series on the colors of the supernatural: Cats of Many Colors; The Quick and the Red, Orange 
You Scared?, Yellow, Kitty; and Green Jean Seen. 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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The Shaikh who lost his Shaikhdom, Khaz’al al- 
Ka‘bT of Mohammerah 

The Qatar Digital Library has digitized a number of sources concerning the life and 
times of Shaikh Khaz’al bin Jabir bin Mirdaw al-Ka‘bT (1861-1936), the Emir of 
Mohammerah and chief of the Banu Ka’b tribe. 



Detail from a 1908 War Office map of Persia and Afghanistan that shows Mohammerah. British Library, India Office 
Records, IOR/L/PS/10/332, f 77. 

Mohammerah, now named Khorramshahr . is a city located at the confluence of the 
Karun and Shatt al-Arab Rivers in the Khuzestan region of Iran (formerly known as 
Arabistan). This area was nominally a part of the Persian Qajar Empire, but for much 
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of the 19th and early 20th centuries it was ruled as a semi-independent Shaikhdom 
by the Arab al-Ka‘bT family. 



Shaikh Khaz’al bin Jabir bin Mirdaw al-Ka‘bi wearing military uniform and honours bestowed on him by both the 
British and Persian Governments. Public Domain 

Throughout Khaz’al’s reign (1897-1925), he was one of the most important political 
figures in the Persian Gulf and a prominent supporter of Britain’s presence in the 
region. Although never formally a part of the British Empire, the Gulf had been 

effectively incorporated into the British imperial system since the early 19 th century. 
The conclusion of treaties and agreements with the region’s various tribal rulers 
was one of the central means by which Britain enforced its hegemonic presence, and 
Khaz’al was no exception to this trend. 
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Shaikh Khaz'al's palace, Qasr al-Failiyah in Mohammerah, 1921. Public Domain . 

Indeed, Khaz’al actively fostered close relations with Britain in an attempt to gain 
their assurance that in the event of the Qajar Empire collapsing or being overthrown, 
Mohammerah would be formally recognised by Britain as an independent state with 
him as its ruler. 



Mohammerah, May 1917 from Album of tour of the Persian Gulf (Photographer: Rev. Edwin Aubrey Storrs-Fox) 
which contains several images of the city in 1917-18. 

After oil was discovered by the Anglo-lranian Oil Company (the forerunner of BP) in 
Khuzestan in 1908, Britain strengthened its ties to Khaz’al further. In 1910 he was 
made a Knight Commander of the Indian Empire. Khaz’al sought to prove his loyalty 
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to Britain in return and he acted as a key ally throughout the First World War during 
which - with British military assistance - he suppressed a pro-Ottoman tribal uprising 
in his domains. 



Sheikh Khaz'al's yacht docked behind Qasr al-Failiyah, 1925 Public Domain 

However, Khaz’al’s efforts to gain formal British recognition of his suzerainty over 
Mohammerah and achieve independence failed. Unlike the ruling families of the 
other Shaikhdoms in the Gulf - who remain in power today - ultimately Britain did not 
guarantee his rule. After the rise to power of Reza Khan (Shah from December 1925 
onwards) and the fall of the Qajar dynasty, Khaz’al came under increasing pressure. 
The centralising and modernising programme of the new government in Tehran could 
not tolerate Mohammerah’s relative independence. 

After leading an unsuccessful uprising, Khaz’al was taken to Tehran by force and 
detained by Reza Khan in April 1925. He remained in the capital under house arrest 
until his death in May 1936. After his fall from power, many of Khaz’al’s family 
members, including his son Abdullah, fled to Kuwait - where the Shaikh owned 
property - and many of his descendants remain living there until the present day. 
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A young Sheikh Abdullah seated (centre) and his elder brother Sheikh Chassib (third from right) with a number of 
their retainers, 1908. Public Domain 

Those who wish to learn more about this intriguing historical figure and the broader 
political context in which he lived can do so using a number of India Office Records 
files about him that have recently been digitized and uploaded on to the Qatar 
Digital Library by the British Library-Qatar Foundation Partnership as detailed 
below. 

Louis Allday, Gulf History/Arabic Language Specialist 
@Louis_Allday 


Primary Documents: 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/R/15/2/1747: 'File 29/6 British Relations 
with Khazal. Sheikh of Khorramshahr' 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/20/70: 'A Precis of the Relations of 
the British Government with the Tribes and Shaikhs of 'Arabistan Bv 

Lieutenant A T Wilson. Acting Consul for Arabistan' 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/R/15/1/388 'File 26/185 V fF 961 Shaikh of 
Mohammerah' 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/18/B468: The Date Gardens in Iran 
of the Sheikhs of Koweit fKuwaitl and Mohammerah. Scope of undertakings 

given bv HM Government in 1914 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/R/15/1/384: 'File 26/94 fF 261 
Mohammerah: Shaikh Khazal's offer re: building of Ahwaz Consulate' 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/R/15/5/178: 'File 3/8 Affairs of Sh. 

Khaz als sons.' 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/R/15/1/528: 'File 53/75 (D 156) Shaikh 
Khazal's Claim against Kuwaiti Merchants' 
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British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/332: File 240/1913 'Mohammerah 
- Khoremabad Railway: the Khor Musa agreement' 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/18/B301: 'Memorandum on British 
Commitments (during the War) to the Gulf Chiefs' 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/606: File 2902/1916 ‘Treaties and 
Engagements between the British Government and the Chiefs of the Arabian 

Coast of the Persian Gulf’ 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/144/1 : File 1421/1908 Pt 3 
'Persia: oil: negotiations between the Shaikh of Mohammerah and the Anglo- 

Persian Oil Co.' 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/132: File 345/1908 Pt 1 
'Mohammerah: situation. British assurances to Sheikh.' 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/133: File 345/1908 Pt2 
'Mohammerah: situation. Sheikh's dispute with the Vali of Basra, decoration for 

Sheikh, renewed assurances to Sheikh.' 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/18/B380: ‘Memorandum respecting 
the frontier between Mohammerah and Turkey.’ 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/262: File 1247/1912 Pts 1-2 
'KOWEIT & MOHAMMERAH ANGLO-TURKISH AGREEMENT' 


British Library, India Office Records, IOR/L/PS/10/262/2: File 1247/1912 Pt 2 'Anolo- 
Turkish Agreement. Acceptance bv Sheikhs of Koweit and Mohammerah.' 

British Library, India Office Records, IOR/R/15/5/199: 'File 4/14 Property in Kuwait 
of Late Shaikh of Muhammarah (Khorramshahr)' 

Posted by Alex Hailey at 10:00 AM 
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hauntinglypa.com 



Hauntingly PENNSYLVANIA™ 

Where History fit Hauntings Meet 

These Luzerne County Neighbors Wanted to See A Ghost 


But They Got More Than They Bargained For 



The Shifters lived in a farmhouse in Mill Creek, about four 
miles from Wilkes-Barre. Nearly 20 years before they 
moved in, a peddler was murdered nearby. Shortly after the family took possession of the property, 
strange things began to happen. 


On Thursday, March 27,1884, about 40 people turned 
up at the home of Henry and Elizabeth Shiffer and 
their 13-year-old daughter Mary. 

Shiffer was a carpenter and also a coal breaker. Living in 
Plains Township, Luzerne County, Shiffer was just one of 
many men who made all or part of their living in the 
generously yielding anthracite mines. But the large group 
of visitors on that March evening wasn't at Shiffer's home 
to talk coal - they were there to see a ghost. 


Each night at midnight unexplained noises woke the Shiffers. In mid-March of 1884, the activity 
escalated. Frightening sights manifested in Henry and Elizabeth's bedroom. Whatever these entities 
were, they tore the blankets off the couple's bed and generally terrorized the occupants. 


As is common in small towns, word of the bizarre events began to spread. People living in bordering 
towns wanted to see the activity for themselves. If the Shiffers were indeed tormented by the spirit of 
the murdered peddler, they wanted to witness it first hand. 


A Plains contractor named R. C. Mitchell acted as the ringleader. As the clock struck midnight, 
Mitchell commanded the ghost to show itself to the group. Turns out, however, the would-be ghost 
hunters weren't quite as brave as they made out to be. According to reports, the ghost obliged - and 
all 40 visitors bolted through any exit they could find, including the windows. 


Afterward, Mitchell told a newspaper reporter exactly what he and the others had seen: an 8-foot tall 
spectre with an indescribably hideous face. 


"I never did believe in ghosts till now," Mitchell said. "It is no common ghost, either, but a giant from 
the spirit land." 
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The Shiffers left Luzerne County, although Hauntingly PENNSYLVANIA™ has been unable to track 
them. If you're a Shiffer descendent and have details on what happened to the family after it left the 
"haunted farmhouse," please let us know . 

Copyright 2016, Stephanie Hoover - All Rights Reserved. 

©2017 - Stephanie Hoover - All Rights Reserved 
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1662: A shipwrecked Turk in Dutch Pennsylvania 

October 19 th, 2017 executedtoday.com 

Headsman 

Well known as is the Dutch heritage of New York City — the former New Amsterdam — fewer 
realize that the Low Countries’ writ in the New World for a brief time ran far down what is today 
styled the Mid-Atlantic coast, all the way to the lower Delaware River separating present-day New 
Jersey and Pennsylvania. “New Netherland” had swiped it just a few years before the events in this 
post from “New Sweden”. 

Before it all went over to the Anglosphere the aspirant imperial rival got a few executions in on these 
distant shores — as we see in this narrative sited in what is now Delaware County, Pennsylvania. It 
comes to us from the Proceedings of the Delaware County Historical Society, Volume 1, January 
1902 via this Delaware County History blog: 

UNDER HOLLAND’S RULE - When the next important criminal trial, which has been 
presented to us in official documents, presents itself, the flag of Sweden had been 
supplanted by the standard of their High Mightiness of Holland and while the case did 
not in its incidents come within the present commonwealth of Pennsylvania, yet the 
criminal proceedings were held within the territory which was subsequently known as 
Pena’s three lower counties. 

In 1661 Alexander D’Hinojassa was acting governor of that portion of the present state of 
Delaware extending from the southern bank of the Cristiana River to Cape Henlopen, he 
asserting that the City of Amsterdam, by reason of its purchase from the Dutch West 
Indies Company, had acquired absolute jurisdiction over the territory before designated, 
hence he stoutly refused to recognize the authority of Governor Stuyvesant in anywise 
within those boundaries. D’Hinojassa was a rash, impetuous, headstrong man and in 
would brook no interference on the part of any one with his prerogatives, the particular 
case to which I am now referring are unusually interesting. A vessel had been wrecked 
on the coast near the present breakwater and one of the sailors, a Turk, reached the 
shore where he was taken prisoner by a party of Indians, who sold their captive to Peter 
Alrichs. Peter among other things was a slave dealer and was chiefly instrumental in 
fitting out the ship Glide which brought the first cargo of slaves from Africa to the shores 
of the Delaware. 

The unfortunate Turk was sold by Peter to an English planter in Maryland. Subsequently 
the Turk and four other slaves escaped to Delaware, but, were pursued and captured. 

While they were being conveyed in a boat to New Castle, when near Bombay Hook, the 
Turk made a desperate fight for Liberty and during the struggle and before he could be 
subdued he wounded two Englishmen seriously and a third slightly. 

In the confusion which followed, he sprang overboard and succeeded in reaching the 
shore but he was shortly recaptured and taken to New Castle where he was heavily 
ironed and imprisoned. D’Hinojassa refused when the application was made to him to 
deliver the prisoner to the English claimant but declared that as the Turk had committed 
a crime within the jurisdiction of the City Colony, he must be held on that charge. He 
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thereupon ordered him to be arraigned before Van Sweeringham, who sat as the judge 
at the trial. 

The prisoner, practically ignorant of the language in which he was called to make his 
defense was convicted of having resisted and wounded his captors. Although the laws of 
Holland applicable to the colonies provided that in criminal cases where the punishment 
was capital five judges must actually preside at the trial, the miserable Turk 
notwithstanding that violation of law was sentenced to be hanged. 

On Sunday, October 19, 1662, the sentence was carried into execution. The Turk was 
hanged at Lewes, his head being afterwards “cut off and placed on a post or stake at 
Hare Mill.” This incident is also memorable because it is the first case of capital 
punishment in the Delaware River settlements. 

Entry Filed under: 17th Century,Capital Punishment,Death Penalty,Disfavored 
Minorities,Execution,Hanged,History,Known But To God,Milestones,Netherlands,Occupation and 
Colonialism,Pennsylvania,Power,Public Executions,Racial and Ethnic 
Minorities,Slaves,USA,Wartime Executions 

© Copyright 2017 ExecutedToday.com :: All Rights Reserved :: A WordPress joint 
Theme originally by WarAxe at Negative99, modified by 
Brian at Logjamming 


/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% Umportant; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type {margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


http://www.executedtoday.com/2017/10/19/1662-a-shipwrecked-turk-in-dutch-pennsylvania/ 


2/2 



9/8/2017 


Shrieks in the West Room: 1835 | Mrs Daffodil Digresses 


Shrieks in the West Room: 1835 


wordpress.com 


https://mrsdaffodildigresses.wordpress.com/2017/09/08/shrieks-in-the-west-room-1835/ 

Mrs Daffodil Digresses 

A blog about costume, history, and social ephemera 

2 Replies 


Shrieks in the West Room at Flesbury 

A plain statement of the facts, as they occurred, without any 
attempt to embellish or magnify them, will be given. 

Early in 1835, my brother John was taken seriously ill, and for 
many weeks his life hung in the balance. A crisis was reached 
and passed, followed by a fortnight of mingled hope and 
despair. At the end of that time his condition showed so great 
an improvement that the most sanguine hopes for his recovery 
were entertained by all the family, except his mother and aunt, 
long as the doctors were unwilling to give a decidedly 

It was between five and six o clock on a fine spring evening, towards the end of March. The sinking 
sun was cheerfully lighting up the West room, where three of John’s sisters and his brother William 
were sitting, having just left their father in the dining-room. Their mother and aunt had returned to 
John’s room. The West room adjoins the principal staircase, which leads up from the entrance hall 
through the centre of the house. There is a small landing at the door of the West room, the stain 
ascending a little further to the principal landing. A second flight leads to the upper landing, on which 
opened the room occupied by John. Owing to the centre of the house being open, any sound in the 
hall is distinctly audible on the upper floor. The offices are reached by a long passage behind the 
hall and the dining-room, so that ordinary sounds from the hall or the staircase cannot be heard 
there. 

The children in the West room were all in the highest spirits. They were no longer feeling anxious 
about their brother and were even a little inclined to think that their elders had been unnecessarily 
alarmed. Poor dear Johnnie, they told each other, after all the fuss that had been made, was getting 
well. 

To be sure, it was impossible to spoil him; he was such a dear good boy and never made a fuss 
about himself. But even now Mamma and Aunt would not believe that he was not going to die. In 
fact, that very day at dinner. Mamma had been actually crying again. The children went on to 
discuss the two doctors who were attending John. The younger of the two had particularly annoyed 
them that day m reporting on the state of the patient to their father. While admitting an increase in 
strength and appetite, he had added, ‘Still, I see no improvement.’ ‘Papa said he was ridiculously 
inconsistent,’ one of the children remarked; and someone went on to say something which raised a 
general laugh. The laughter had not ceased when a piercing shriek rang through the room. It was as 
if uttered by someone standing on the landing just outside the open door. 



who continued to be very anxious so 
favourable opinion. 
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There was silence, and then a second shriek like the first; another silence, and then yet a third 
shriek, even louder and more prolonged than the others, and ending in a rattling, gurgling sound, as 
though someone were dying. 

The children in the room were struck with horror. None of them is likely to forget that awful sound. 

As I write, it seems to ring in my ears. 

In a moment the door of the drawing-room, on the further side of the hall, was thrown open, and Mr 
Carnsen, who had been sitting in the room alone, hurried across the hall to the foot of the staircase. 
He called in an agitated voice to his daughter, whom he knew to be in the West room ‘Gertrude, 
what is the matter! Who is screaming in that dreadful manner!’ 

‘Papa,’ we answered, ‘we don’t know. It wasn’t one of us, though it seemed quite close.’ 

‘It sounded as though someone were in great distress,’ our father said. ‘Go down to Grace and ask 
her if the people in the kitchen are all right, although the noise did not seem to come from there. 

Gertrude went at once and found the housekeeper alone in the big front room. She was standing as 
if listening and declared she had distinctly heard three shrieks. She was wondering what could be 
the matter and though positive that the sound had come from further off than the kitchen, she went 
there to enquire if the servants knew anything. 

When she returned her usually florid face was quite pale. ‘Oh, Miss Gertrude,’ she said, ‘there is no 
hope for Master John — that is what it means. What we heard was none of the servants, and no 
human voice. The servants heard the screams too but they seemed to come from far off.’ 

‘How can you talk such nonsense!’ Gertrude replied. ‘A person like you ought to know better. Papa 
says you must find out what it was and let him know.’ 

The girl then returned to the hall, where she found her father talking to the old doctor, who had just 
arrived. Mr. Carnsen was saying: ‘It was like a woman’s voice, screaming as though in the utmost 
distress. You would have supposed she was being murdered.’ 

The doctor replied that he had been crossing the lawn at the time, and that if the noise had come 
from outside the house, he must have heard it. 

After Gertrude had reported the failure of her enquiries, her father asked her to tell her mother, who 
was in John’s room, of the doctor’s arrival. On her way upstairs, she looked into the West room, 
where she found that the others had been joined by Ellen, a faithful and attached servant, with the 
youngest child, then about two and a half, in her arms. Ellen said they had been in one of the rooms 
on the first landing when they had heard the shrieks, coming, as it were, from the West room or near 
it. The child asked, ‘Who is screaming, Ellen; I didn’t scream’; and picking her up the maid had run 
to the West room to find out what was the matter. 

One of the children remarked: ‘Poor Johnnie! How frightened he must have been!’ 

Whereupon Ellen suggested: ‘Could it have been Master John seized with a fit?’ 

Struck with this idea, Gertrude ran upstairs. The door of her brother s room was partly open, and 
when she went in she saw him lying with a very placid look on his fact. As she passed the bed, he 
gave her a look and a smile, but did not speak. Her mother was resting on the sofa and her aunt 
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was reading by the window. Nothing in short, could have been quieter or more composed than the 
room and its inmates. 

After announcing the doctor s arrival, Gertrude went over to the bed to discover if possible, without 
alarming her brother, if he had heard the shrieks. 

‘Johnnie, how quiet you look!’ she said. Have you been asleep?’ 

No, Gertrude,’ he replied, ‘I was not asleep and I knew the doctor had come. I heard Dash give his 
little bark’ — meaning a short single bark which the old dog, who lay on a mat in the hall always 
gave when the doctor arrived. So it seemed that John had heard the bark, but not the awful shrieks 
which had rung through the house and been heard by everyone in it except himself and those who 
were with him. 

The doctor was now on his way up and Gertrude, as she left, beckoned to her aunt to follow her. In 
the West room she told her of their experience, the aunt replying that everything had been 
exceptionally quiet that afternoon in John’s room. 

He had been lying awake, but without speaking for some tune and no unusual noise of any kind had 
been heard. 

An immediate search was made, every possible and impossible cause being sought for and 
suggested; but all was in vain; no explanation was forthcoming. 

Next morning, the doctor came to breakfast, accompanied by his brother, the old clergyman, who 
occasionally visited John; and while they were there, the housekeeper and the farm bailiff were 
called in and questioned as to the result of the enquiries which, by Mr. Carnsen’s orders, they had 
made. One point was clear: the sounds had been made in the house, since no one outside had 
heard them. The accounts of all those inside the house talked: there had been three shrieks at short 
intervals; it was as though a woman’s voice were being strained to the utmost; and the noise had 
ended in a dying rattle. What was most unaccountable was that the shrieks were loudest on the 
staircase, close to the West room, and therefore should have been distinctly audible in John’s room 
just above; yet everyone there was utterly unconscious of them. 

Nothing more could be done. The servants were given strict orders not to allow any report of what 
had happened to leak out. Mr. Carnsen, who disliked the subject so much that no one ventured 
afterwards to allude to it in his presence, enjoined a similar silence on the children. The clergyman, 
after hearing all the evidence, pronounced the incident to be of a kind for which it was impossible to 
give a natural explanation. He told us that we could not pretend to deny the reality of what we had 
heard, but must not give way to superstitious fancies Some lesson or warning which time would 
make more clearly known, was intended. 

From that day onwards, even those of us who had been most hopeful, found their confidence gone, 
though for another week John’s health continued to show signs of improvement. 

After that he took a turn for the worse, and three weeks from the day when the shrieks were heard 
he died. It may be asked whether a similar warning was given on the occasion of the death of any 
other member of the family 

Fifteen years later, John’s young sister, Emma, was on her deathbed. In the middle of the night, just 
before the end, those who were watching in her room heard sounds of hysterical wailing and 
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lamentation passing through the house The noises ceased as she drew her last breath A few 
months later, when the daughters were watching by the deathbed of their mother they had so strong 
an expectation of hearing that unearthly voice once more, that they told each other they ought to 
doubt the evidence of their senses if it came but it did not come. Nor was any warning given of the 
deaths of two of the sons in distant lands, or when Mr Carnsen himself passed away in March 1860 
as he knelt in prayer by his bedside. 

Further Stories from Lord Halifax’s Ghost Book, 1937, pp. 3-9 (reported earlier in an abbreviated 
form in Proceedings of the Society for Psychical Research, 16 November 1888). 

Mrs Daffodil’s Aide-memoire: As the Proceedings and the introduction to this story in The Ghost 
Book says, ” Lord Halifax copied the following story from a manuscript, written by the sister of John 
Carnsen, the child concerned, who died on April 22nd 1835, aged eleven. He added the information 
that ‘the house where the events of this narrative occurred is Flesbury, a lonely country house on 
the north coast of Cornwall. The family who reside there are the only descendants of the Carnsens 
of Carnsen, in Cornwall. ’ The names are given as they appear in The Ghost Book, but Carnsen 
should probably be Carnsew, the name of an old Cornish family, and Flesbury, should probably be 
Flexbury, near Bude. ” 

Ah, that is so often the trouble with supernatural accounts: the narrator wishes to disguise the name 
of the family or the location so that the family is not embarrassed or the house does not get a bad 
name. One wonders if such subterfuges confused the wailing spirit, who did not appear at the death 
of the narrator’s brothers, mother, or father, but instead found itself in the Bude-Stratton Business 
Centre car park, puzzling over a Ordnance Survey map in search of a non-existent family and 
house. 

2 thoughts on “Shrieks in the West Room: 1835” 

1 . 

busterggi September 8, 2017 at 1:50 pm 

Must have been much more entertaining when ghosts actually showed up and did things 
unlike today’s dreary orbs. 

1 . 

chriswoodyard Post authorSeptember 8, 2017 at 6:10 pm 

Indeed! Why can these so-called “reality television shows” with their black-shirted 
hunters not stir up a banshee now and again? Shockingly incompetent. Even the so- 
called “spirit boxes” rarely reveal anything more startling than monosyllabic non- 
sequiturs. One fears that the Golden Age of Ghosts is long gone... Best wishes, Mrs 
Daffodil 
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AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 12:29 PM 
I was the hunter and they were the victims. 

I watched Psycho recently 

and it made me interested in Seriel Killers activities 
and attitudes behind their killings. 

Kemper is the most interesting character I found. 

The one who knew what he was doing. 

He is intelligent, logical even caring and philosophical at times. 

I think he is much more than just a serial killer. 

It’s amazing 

how can there be so many different characteristics 
can be found in one man. 

I enjoyed reading his interview. 

Hope you would too. 

:D 

And just ignore my close friend GihanFX's irrelevant posts, 
he is giving a false impression of a popularity to my thread. 

I actually don’t approve such pretensions to get attention to my threads. 

What to do. 

He is a friend 

and I believe his intention is good. 

Intention creates Karma 
-Atula 


Edmund Kemper 
The Special Serial Killer 

http://img294.imageshack.us/img294/9016/kempertmez2.jpg 

http: / / www. truecrime. net/kemp er/interview, htm 
By A Psychiatrist Re: His Adult Release 

”...if i were seeing without any history available or without getting the history from him, 
i would think that we’re dealing with a very well adjusted young man who had initiative, intelligence, and who 
was free of any psychiatric illness. 

If effect, we are dealing with two different people when we talk of the fifteen year old boy who committed the 
murder 

and the twenty-three year old man we see before us now. 
it is my opinion that.... 

I would see no psychiatric reason to consider him to be of any danger to himself or to any member of society...” 



Just a few hours after California's mass murderer Edmund Kemper, 24, was convicted on eight counts of first 
degree murder, he kept a promise and granted me an exclusive interview. It was not my first person-to-person 
talk with the young killer. 

As a reporter assigned to cover the grisly murder investigation (I’ll Show You Where I Buried the Pieces of 
Their Bodies, August INSIDE, 1973) and the trial, I had, by chance, chatted with him a few weeks before his 
trial, as he was waiting at the Santa CruzCounty courthouse for a conference with his lawyer. 

I wrote a story about our meeting and my impressions of him and he liked it, thus came his promise of an 
interview once the trial was ended. Kemper had warned me the court hearings on the gory sex-killings of six 
coeds and the subsequent murders of his mother and her best friend probably would turn my stomach. They did. 
As a sex-starved young man in what should have been a peak of his virility, he was sexually and socially so 
uncertain of himself that he began to prey on hitchhiking coeds, not as a rapist, but as a murderer and 
necrophiliac. 

"At first I picked up girls just to talk to them, just to try to get acquainted with people my own age and try to 
strike up a friendship," he had told investigators. Then he began to have sex fantasies about the girls he picked 
up hitchhiking, but feared being caught and convicted as a rapist So, he said: "I decided to mix the two and have 
a situation of rape and murder and no witnesses and no prosecution." 

Kemper’s first two victims were 18-year-old FresnoState college coeds, Mary Ann Pesce and Anita Luchessa 
whom he stabbed to death May 7, 1972, after he picked them up in Berkeley. 

"I had full intentions of killing them. I would loved to have raped them, but not having any experience at all..." 
he trailed off. 

He disclosed that, despite the fact he killed Miss Pesce, she had awakened a feeling of tenderness in him that 
none of his other victims did. "I was really quite struck by her personality and her looks and there was just 
almost a reverence there," he said. 

Kemper decapitated the girls' corpses, burying Miss Pesce's body in a redwood grove along a mountain highway 
and casting that of Miss Luchessa out in the brush on a hillside. He kept their heads for a time and then hurled 
them down a steep slope of a ravine. 

The girls were listed as "missing persons" for months until Miss Pesce's head was found by hikers and, 
subsequently, identified through dental charts. Kemper later led investigators to the grave where he had buried 
her. 

"Sometimes, afterward, I visited there ... to be near her ... because I loved her and wanted her," he said on the 
witness stand. 

Miss Luchessa's head and body never were found. 

A month after Miss Pesce's head was discovered, Kemper chose another victim. Beautiful Aiko Koo, 15, a 
talented Oriental dancer, was hitchhiking from her home in Berkeley to a dance class in San Francisco. She 
never arrived. Kemper literally snuffed out her life in the darkness of an isolated spot in the mountains above the 
city of Santa Cruz. 

Her mouth was taped shut and he pinched her nostrils together until she suffocated. Then he raped her inert body 
and put it in the trunk of his car. A few miles away, he stopped at a country bar "for a few beers." 

Before going into the bar, he opened the trunk to make sure she was dead. He told investigators: 

"I suppose as I was standing there looking, I was doing one of those triumphant things, too, admiring my work 
and admiring her beauty, and I might say admiring my catch like a fisherman." 

Kemper also spoke of a sense of exultation in his killings: 

"I just wanted the exaltation over the party. In other words, winning over death. They were dead and I was alive. 
That was the victory in my case." 

He said of the act of decapitation, "I remember it was very exciting ... there was actually a sexual thrill ... It was 
kind of an exalted triumphant type thing, like taking the head of a deer or an elk or something would be to a 
hunter. 

"I was the hunter and they were the victims." 

On the witness stand, though, Kemper testified that "death never entered as a factor" in the coed killings. He 
said: 

"Alive, they were distant, not sharing with me. I was trying to establish a relationship and there was no 
relationship there... 



’’When they were being killed, there wasn’t anything going on in my mind except that they were going to be 
mine ... That was the only way they could be mine.” (Kemper testified that as a child of eight he had killed his 
pet cat, which had transferred its affections to his two sisters, ”to make it mine.”) 

His desire to possess the coeds led Kemper even further than murder, he revealed in court. In his fantasies he 
literally made two of the girls ”a part of me” by eating ’’parts of them.” 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/kemperl.jpgOf all his coed victims he said: ’’They were like spirit wives... I 
still had their spirits. I still have them,” he declared in the courtroom. 

Kemper did not kill again until after he bought a .22-caliber pistol in January of this year. 

”1 went bananas after I got that .22,” he told me. 

The day he bought it he fatally shot coed Cynthia Schall, a 19-year-old Santa Cruz girl, in the trunk of his car. 

He carried her body into his mother’s apartment near Santa Cruz, kept it in his bedroom closet over night and 
dissected it in the bathtub the next day while his mother was at work. 

He buried the girl's head in the back yard "with her face turned toward my bedroom window and, sometimes at 
night, I talked to her, saying love things, the way you do to a girlfriend or wife.” 

Less than a month later, Kemper picked up two girls, Rosalind Thorpe, 23, and Alice Liu, 21, on the campus of 
the University of California at Santa Cruz (UCSC). He shot them both to death in the car before driving off 
campus and later cut off their heads in the trunk of his car while it was parked in the street in front of his 
mother's apartment. 

He told investigators the killings came on an impulse bom out of anger with his mother. 

”My mother and I had had a real tiff. I was pissed. I told her I was going to a movie and I jumped up and went 
straight to the campus because it was still early. 

”1 said, the first girl that's halfway decent that I pick up, I’m gonna blow her brains out,” he revealed. 

Kemper's final killings were those of his mother, Mrs. Clarnell Strandberg, 52, and her best friend, Mrs. Sara 
Hallett, 59, in his mother's apartment on Easter weekend. Then he began a cross-country flight, in a rented car 
loaded with guns and ammunition, that ended in a decision to surrender, "so I wouldn't kill again.” 

On April 24, 1973, he was arrested in a public telephone booth in Pueblo, Colo., after he had called policemen he 
knew in Santa Cruz to say he was the coed killer and told them where to find the bodies of his mother and Mrs. 
Hallett. 

The afternoon I went to see Kemper in the Santa CruzCounty jail where he was being kept pending sentencing 
the next morning, I expected to talk to him for an hour or so, in the presence of a jailer. Instead, I spent over five 
hours alone with him, locked up in a tiny glass-walled room within sight but not sound of the jailer's desk. 
Though he wore manacles on his ankles, his hands were free. 

Disarming as he is at times, more than once during the long afternoon I was reminded that I was sitting face to 
face with a six-foot, nine-inch 255-pound giant who had murdered and mutilated six coeds, beaten his sleeping 
mother to death with a hammer and strangled his mother's best friend in a matter of seconds. The frequent traffic 
of jailers and inmates past the glass wall was reassuring comfort. 

My visit with Kemper was an unforgettable experience, inducing a collage of feelings. As he talked on and on, 
he was many things. 

A lonely young man, grateful for companionship on the eve of what was certainly to be his last day outside 
prison. 

An angry and bitter sibling recalling what he felt was rejection and a lack of love from a divorced father who 
"cared more for his second family than he did us.” 

A son who alternately hated and "loved” a mother he described as a "manhater” who had three husbands and 
"took her violent hatred of my father out on me.” 

A sometimes wry and boastful raconteur, chronicling the events of his life and a person quick to see the 
humorous side of things and laugh, even if the joke is on him. 

An anguished and remorseful killer when speaking of the coeds whose bodies he had sexually assaulted after 
death and of the "pain” he had caused their families. "The day those fathers [of the Pesce and Luchessa girls] 
testified in court was very hard for me ... I felt terrible. I wanted to talk to them about their daughters, comfort 
them ... But what could I say?” 

Kemper also was a person who momentarily precipitated in me a flush of terror and then allayed my misgivings 
by faultlessly assuming the role of the gracious host. He talked about the jury's verdict that morning. He had 



pleaded not guilty and not guilty by reason of insanity to each of the killings. 

Court-appointed psychiatrists, called to testify by the prosecution, described Kemper as suffering from a 
’’personality disorder,” but said he was not criminally insane by California's legal standards. One doctor called 
Kemper a ’’sadistic sex maniac.” 

The jury found Kemper was guilty and sane. 

He didn’t disagree with the jury's verdict. 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/sacrific.jpg”I really wasn't surprised when it came out that way,” he said. 
"There was just no way they could find me insane ... Society just isn't ready for that yet. Ten or 20 years from 
now they would have, but they're not going to take a chance.” 

But he expressed regret that the ’’sane” verdict would mean he would go to prison, instead of possibly returning 
to Atascadero state hospital. 

Kemper spent five years at Atascadero after he murdered his grandparents in 1964 at the age of 15. He recalled 
with pride the job he'd held there as head of the psychological testing lab at the age of 19 and working directly 
under the hospital’s chief psychologist. He said: 

"I felt I definitely could have done a lot of good there, helping people return to the streets ... I could have fit in 
there quicker than anybody else... 

"After all,” he explained, ”1 grew up there. That used to be like my home. 

"Basically, I was born there, you know. I have a lot of fond memories of the place ... And I don't know anybody 
else who has,” he added with a rueful laugh. 

It was there that he became a member of the Junior Chamber of Commerce. During his trial, he wore his 
membership pin in his lapel, apparently with pride. 

Because of his intelligence and ability, he apparently was a valuable aide in psychological testing and research. 

"I helped to develop some new tests and some new scales on MMPI... You've probably heard of it... the 
Minnesota Multiphasic Personality Inventory,” he said with a chuckle. ”1 helped to develop a new scale on that, 
the 'Overt Hostility Scale'... How's that for a...” He groped for a word. 

"Ironic?” I suggested. 

"Ironic note,” he agreed. "There we go, it was an ironic note that I helped to develop that scale and then look 
what happened to me when I got back out on the streets.” 

Though Kemper couldn't give me a positive answer to why he did what he did, he partly blamed society, the 
courts and his parents as well, saying: 

”1 didn't have the supervision I should have had once I got out... I was supposed to see my parole officer every 
other week and a social worker the other week. 

"I never did. I think if I had, I would have made it. 

"Two weeks after I was on the streets, I got scared because I hadn't seen anyone. 

"Finally, I called the district parole office and asked if I was doing something wrong... was I supposed to go to 
my parole officer, or would he come to see me, I asked.” 

Kemper said the man on the phone asked him, "What's the matter, you got a problem?” When Kemper told him, 
"no,” the man replied, "Well, we're awfully busy with people who have; we'll get to you.” 

Kemper blamed the court for counteracting the plan of Atascadero doctors to release him in stages geared to get 
him accustomed to the world outside again. He said they planned to send him to a "halfway house” environment 
where he would still have counseling, have a chance to get acquainted with girls at social functions and become 
aware of persons in his own age group. 

"When I got out on the street it was like being on a strange planet. People my age were not talking the same 
language. I had been living with people older than I was for so long that I was an old fogey.” 

Instead, Kemper was sent to a California Youth Authority institution by court order, only to be released abruptly 
five months later, paroled to the custody of a mother who was "an alcoholic and constantly bitched and screamed 
at me.” 

Kemper looked down at his hands and said, "She loved me in her way and despite all the violent screaming and 
yelling arguments we had, I loved her, too.” "But,” he continued, "she had to manage your life... and interfere in 
your personal affairs.” 

He said his mother was a "big, ugly, awkward woman who was six feet tall and she was always trying to get me 
to go out with girls who were just like her... friends of hers from the campus.” (His mother was an administrative 



assistant at UCSC.) 

"I may not be so much to look at myself,” Kemper said with a laugh, ”but I have always gone after pretty girls.” 
All of his hitchhiking coed victims were pretty and, with the exception of one girl, were small and delicate in 
stature. 

Of his father, he said, ”he didn't want me around, because I upset his second wife. Before I went to Atascadero, 
my presence gave her migraine headaches; when I came out she was going to have a heart attack if I came 
around.” 

It was because of that, Kemper said, that he was "shipped off to his paternal grandparents to live in "complete 
isolation” on a California mountain top with "my senile grandfather” and "my grandmother who thought she had 
more balls than any man and was constantly emasculating me and my grandfather to prove it. 

"I couldn't please her... It was like being in jail... I became a walking time bomb and I finally blew ... It was like 
that the second time, with my mother.” 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 12:29 PM 
Continued... 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/mother.jpgKemper's mother. He killed her with a hammer, cut off her head and 
threw darts at it, cut out her larynx and put it in the garbage disposal, then had sex with her corpse. 

Kemper laughed as he recalled an incident with his grandmother when she left him home alone one day but took 
his grandfather's .45 automatic with her in her purse, because she was afraid he might "play” around with it in 
her absence. His grandparents were going to Fresno on a monthly shopping trip. He recalled: 

"I saw her big black pocketbook bulging as she went out the door and I said to myself, 'Why that old bitch, she's 
taking the gun with her, because she doesn't trust me, even though I promised I wouldn't touch it."’ 

He said he looked in his grandfather's bureau drawer and "sure enough the gun was gone from its usual place... 

"I toyed with the idea of calling the chief of police in Fresno and telling him 'there's a little old lady walking 
around town with a forty-five in her purse and she's planning a holdup’ and then give him my grandmother's 
description.” 

He laughed appreciatively at the idea and asked me: "How do you suppose she would have talked herself out of 
that?” There were moments, prior to her death, when he felt like punishing his mother, too. Kemper told 
investigators he had killed his mother to spare her the suffering and shame that knowledge of his crimes would 
bring. But, he said, as he sat in the little room with me: 

"There were times when she was bitching and yelling at me that I felt like retaliating and walking over to the 
telephone in her presence and calling the police, to say, 'Hello, I'm the coed killer,' just to lay it on her.” 

Kemper's testimony in court revealed his desire to punish his mother did not end with the fatal hammer blow. He 
cut off his mother's head, "put it on a shelf and screamed at it for an hour ... threw darts at it,” and ultimately, 
"smashed her face in,” he recalled for the horrified court. 

Once during the long afternoon, a deputy brought us in some coffee. Another one came to inquire if Kemper 
needed any medication. (Under doctor's orders he was allowed to have tranquillizers as required and sleeping 
pills at night.) 

The jail nurse also came in while I was there and changed the bandage on his wrist where he had slashed an 
artery in one of his four suicide attempts after his arrest. 

"Would you like to see my wound,” he said, holding his arm out to me. 

(The cutting instrument he had used to make the suicidal incision had been fashioned from the metal casing of a 
ball point pen I had given him. Jailers at the neighboring San Mateo county jail, where he was kept for security 
reasons after two suicide attempts in Santa Cruz, had failed to remove the pen from his folder of papers when 
Kemper returned from court.) 

He had previously assured me, "It's not your fault.” He tried to explain his suicide attempts, saying that he did 
not have a suicidal feeling when he was first "locked up.” Then the "kindness and respect with which I was 
treated by the people [jail personnel] after a while started to get to me ... 

”1 started feeling like I didn't deserve all that nice treatment after what I had done ... and I guess that's why I 
started cutting myself up.” 

Kemper also talked about his previous statements that, if he were sent to prison he would kill someone so he 



could die in the gas chamber, and indicated he had had a change of heart. 

"I guess you heard me say that I wanted to kill 'Herbie' Mullin, my fellow mass murderer," he said. (The Mullin 
story, Chalk Up Another for Mr. Kill-Crazy, appeared in the June, 1973, issue of INSIDE DETECTIVE.) 

"Well, there was a time when I thought it would be a good solution for everyone. 

"It would be good for society and save everyone a bundle of money. Instead of spending thousands and 
thousands of dollars to lock the two of us up for life to protect us from people and people from us...." 

Kemper had told investigators and psychiatrists he thought he would kill again if he ever were released. He also 
admitted under cross examination by District Attorney Peter Chang that he had fantasized killing "thousands of 
people," including Chang himself. He said: 

"I figured that if I killed him [Mullin] and then they sent me to the gas chamber, it would be a good solution to 
the problem. 

"I know I'd never get a chance to though and I don't have any intention of killing him or anyone else...." 

(Mullin was convicted of two counts of first degree murder and eight counts of second degree murder in the 
shooting deaths of ten persons he killed during a 21-day rampage early in 1973 in Santa CruzCounty. Five of the 
victims were complete strangers to him. He said he killed three others in 1972.) 

Kemper and Mullin were next-door neighbors in their security prisoner cellblock at the San MateoCounty jail 
before Mullin was tried and convicted. Kemper made no secret of his disdain for Mullin from the first moment 
of their meeting in San Mateo. 

"You're a no-class killer," he taunted him. 

During Kemper's trial, under questioning from Chang, Kemper admitted he had thrown water through the cell 
bars onto Mullin to "shut him up when he was disturbing everybody by singing off-key in his high-pitched, 
squeaky voice." 

Kemper added, though, "When he was a good boy, I gave him peanuts. He liked peanuts." 

Kemper said of the alternate water treatment and the peanuts, "It was behavioral modification treatment... The 
jailers were very pleased with me." 

“You know, though," Kemper told me, as he looked out of the window in the little room, "It really sticks in my 
craw that Mullin only got two 'firsts' and I got eight. 

"He was just a cold-blooded killer, running over a three-week period killing everybody he saw for no good 
reason." 

He paused for a moment, then broke into laughter, saying, "I guess that's kind of hilarious, my sitting here so 
self-righteously talking, like that, after what I've done." 

When Kemper assured me that he had given up thoughts of trying to take his own life again, I asked him what he 
planned to do with the rest of his years in prison. He told me he knew he would be locked up in tight security for 
the first few years and that he thought he would try to do a lot of reading and studying, "five always loved 
science and math," he said, "and I'd also like to study French and German. 

’’After that, I hope, I can find a way to help other people . . . Maybe they can study me and find out what makes 
people like me do the things they do." 

(The next morning. Judge Harry F. Brauer sentenced Kemper to life in prison and told him he was going to 
recommend "in the strongest terms possible" that Kemper not be released for "the rest of your natural life.") 

One relationship that obviously has touched Kemper is that with Bruce Colomy, Santa CruzCounty sheriffs 
deputy. Colomy has been with Kemper more than any other officer, transporting him to and from San Mateo 
County Jail to Santa Cruz for court appearances and remaining with him at all times when he was out of his cell. 
Kemper said of Colomy, only a few years older than himself, "He's more like a father to me than anyone I have 
ever known ... He's like the father I wish I had had." 

(Deputy Colomy told me later that one of the last things Kemper did before he left the Santa Cruz courthouse for 
state prison was to remove his cherished Junior Chamber of Commerce membership pin from his coat lapel "and 
give it to me." The deputy said, "Ed looked at it for a long time and tears came to his eyes. Then he handed it to 
me and said, 'Here, I want you to have it."’) 

For all of his seeming ability to relate to people in an animated and warm exchange, Kemper also has the ability 
to withdraw without warning into a kind of frightening reverie, reliving his acts of violence. I watched it happen. 
He had paused in his outpouring of talk about himself and looked at me curiously. 

"You haven't asked the questions I expected a reporter to ask," he said. 

"What do you mean," I replied. "Give me some examples." 



He drawled, "Oh, what is it like to have sex with a dead body? ... What does it feel like to sit on your living room 
couch and look over and see two decapitated girls' heads on the arm of the couch?" (He interjected an unsolicited 
answer: "The first time, it makes you sick to your stomach.") 

He continued, "What do you think, now, when you see a pretty girl walking down the street?" 

Again, an unsolicited answer: "One side of me says, 'Wow, what an attractive chick. I'd like to talk to her, date 
her.' 

"The other side of me says, "I wonder how her head would look on a stick?'" 
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Kemper in court with Deputy Bruce Colomy, of whom he said "He is more like a father to me than anyone I 
have ever known ... He's like the father I wish had had." 

(The public defender appointed as Kemper's attorney told jurors in his closing argument: "There are two people 
locked up in the body of this young giant, one good and one evil... One is fighting to be here with us and the 
other is slipping off to his own little world of fantasy where he is happy." 

"Oh, for God’s sake, Ed," I said, just a trifle piqued by the feeling he was putting me on and hoping that was it, 
"the jury found you legally sane and I agree with that. But, at the same time, I can't help but believe that, as you 
yourself said, you must have been sick when you did the things you did. 

Kemper, himself, earlier had told me he thought his actions were that of a "demented person." 

"In my estimation," I continued, "it doesn't make any more sense to ask a delirious patient what he's thinking 
than it would to ask you what you were thinking when these things were going on." 

Despite that, for the first time, he began to detail to me how he killed one of his victims. The illustration he 
chose made me even more uncomfortable. It was the killing of Mrs. Hallett, not a coed but a mature woman, like 
me. 

Kemper straightened up in his chair and began a graphic description. "I came up behind her and crooked my arm 
around her neck, like this," he said, bending his powerful arm in front of himself at chin level. 

"I squeezed and just lifted her off the floor. She just hung there and, for a moment, I didn't realize she was 
dead ... I had broken her neck and her head was just wobbling around with the bones of her neck disconnected in 
the skin sack of her neck." 

He began to wobble his head around, never changing the position of his arms and gazing fixedly at me. His jail- 
pale face had become slightly flushed, his eyes glazed, his breath coming a little quickly and he stuttered almost 
imperceptibly as, he spoke. 

"Holy Christ," I said to myself, "what am I doing here?" 

I reached for a cigarette in my pocket and said the first thing that came into my mind to try and change the 
subject without showing I was upset. "Have you always been so strong, Ed," I asked in a nonchalant tone. 

"No," he replied. "As a matter of fact..." he relaxed and then we were off and talking about other more 
comfortable topics. 

The sky outside the windows of the little room had grown dark and I made efforts to leave, saying I had been 
"virtually incommunicado all day as far as my family was concerned and they would wonder why I had not 
arrived for dinner." 

Kemper was reluctant for me to go. "Well, you can always tell them later, you have been over talking with Ed 
Kemper all afternoon," he laughed. 

As it turned out, though, I stayed for dinner with Ed. The trusty had brought his dinner and it was getting cold. 
When I insisted that we should stop talking and that Kemper should eat, the jailer invited me to stay for dinner. 
"Big Ed" urged me to accept and I did. He carried the trays into the little room himself and arranged them on the 
desk chairs. We chatted as we ate and he was the host. He ate hungrily and I noticed he had finished his rice with 
meat sauce. I had more than I could eat, so I offered to share. What seemed like a large portion to me must have 
been but a morsel to a large man like him. 

He gratefully accepted the added food, but cautioned me as I scraped it from my tray on to his, "Save some for 
yourself." 

I gave him my milk as well, saying, "I really hate milk, you can have it." 

"Do you?" he said. "I love it." 

When dinner was over, I said I must go and, when he got up and proceeded toward the door, I said, "Do you 



think you could knock on the window and get the jailer to spring me, Ed?” 

He laughed and replied, "I'll try.” 

He stood in the doorway, his hair brushing the top of the doorjamb, watching me leave, as if he were graciously 
bidding a guest goodbye from his home. 

He said to a deputy, ’’Could I have some matches?” (I had been lighting his cigarets all afternoon with my 
lighter.) 

The sergeant on duty at the desk said to the deputy, ”He can’t have any matches, but light his cigarette for him.” 
Kemper looked at me and grinned like a teenager. ’’Yesterday,” he said, ”1 had matches, but isn’t it funny when 
you're convicted, you immediately become combustible.” 

’’Well, Ed,” I retorted, "if you'd learn to stay out of trouble, you wouldn't find yourself in these predicaments.” 
"Right on,” he said, with a final salute of his hand and a smile. 
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Young women disappear every day. They leave their husbands, their parents, their children and simply drop from 
sight. Police take the missing person reports, issue the required all-points bulletins and try to ease the fears of 
those left behind. 

“She’ll come home or write you a letter or turn up somewhere. Most of them do,” is the standard response in 
cases where there is no indication of foul play. 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/insidedetective.jpgA missing person case filed with the Berkley police 
department in the early morning hours of September 15, 1972, was typical. 

Mrs. Skaidrite Rubene Koo, an employee at the University of California Library, called to report the 
disappearance of her daughter, 15-year-old Aiko Koo, from her home. 

“She’s been kidnapped,” Mrs. Koo told the officer who drove out to her house to take the report. “I’ve had a 
premonition all summer that something was going to happen to change our lives. She has started hitchhiking ... 
you know we have no car.” 

Aiko was a student at the exclusive AnnaHeadSchool for Girls over in Oakland, she told the officer. She was a 
good student, a good daughter. She would never just leave. There was love in their family. 

And Aiko was talented. She had great plans for a future in Korean ballet. Already, she was receiving invitations 
to perform. The last weekend of the month, Aiko and two other girls were scheduled to travel to St. Louis to 
perform at the World Trade Fair there. Just before Aiko left for her ballet class the previous night, they had been 
putting the finishing touches on the girl’s costume for that anticipated performance. 

“It’s been such a busy time,” Mrs. Koo told the officer. “Normally, I would have gone with her. I always go with 
her to her dance classes. But I had so much to do.’ 

“You know, I didn’t want her to go. It wasn’t that important for her to go to that class, but when my daughter 
wants things she wants them very bad. 

“I’m no psychic, but I was afraid for her. She was so beautiful last night. I finally told her she could go if she 
took the bus, if she didn’t hitch a ride. 

“I know she’s been hitchhiking. You know how impatient young people are these days. I know because she got a 
ticket for hitchhiking. When she told me about the ticket, she joked about it. She called it her parking ticket. 

“I told her I was very much against her hitchhiking. But once people hitchhike and it goes well, they can’t 
believe anything can go wrong. Now I think something terrible has happened. That’s why Aiko didn’t come 
home last night.” 



Aiko Koo never performed in St. Louis. She did not come home. 


Police told her mother not to give up hope; the nicest young people were running away from home these days 
and they rarely gave their parents notice. Chances were at least 50-50 that Aiko had joined these wandering 
young runaways. The best thing she could do they said, is have some flyers printed with Aiko's picture and 
description 

Mrs Koo was certain her daughter had met foul play, but she complied. She sent circulars to police departments 
and communes throughout the western states, asking any information about a beautiful young Eurasian girl, 
graceful in dance. She received hundreds of letters of sympathy but not one word of her missing daughter, 

Last Christmas, three months after Aiko’s disappearance, Mrs. Koo stopped sending the circulars. Ever since 
Aiko left, she had kept her daughter’s Korean dancing drums and the dancing dress she was to have worn to St. 
Louis displayed on the living room wall. She took down the dress and packed it away. 

? T never believed she ran away, she told an acquaintance. ’’Not even that night when she didn’t come home.” 

The police, too, might have had hidden suspicions about the fate of Miss Koo. She wasn’t the first hitchhiker to 
disappear in Berkley that year. 

Four months earlier, two 18-year-old Fresno State College girls—Mary Ann Peso and Anita Luchessa—bade 
goodbye to some friends in Berkley, saying they were going to hitchhike to StanfordUniversity in Palo Alto, 
south of San Francisco. Their friends at Stanford told police later that they never arrived. 

The parents of the girls filed a missing persons report and sent photographs of their daughters to local 
newspapers, asking for help in locating them. The police report was filed and forgotten until a month before 
Miss Koo's disappearance. 

In August, someone found Mary Ann Peso's skull up on rugged LomaPrietaMountain in Santa CruzCounty. An 
extensive search failed to turn up the rest of her remains or a trace of her companion. 

The discovery of the skull on LomaPrietaMountain was recalled by Santa CruzCounty lawmen five months later 
when a 19-year-old coed named Cynthia Ann Schall disappeared while hitchhiking from her home in Santa Cruz 
to class at CabrilloCollege in Aptos. 

On January 10, the day after Miss Schall disappeared, a California highway patrolman made a ghastly discovery 
while driving on Highway 1,19 miles south of Monterey, near Big Sur. Just a few feet off the roadway, he found 
two severed human arms and hands. 

Seven days later, a badly mutilated human torso was found floating in a lagoon near Santa Cruz. Two days after 
that, a surfer at Capitola—just south of Santa Cruz—found a left hand. And, three days beyond that, someone 
else found a young woman's pelvis along the shore near Santa Cruz. 

Pieced together like a macabre jigsaw puzzle, this was the body of Cynthia Ann Schall. Every part but her head 
and right hand was there. Fingerprints from the left hand matched prints taken from Miss Schall's rented room. 
Chest X-rays she had taken in October matched X-rays of the torso found in the lagoon. Police and a pathologist 
decided she had been hacked to death, then sawed into pieces with a power saw. 

Coeds at CabrilloCollege and the University of Santa Cruz campus just to the north started thinking twice about 
hitching for rides. Lawmen warned them not to. There seemed to be a homicidal butcher in the area, preying on 
defenseless young girls traveling by thumb. 



At the University of Santa Cruz, a warning was posted: 


’’When possible, girls especially, stay in dorms after midnight with doors locked. If you must be out at night, 
walk in pairs. If you see a campus police patrol car and wave, they will give you a ride. Use the bus even if 
somewhat inconvenient. Your safety is of first importance. If you are leaving campus, advise someone where 
you are going, where you can be reached and the approximate time of your return. DON'T HITCH A RIDE, 
PLEASE!!!" 

At age 22, Rosalind Thorpe was a sensible, careful girl. She took the bus from her apartment in downtown Santa 
Cruz out to the university last February 5. And she was there all day. She left when the Science Library closed at 
9 P.M. and headed for the bus stop. 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/kemp2.jpgHer arms laden with books, Rosalind stood there in an umbrella of 
light provided by a street light and hoped the last bus of the night had not left already for town. As she waited, a 
battered yellow 1969 Ford with a long, police type whip antenna pulled to the curb. There was a university staff 
parking sticker on the bumper. A big, friendly young man with a mustache leaned across the. seat and rolled 
down the passenger window and called out: 

"The bus is gone. I know. I've missed it before, too. Can I give you a lift? It's pretty late." 

Rosalind got in the car and they drove off. 

Two blocks away, 22-year-old Alice Liu, 21, was standing beside the road, wondering how she was going to get 
back to town. She had stayed too late in the main campus library. A car came toward her down the road. A street 
lamp behind it illuminated a couple in the front seat. As the car drew nearer, she saw a university parking sticker 
on the bumper. What could be safer, Alice probably thought as she stuck out her thumb and smiled. 

Friends reported the two young women missing the next day. Santa Cruz police, recalling the fate of Cynthia 
Schall, issued an urgent "all-points." 

Students at the university had no doubt about the fate of their two classmates. They formed search teams and 
began crisscrossing the wooded 2000-acre campus, looking for their remains. They found nothing, 

Ten days later, an AlamedaCounty road crew was out checking for storm damage in the EdenCanyon area of the 
county north of Santa Cruz. Alongside a lonely road, up in a steep ravine, they made a horrifying find. 

At first, at a distance, they thought that what they had come upon were discarded mannequins. Up close, they 
were two mutilated corpses. 

Both women appeared to have been young, though the men were not certain. The bodies were headless. One 
seemed to be Oriental and also had had her hands hacked off. She was nude. The white woman was clad in bra 
and panties. 

It was a week before authorities were certain that the mutilated corpses were the remains of Alice Liu and 
Rosalind Thorpe. The confirmation came through use of X-rays and physical descriptions provided by the Liu 
and Thorpe families. 

Murder was the Number 1 topic of conversation in Santa Cruz those days. District Attorney Peter Chang even 
commented that the once peaceful tourist community might be "the murder capital of the world right now." 

He wasn't just talking about the horrible attacks on young women hitchhikers. There already had been 16 
murders in the area since the start of the year. His office just had charged a young religious zealot and LSD user 
from Santa Cruz-25-year-old Herbert Mullin—with ten of those murders {Chalk Up Another for Mr. Kill-Crazy, 



June INSIDE DETECTIVE, 1973). 


When brought to trial, Mullin would be the second man Chang had prosecuted for mass murder in two years. He 
was the district attorney who sent John Linley Frazier, a drug-crazed ecology freak, to prison for the October, 
1970, murders of prominent eye doctor Victor Ohta, his wife, two small sons and a private secretary. Frazier 
killed them and dumped them in the swimming pool of Ohta's expensive and remote hilltop house because he 
felt their luxurious existence damaged the natural wonders of the area. (A Swimming Pool Full of Corpses, 
February FRONT PAGE DETECTIVE, 1971). 

What concerned Chang most—with Mullin in jail—was that this time he seemed to have not one, but two mass 
killers on his hands. There was no way Mullin could he connected with the murders of the hitchhiking coeds. 
There still was a psychotic killer on the loose and any young woman with her thumb out, standing at the side of 
the road, was a potential victim. 

The horror was underscored two weeks later, when a hiker near Devil's Slide in Pacifica, up the coast in San 
MateoCounty, found the skulls of two young women. Tests showed they had been chopped from the necks of 
Rosalind Thorpe and Alice Liu. 

Everywhere in Santa Cruz, people looked a little more closely at their neighbors. The person responsible for this 
butchery must be living a very bizarre double life, they thought. Where could someone so thoroughly mutilate 
and dismember those young women without being seen? How could one be so sick as to even contemplate such 
crimes without giving some hint of dangerous instability to family, friends or neighbors? 

One center for conversation about the murders was the gun shop in Santa Cruz where dealer Harry Ellis was 
selling handguns as fast as he did in the days when they were looking for the person who killed the Ohtas. 

"I've never owned a gun before, but I'm frightened," a pretty office worker told Ellis as she slipped the snub¬ 
nosed .38 into her purse. "From now on, I'm keeping this handy at all times." 

A tall husky man with a mustache stood near the counter and joined in the conversation. Ellis recognized him as 
"Big Ed," a gun freak who was in his shop quite often, sometimes to look, sometimes to buy, sometimes just 
looking for someone to talk to—about guns, mostly. They’d talked of the killings before. 

"The guy who’s doing this to those girls must be sick. He needs help," said Ellis. 

"Sure does," said "Big Ed." 

Another locale for intense speculation about the killer was the Jury Room, a bar frequented by off-duty Santa 
Cruz police officers and others from City Hall across the street. 

"Big Ed" Kemper often joined in those conversations and he was welcome. He was a friend of many of the 
officers in the tavern. He idolized them, wanted to be a policeman himself. He would be, he told everyone, if he 
wasn't too big. He stood 6 feet, 9 inches tall and weighed 280 pounds. He was a security guard, instead, he said, 
and he had the gun and handcuffs to prove it. 

Everyone thought of Big Ed as a pretty good guy. He got a little rowdy sometimes. Generally, though, the 
straight shots of tequila he downed seemed to have little effect on him. He played the role of a friendly giant— 
picking up smaller friends and setting them down on bar stools. 

After the arrest of Mullin, there were no more murders. Memories faded. On the Santa Cruz campus, it once 
seemed as if no one could complete a sentence without mentioning the killings. Everybody joined the anti¬ 
hitchhiking campaign. Campus police passed out handbills reading "Everybody Needs a Body (Save Yours)." By 
mid-April of this year, though, hardly anyone was talking about the killings. Hitchhiking was starting to pick up 



again. Those who did recall the attacks on the coeds wondered if it hadn't been that guy Mullin after all. 


Then, at 4 A.M. on Tuesday, April 24, the telephone rang at the dispatch desk of the Santa Cruz police 
department: A man's deep excited voice came over the wire: 

"I killed my mother and her friend. And I killed those college girls. I killed six of them and I can show you 
where I hid the pieces of their bodies." 
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http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/kemperukmag.jpgAn excited dispatch officer waved at a superior to pick up an 
extension telephone. As the man continued to talk, the graveyard shift officers punched buttons on the telephone, 
frantically trying to set up a trace. Then the line went dead. Someone had pushed the wrong button and cut off 
the caller. 

The startled officers in the police station began a tense wait, praying the disturbed young man would re-dial their 
number. While they waited, they arranged with the telephone company to place a tracer on the call immediately, 
if it came. Each time the telephone rang, the men started in anticipation. At 6 A.M., he called again. 

A two-man patrol car originally had been dispatched to the phone booth when Pueblo police headquarters had 
been alerted about the agitated caller to Santa Cruz. The California officers had warned their Colorado 
counterparts of the man’s size and said that he probably was dangerous and armed. Patrolman Martinez, who had 
been just a few blocks away from the booth, took the assignment because of his location and he was warned 
about the suspect, too. ' A 

When they said on the police radio that he was 6-9 and 280 pounds, I couldn't see anyone that big," Martinez 
was quoted. "I moved into the area and spotted him in the phone booth with his back to me. 

"Then I put on my red lights, pulled my revolver and eased from the cruiser," Martinez continued. “I wasn't 
taking any chances." 

The 30-year-old officer, who is the father of three children, said that he had walked cautiously up to the phone 
booth, then tapped on the glass. "First I came up, he hadn't noticed me yet and I checked his hands to see if he 
was armed. 

"He was still talking to Santa Cruz when I came up. When I told him to move outside, he asked 'What do I do 
with the phone?' I told him just to drop it." 

His prisoner just walked out of the phone booth, Martinez went on, then leaned against it while the officer 
searched him. 

"It took about four minutes for the backup car to arrive," Martinez recalled, "but to me it seemed like four 
hours."’ According to the arresting officer, a quick look in Kemper's car, parked near the booth, showed him 
there was enough ammunition in it "to hold off an army for about a week. 

"It's not likely that I’ll ever make as big an arrest again," Martinez told newsmen. 

Kemper, who Pueblo Chief of Police Robert Mayber sized up as "big enough to beat a mountain lion with a 
switch," had surrendered without a struggle. He reportedly stepped from the booth with his arms together out 
front, indicating his willingness to be handcuffed. Asked where his weapons were, he indicated the trunk of a 
nearby rental car, obtained in Nevada. Inside, officers found a shotgun, a rifle, a carbine and 100 rounds of 
ammunition. 

Kemper seemed almost driven to confess the Northern California murders, telling where and how he killed his 



victims, how he dismembered their bodies (usually with an ornamental saber) and where he hid the pieces. Chief 
Mayber, at that point, knew little of the string of killings to which Kemper was referring but he thought the man 
sounded authentic. Turning to another officer, he said: 

’’With that kind of detail, I believe he knows what he's talking about." 

Kemper told them he had killed ten people in all and he was afraid he was about to kill some more. 

It all started, he said, nine years ago —when he was just 15 years old and a mere 6-foot-4, 160 pounds. He was 
staying with his grandparents—Mr, and Mrs. Edmund Emil Kemper—at their farm house in North Fork, a 
Sierra-Nevada foothill community in central California. 

He didn’t like being there and he had heard some talk that he was going to be sent to live with his father in Van 
Nuys in Southern California. He didn't like that either. He was just "mad at the world" when he saw his 
grandmother sitting at her typewriter, putting the finishing touches to one of those boys' adventure stories she 
wrote. He took a gun and shot her twice in the back of the head. Then, taking up a ten-inch kitchen knife, he 
stabbed her twice because "I didn't think she was dead and I didn’t want her to suffer." 

When Kemper's grandfather drove up to the house later, he stepped from the car and greeted his grandson with a 
wave and a smile. When he turned back to take out some packages, Kemper shot him in the back of the head, 
"because I didn't want him to see what I had done." 

He hid his grandfather's body in the closet, then experienced overwhelming feelings of sorrow for what he had 
done. He called his mother at her home, which then was in Helena, Mont., and sobbed his confession. She called 
the sheriff. As deputies were en route to the farmhouse, Kemper himself called the sheriff to report his crimes. 

Kemper was tried in Juvenile Court and found insane. He was sent to Atascadero (Cal.) StateHospital, where, 
five years later, he was pronounced cured. The hospital turned him over to the California Youth Authority, which 
released him after two years imprisonment. 

The hulking young man went to work for the State Division of Highways as a laborer, but fantasized about going 
into police work of some kind. First, he had to get his juvenile court record sealed. To do that, he had to convince 
two psychiatrists that he was normal, no longer a danger to others. 

But Kemper knew he was not normal. He had bizarre sexual fantasies about the young women he found in the 
free world around him. And they were so available. All he would have to do would be to pick up one of the 
pretty young hitchhikers. 

On May 7, 1972, the tormented young giant gave in to his desires. He picked up Mary Ann Peso and Anita 
Luchessa on a Berkeley street corner. On the pretext of driving them to Stanford, he headed his auto south. Near 
Hayward, he turned off onto a lonely road and easily overpowered the young women, fatally stabbing each. 

Stuffing the bodies into the trunk of his 1969 Ford, he drove back to his apartment in Alameda. After nightfall, 
he dragged their bodies to his room, then ceremonially dismembered them, experiencing great sexual release. 

Eater, he placed the butchered bodies in plastic bags and stored them in his bedroom closet overnight, he said, 
then carried them to his car in boxes the next morning and headed south. In Santa CruzCounty, he dumped the 
remains on EomaPrietaMountain. He remembered the exact place, he said, and would lead the police to it. 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/kempl.jpgThe urge overcame him again the night of September 14, he said, 
when he saw pretty little Aiko Koo hitchhiking near the bus stop in Berkeley. Once she was in his car, he forced 
her to ride with him to the Bonnie Doon area of Santa Cruz. He smothered her there, covering her mouth and 
nose with his oversized hand until she was dead. Using his ornamental saber, he dismembered her body with 



mounting excitement. He deposited her remains in scattered parts of the county the next day. He remembered 
most of the places, he said. 

Actually, not all of Aiko Koo's remains were left in Santa CruzCounty that day. He kept her head in the trunk of 
his car. In fact, he recalled with a smile, her head was in his car trunk on September 16, when he went to Fresno 
and was examined by two court-appointed psychiatrists in his effort to have his records sealed. 

Kemper was given a clean bill of health by the two medical men. 

"He has made an excellent response to the years of treatment. I see no psychiatric reason to consider him to be of 
danger to himself or any other member of society,” one of them wrote. 

The other suggested Kemper's motorcycle and his driving habits were "more of a threat to his life and health 
than any threat he is presently to anyone else.” 

The records were sealed a month later, despite the objection of District Attorney Hanhart that they should have 
been kept open for at least ten more years. 

On January 8, 1973, Kemper said, he picked up Cynthia Schall in Santa Cruz and drove her to Watsonville, 
where he shot her with his .22-caliber rifle. Since it was daytime and his mother was at work at the university, he 
brought the body back to his mother's apartment. Using his bedroom there, he thoroughly dismembered the 
young girl's body, placing most of the remains inside plastic bags in boxes in his closet. Her head, he said, he 
took into the apartment courtyard and buried near a stepping stone with the face turned toward his bedroom 
window. 

The next day, he scattered the other remains over a two-county radius, driving up and down Highway 1, stopping 
at cliff sides to make his grisly deposits. 

When he picked up Alice Liu and Rosalind Thorpe on the Santa Cruz campus on February 5, he drove them only 
a short distance before the girls realized he wasn't taking them back to town, he said. He pulled to the side of the 
road and hurriedly shot them both with his rifle. He beheaded them that night and dumped their bodies in 
AlamedaCounty and heads in San MateoCounty the next day, 

He started brooding, Kemper said, after the sheriffs deputy came to his mother's apartment in April and took 
away the .44 Magnum revolver he had purchased. He felt lawmen must be "onto me” and had come to the 
apartment mainly "to size me up.” He wanted to spare his mother the heartbreak of knowing he was once again a 
killer. 

Early on the morning of April 21, he crept to his mother's bedroom and struck her a massive blow to the back of 
the head with a claw hammer. He then stripped her nude, cut off her head and right hand, then placed her in the 
closet. 

Later that day, he inexplicably called his mother's close friend, Mrs. Hallet, and asked her to come over to the 
apartment. He was going to take them out for dinner, he said. When she arrived, he strangled her with his hands 
and placed her body in the other closet. 

He loaded his guns into Mrs. Hallet's car, he said, and drove down to the Jury Room for a couple drinks. Then he 
headed out of state. In Reno, he abandoned that car and rented one. 

That, he said, was about it. 
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Santa CruzCounty authorities, by that time, had confirmed the truth of Kemper's claim to have killed his mother 



and her friend. They found them in the closets in the bedroom. The bed, which Kemper apparently had used as 
an operating table, was soaked through with blood to the springs. A claw hammer and curved, three-foot saber 
with scabbard were found nearby. 

As officers carried the bloodstained bed from the house, Claire Scali, an upstairs neighbor, told her sisters she 
had heard the officers say Ed Kemper had killed his mother and another woman and all the coeds. 

The girls wondered if some of the young women had been cut up in the apartment below them. They 
remembered seeing Kemper carry cardboard boxes "in and out of the apartment all the time.” 

They also recalled talking with Kemper about the killings of the college girls. 

"It must be some crazy person doing all this,” he had told them, they recalled. 

Two days later, the police reappeared at the Kemper apartment and went into the backyard. As the girls upstairs 
watched, they went to a stepping stone in the courtyard and started digging. Two feet into the. earth they stopped. 
One of the men, in plain clothes and plastic gloves reached down and carefully extracted a human skull from the 
hole. 

’’When we first heard he was confessing all this stuff, we thought it might be for the publicity,” said Claire. ”But 
we changed our minds when the officers dug up that head.” 

A team of three officers from the Santa Cruz police department and sheriffs office flew back to Pueblo to 
question Kemper further. When the big man waived extradition—telling the judge who offered to appoint an 
attorney for him, ”1 don't think that's necessary”—and said he wanted to come back and face trial, the officers set 
out with him for California in the rented car, but not before he had a laugh when the local police couldn’t find the 
key to his handcuffs, which he had asked to have removed to smoke. 

In Reno, they decided, they would leave that car and proceed to Santa Cruz in Mrs. Hallet's auto. 

As they motored across country, Kemper rode in the back seat, shackled and handcuffed and scrunched down to 
avoid attracting attention. At night, Kemper stayed in local jails. During the days, they stopped for lunch at 
drive-in restaurants. At one point, they were stopped for lunch when two attractive young women walked by the 
car. 

Kemper vomited violently, then apologized, saying that was a common reaction for him when he saw an 
attractive woman, police reported. While Kemper was en route home, lawmen with a search warrant impounded 
his yellow Ford with the whiplash antenna, found parked near the Aptos apartment. From the passenger 
compartment, they extracted strands of human hair—some blonde, some dark—a blood-streaked back seat, a 
whole clip of ,30-caliber ammunition and a spent bullet lodged in an interior panel of the car. 

From the trunk, they meticulously collected more hair snarled in the trunk latch, a short-handled shovel, a tan 
cotton raincoat, a plastic water bottle and an enamel dish pan. 

http://www.truecrime.net/kemper/kemper-site.jpgWhen Kemper and his escorts arrived in the Bay Area, they 
stopped first in AlamedaCounty, where he led lawmen through his apartment and to sites where he encountered 
his victims and where he deposited the bodies of two of them. They stopped briefly in San MateoCounty, where 
he had dropped off the skulls of the two Santa Cruz coeds. 

After four days, they arrived at the Santa CruzCounty line where 20 sheriffs deputies, anticipating further 
explorations of burial sites, were waiting. When Kemper saw the small army of lawmen, he was upset. 

"This is no circus to me, man. Get me out of here,” he bellowed, 



When he calmed down, he led the sheriffs deputies on a six-hour tour of the county. The tour yielded: 

—A decomposed, headless body believed to belong to Mary Ann Peso in a shallow grave near Old Santa Cruz 
Highway, off Summit Road. 

—A bone, possibly a human pelvis, and some clothing in a rugged canyon near LomaPrietaMountain. 

—An arm in a plastic bag at the bottom of a steep canyon off Rodeo Gulch Road. 

—What may be the skeleton of Aiko Koo from a makeshift grave off Two-Bar Road near Boulder Creek. 

—Personal items of some of the young women, on a ledge below a cliff where Kemper said he threw parts of 
Cynthia Schall. 

All burial and deposit sites were within a 20-mile radius of Kemper's mother's apartment. 

On April 30, Kemper was charged in Santa Cruz Municipal Court with eight counts of murder. He was arraigned 
and Chang said he would take the case to the county grand jury. The district attorney also had harsh words for 
the psychiatric profession for its apparent inability to identify persons who are dangerous to others. 

On May 28, Kemper reportedly twice tried to commit suicide while being held in a Santa Cruz jail cell. He 
slashed his arm with a pen clip, obtained from an unknown source, and received hospital treatment, then tried 
again when back in jail. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: The names Harry Ellis and Claire Scab are not the actual names of the persons who were in 
fact participants in the incidents described in this article. 
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dude! thanks for the info! btw, did u write em? or u copied em from somewhere and pasted here? 
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I sincerely wish, 

if you could read them properly. 

:no: 

I really regret the fact 
that some Elakirians, 

perhaps most Elakirians can't read long articles like these. 

And some get angry at me 
for their own inability. 

If members are interested in reading 
it is a great plus for a Forum. 

I think many don't participate in discussions 
not because they are not interested in 
or 

they are not intelligent. 

Just because they dislike Reading. 

It is sad. 



~v3nOm~ 10-06-2009 02:48 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5641066) 

Whats wrong with Copy pasting. 

I hope to discuss about the articles. 

You want me to rewrite them. 

????? 

: frown: 

Where is the rule that we should only post what we write? 

o 

lol 

nothing wrong. 

but in some places, 

it is being categorized as plagiarism. 

i think in ek, the admin doeskin have to re write the whole law books online here, 
we need to have a little bit of common sense. 


btw, you can simply provide the link here, 
and start the discussion right after that, 
without posting a whole ebook here, 
which make others confused sometimes. 

just an idea. 

im not capable of commanding. 

;) 
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Quote: 

Originally Posted by ~v3n0m~ (Post 5641191) 
lol 

nothing wrong. 

but in some places, 

it is being categorized as plagiarism. 

i think in ek, the admin doeskin have to re write the whole law books online here, 
we need to have a little bit of common sense. 


btw, you can simply provide the link here, 
and start the discussion right after that, 
without posting a whole ebook here, 
which make others confused sometimes. 

just an idea. 

im not capable of commanding. 

;) 

I don’t like to move a reader 
in and out of Elakiri. 

I like to make things easy as possible. 

And this way I select what I want to discuss. 




According to Wiki 


Plagiarism, as defined in the 1995 Random House Compact Unabridged Dictionary, is the ’’use or close imitation 
of the language and thoughts of another author and the representation of them as one's own original work.” 

Sometimes I unintentionally skip or forget to pause the source link.. 

But I don’t think anyone would think it is mine. 
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Vampire Killers and the First Vampire 

The Merriam-Webster dictionary defines the word vampire as "the reanimated body of a dead person believed to 
come from the grave at night and suck the blood of persons asleep.” Since the word was first coined in 1734 the 
myth of the vampire has grown, entering into popular culture with the publication of Bram Stoker's {Dracula} in 
1897 and more recently through the books of Anne Rice, the most famous of which, {Interview with a Vampire} 
was made into a film starring Tom Cruise and Brad Pitt. But these are works of fiction. Still, myths do not just 
spring out of mid-air. Throughout the ages, human killers have been fascinated by the blood of their victims. 

Here are some of history's most notorious "vampire” killers. 
http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ampires/la.jpgPortrait of Countess Bathory 

While she may not actually be the first, Hungarian Countess Erzebet Bathory is credited in many chronologies of 
vampire-related crime as the first person on record to be murderously motivated by blood. What's notable about 
her is that most killers with vampiric appetites are male, while Erzebet was female. She was also one of the most 
bloodthirsty "vampire killers” in history.Legend has it, according to historian Raymond T. McNally in Dracula 
was a Woman, that she slapped a servant girl, got blood on her hand, and believed that it made her skin look 
younger. To restore her beauty, she then made a practice of bathing in the blood of virgins. Whether or not this 
part of the tale is true, she undoubtedly used her status to murder and torture untold numbers. 

Bom in 1560, Erzebet grew up experiencing uncontrollable seizures and rages. Eventually she married a sadistic 
man who taught her cmel methods by which to discipline the servants, such as spreading honey over a naked girl 
and leaving her out for the bugs. He also showed Erzebet how to beat them to the edge of their lives. 

After he died in 1604, Erzebet moved to Vienna. She also stepped up her cmel and arbitrary beatings and was 
soon torturing and butchering the girls. She might stick pins into sensitive body parts, cut off someone's fingers, 
or beat her about the face until the bones broke. In the winter, women were dragged outside, doused with water, 
and left to freeze to death. Even when Erzebet was ill, she didn't stop. Instead she'd have girls brought to her bed 
so she could bite them. 

It was only when she turned her blood-thirst to young noblewomen, that she got caught. After a murder in 1609 
that Erzebet tried to stage as a suicide, the authorities decided to investigate. They arrested her the following 
year. 

Erzebet went through two separate trials, and during the second one, a register in her own handwriting was 
discovered in her home that included the names of over 650 victims. Found guilty, she was imprisoned for life in 
a small room in her own castle, where she died three years later. It was afterward that mmors spread about how 
she'd bathed in the blood of her young victims. 

In his book, McNally made the case that Bram Stoker was influenced by accounts of Bathory while writing 
Dracula, because in the novel the Count seemed to grow younger after taking the blood of young women. 

Erzebet Bathory wasn't the only Hungarian to find blood appetizing. A few centuries later, a man with a name 
that belied his violent tendencies — Bela Kiss — discovered his own bloodlust. 
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The Kiss of Death 



http://i.cdn.tumer.com/tmtv/tmtv....ampires/2a.jpgBela Kiss sketch 

This man's nefarious activities started with his wife's infidelity. In Czinkota, Hungary, Bela Kiss married a pretty 
woman 15 years his junior. She took up with a neighbor, and in 1912 they both disappeared. Kiss said that she’d 
mn away. Then other women turned up missing around Budapest, many of them who told others before they 
disappeared that they were meeting a man by the name of Hoffman. Yet the police could never locate such a 
person for questioning. Rumors floated around Kiss's town, but no one linked them to him. 

When Kiss was drafted in 1914, he went to war and never came back. Neighbors believed that he'd died from 
wounds at the front. 

Since he’d bought a number of metal dmms, allegedly to store petrol, the army confiscated seven of them for 
supplies. When the dmms were opened each one was found to be the preserved body of a naked woman. 
Autopsies indicated that they'd been strangled but there was something more. Each had wounds on her neck and 
had been drained of blood. 

A search turned up at least 17 more barrels (other reports give the number as 19 and 24 on the property, 
including those containing Kiss's wife and her boyfriend). Yet authorities believed he was dead, so they closed 
the cases. 

A vampiric turn of events occurred when they heard from the nurse who supposedly had attended to the fatally 
wounded Kiss at the battlefront. Her description of the dying man failed to match the real Kiss. Then reports of 
Kiss surfaced in Budapest. Each time the police checked out the mmors of a sighting, Kiss had vanished. He was 
never caught. 

At around the same time in nearby Germany, another man was busy earning himself a sinister nickname. 
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The Monster of Dusseldorf 

http://i.cdn.tumer.com/tmtv/tmtv....ampires/3a.jpgPeter Kiirten 

A necrophile, rapist, and killer, Peter Kiirten targeted almost any vulnerable person. His mild manner charmed 
women and children alike, and in his confession, he claimed that he got his start when a neighbor taught him 
how to torture animals. He learned to stab them to death while he was raping them. Then when he was nine, he 
set up an "accident” in which two other boys died. He committed a number of petty crimes, for which he served 
time, and then he grew bolder. Richard Monaco and Bill Burt tell his story in The Dracula Syndrome.In 1913, in 
the locked room of an inn at Koln-Mulheim in the Rhine River Valley, on the second floor, a 10-year-old girl was 
found murdered in bed. It appeared that she'd been disturbed while asleep and there were bmises on her neck. 
Upon closer inspection, investigators noticed two incisions on her throat, one shallow and the other deep. Next 
to the bed, the mat had absorbed a large amount of blood, but there was little on the bedclothes. Bmising around 
the victim's genitals indicated forced penetration but no semen was found. In addition, the autopsy found less 
blood in her body than should have been the case. Discovered at the crime scene was a handkerchief with 
initials, P.K., which matched the girl's father, but he denied ownership. 

A suspect, the girl's uncle, was arrested but freed due to lack of evidence. There were no other suspects and the 
murder went unsolved. 

Sixteen years passed without incident, and that's because Kiirten was in prison for something else. When he 
came back to town, another young girl, this one only 8, was found nude and stuffed under a hedge. A week later, 
a 45-year-old mechanic was found dead next to a road, bleeding from 20 stab wounds, many of which had been 
to his temples. 

Six months went by before two girls were murdered at the fair grounds. The five-year-old was manually 
strangled and her throat was cut. The 14-year-old was also strangled and then beheaded. Both were left lying a 
few feet apart near a footpath. 

There were other attacks in which the victims survived, but then one night an adolescent girl was raped and 
battered to death with a hammer. Six weeks later, a 5-year-old child disappeared and a letter came to a local 
newspaper written by her killer. He offered a map to the body and police soon found the strangled, battered body. 
She's been stabbed 36 times. The letter also described the location of the corpse of another young woman who’d 
been missing for several months. 



Citizens began to think they had a Satanic monster in their midst. Kiirten and his wife were among those 
discussing the matter, so she was surprised when the police arrived one day to question her husband about an 
attempted rape. 

Once he was in custody, Kiirten confessed to everything. He explained that he'd committed numerous assaults 
and 13 murders, and admitted to drinking the blood from many of his victims because blood excited him. He'd 
once bitten the head off a swan, he stated, and ejaculated as he drank its blood. Looking back at the 1913 
incident in the inn, Kiirten described how he broke into the room, choked the girl, and cut her throat. He recalled 
how the blood had spurted into an arc over his head, which had excited him to orgasm, and then he drank some. 

It was his own handkerchief, with the initials, P.K. that had been found there. 

There were other murders, he added, that inspired him to drink blood from throat wounds he made, and a couple 
of times he became sexually excited after taking a hatchet to a stranger. 

At his trial, defense psychiatrists declared him insane, but the jury ignored them. He was sentenced on nine 
counts of murder to be executed in 1931. Just before dying, when some express remorse, Kiirten expressed a 
desire to hear his own blood bubble forth after the blade came down 
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Rogues Gallery 

http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ampires/4a.jpgDr. Richard von Krafft-Ebing 

Throughout the ages, attacks on people have been attributed to supernatural creatures like werewolves and 
vampires, but in 1886, a German neurologist named Richard von Krafft-Ebing noted the compulsive and sexual 
presentation of the attacks. He wrote about them in Psychopathia Sexualis, and many of his 238 case histories 
concerned a violent eroticism triggered by blood. What seems to inspire the psychopathic or psychotic mind is 
the aspect of dominance mixed with blood. Many sexually compulsive murderers have described their 
excitement over seeing a victim's blood. 

One man described was a 24-year-old vine-dresser who murdered a 12-year-old girl, drank her blood, mutilated 
her genitals, and ate part of her heart. When caught, he confessed with indifference. 

Another man would cut his arm for his wife to suck on because it aroused her so strongly. 

"A great number of so-called lust murders," says Krafft-Ebing, "depend upon combined sexual hyperesthesia and 
parasthesia. As a result of this perverse coloring of the feelings, further acts of bestiality with the corpse may 
result." He also points out that it's generally accepted among experts on serial sex crimes that white males 
commit most of the truly perverse acts. 

While there are several dozen so-called vampire killers, a brief list would include: 

Martin Dumollard, who killed several girls in France in 1861 and drank their blood 
http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ampires/4b.jpgJoseph Vacher 

Also in France, in 1897, Joseph Vacher drank blood from the necks of a dozen murder victims 
Vincenzo Verzenia murdered two people in Italy to drink their blood 

In 1878 in Milan, Eusebius Pieydagnelle killed six women when the smell of blood in a butcher's shop obsessed 
him. He became so excited by it that he’d go prowling for victims at night. 

Fifteen women identified Argentinean Florencio Roque Fernandez as the man who broke into their bedrooms 
and drank their blood. 

In Poland, Stanislav Modzieliewski was also identified by a woman he attacked, and he admitted that blood was 
delicious to him. 

Also in Poland in 1982, Juan Koltmn was dubbed "the Podlaski Vampire" after killing two of his seven rape 
victims and drinking their blood. 

In 1992 in Santa Cmz, California, Deborah Finch murdered Brandon McMichaels in what she called a suicide 
pact. She stabbed him 27 times and allegedly drank his blood. 

Forty-year-old Rantao Antonio Cirillo of Milan attacked more than 40 women, one every two months over a 
seven year period from the late 1970's. He’d tie them up, rape them, and bite them on the neck. 
http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ampires/4c.jpgJohn Cmtchley 



In 1985, John Crutchley held a woman prisoner to take blood from her and drink it. After his arrest, it turned out 

that he’d been drinking blood from others for years. 

http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ampires/4d.jpgAndrei Chikatilo 
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Dracula 

Countless killers during the 20th century have been inspired by the predatory and seductive manner of the most 
famous vampire in fiction and film, Count Dracula. Published in 1897 in England, the novel Dracula has never 
been out of print. According to vampire scholar Martin V. Riccardo, of the approximately 300 vampire movies 
made since Bela Lugosi played the bloodsucker on the silver screen in 1931, a third have been about the 
character of Dracula. 

In Stoker's novel, Count Dracula comes to England from Transylvania in 1893 to enslave the country by creating 
an army of vampires. He starts with a young woman named Lucy, but when Professor Van Helsing, a scholar, 
recognizes the mark of the vampire bite on her neck, he destroys her after her death with certain rituals. 

By that time, Dracula has already targeted his next victim, Mina Harker. He forces her to drink blood from him, 
while he also takes it from her. This connection with her is the start of his downfall. Van Helsing rallies a team of 
vampire hunters and uses trance induction with Mina to track Dracula's retreat back to Transylvania. The 
vampire hunters destroy the Count, along with the vampire women who reside in his castle. 

The first major motion picture based on the novel 193 l’s Dracula presented the vampire as a charming, well- 
dressed man who captivates women and then gains entrance to their bedrooms at night to suck on their necks and 
kill them. He's also reputed to have the strength of 20 men and to be skilled in the occult. He can change his 
form at will to escape and he can see in the dark. The character of Dracula must be a powerful image for 
unstable minds that derive a certain violent sexual excitement from blood. 

In fact, more than one killer has been nicknamed Dracula. 

http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ampires/5a.jpgRichard Trenton Chase 

Richard Trenton Chase is a case in point. He drank other people's blood, he claimed, because he was afraid of 
disintegrating. He was institutionalized several times, as documented by former FBI agent Robert Ressler, who 
interviewed Chase, and by authors Ray Biondi and Walt Hecox in The Dracula Killer. He was preoccupied with 
any sign that something was wrong with him, and he once entered an emergency room looking for the person 
who had stolen his pulmonary artery. He also complained that the bones were coming out through the back of his 
head, his stomach was backwards, and his heart often stopped beating. Finally he was committed as a 
schizophrenic suffering from somatic delusions. It was here that he earned the nickname, "Dracula," when nurses 
discovered him one day with blood around his mouth. Two dead birds, their necks broken, lay outside his 
window. 

Eventually he was released and deemed no longer a danger. Chase moved into another apartment and began to 
catch and torture cats, dogs, and rabbits. He killed them to drink their blood. 

Early in 1978, after he’d shot a man just to see what it was like, he walked into the home of Teresa Wallin, 22, 
and three months pregnant. He shot her twice and when she fell, he dragged her body to the bedroom. With a 
knife, he carved off her left nipple, cut open her torso, and stabbed her repeatedly. He also cut out her kidneys 
and severed her pancreas in two. He placed the kidneys together back inside her. Then he got a yogurt container 
from the trash and used it to drink her blood. 

On January 27th Chase entered another home and killed Evelyn Miroth, 38, a male friend who was visiting her, 
and her six-year-old son, Jason. He also grabbed her infant son from his cradle, smashed the boy's head, and took 
the body with him when he left. Back at home, he removed the head and consumed several of the organs. 

The police closed in and arrested him as he was leaving his apartment. In prison, he told another inmate that he 
needed the blood of his victims because of blood poisoning, and he'd grown tired of hunting for animals. He was 
convicted of six counts of first-degree murder and sentenced to be executed. Instead he died a few years later in 
his cell from a drug overdose. 
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Vampirism in Self Defense 



http://i.cdn.tumer.com/tmtv/tmtv....ampires/6a.jpgJames Riva 

James Riva claimed to hear the voice of a vampire in April, 1980, before he shot his grandmother four times 
with bullets that he had painted gold. He then tried to drink her blood from the wound in order to get eternal life. 
Finally, he set her corpse on fire. Carol Page documents his tale and includes her interview with Riva in 
Bloodlust: Conversations with Real Vampires.To some degree, he claimed, it was self defense, because he was 
convinced she was drinking his blood while he was asleep. He believed that everyone was a vampire and that he 
needed to become like them. The secret, he was told by imaginary voices, was to kill someone and drink the 
blood. Afterward, the vampires would throw a party for him. 

Fascinated with vampires since the age of 13, he drew pictures of violent acts and began to eat things with a 
blood-like consistency. He killed animals, including a horse (he says), to drink their blood. He also punched a 
friend in the nose and tried to spear another in order to get blood from them, and claimed that he had attacked 
strangers to get it, but didn't want to kill anyone. He kept an ax by his bedroom door and once told a psychiatrist 
he was going to kill his father. 

Riva told a psychiatrist about the voices warning him to watch out for vampires. They said that he had to drink 
blood. He decided that his grandmother was using an ice pick at night to get his blood—although she was in a 
wheelchair. He also believed that she was poisoning his food. On the day that he killed her, he felt he was going 
to die. 

A jury returned a verdict of second degree murder, with a life term. He stopped drinking blood in prison, he said, 
because he couldn't get enough and he thought his body, used to human tissue consumption, was metabolizing 
his. 

At a parole hearing on August 4, 2009, Riva told the parole board and the weeping members of his family that he 
was sorry. "The name penitentiary came from the word penitent — and you learn how to be penitent in prison." 
For the last 29 years, he said, he has been in therapy and on medication and no he longer believes he is a 
vampire, nor does he have the compulsion to torture animals. He even converted to Islam. 

The parole board and his family were not as convinced of his remorse, but rather were concerned that his ability 
to premeditatedly and horribly murder someone who cared for him made him capable of doing that to anyone. In 
addition, he has become fixated on his claim that his mother abused him as a child and has sent letters to her 
from prison demanding that she confess to having tortured and threatened him with drowning as a child. Prison 
officials do not trust him to take his medication, since he went off it once and attacked a guard he thought was 
sneaking into his cell at night and draining his spinal fluid. 
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Renfield's Syndrome 

Psychiatrists are aware that there exists a behavior known as "clinical vampirism," which is a syndrome 
involving the delusion of actually being a vampire and feeling the need for blood. This arises not from fiction 
and film but from the erotic attraction to blood and the idea that it conveys certain powers, although the actual 
manifestation of the fantasy may be influenced by fiction. It develops through fantasies involving sexual 
excitement. 

Psychologist Richard Noll, author of Bizarre Diseases of the Mind, says that the clinical cases have a lot in 
common with the behavior of a character from Dracula named Renfield. He's a mental patient who eats spiders 
and flies because he craves their life force. He suggests the clinical vampirism be renamed Renfield's Syndrome. 
Noting that people who suffer from this condition are primarily male, he identifies a specific set of stages. 

"The first stage," Noll explains, "is some event that happens before puberty where the child is excited in a sexual 
way by some event that involves blood injury or the ingestion of blood. At puberty it becomes fused with sexual 
fantasies, and the typical person with Renfield Syndrome begins with autovampirism. That is, they begin to 
drink their own blood and then move on to other living creatures. That's what we know from the few cases we 
have on record. It has fetishistic and compulsive components." 
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Someone who seemed to have this syndrome was Neville Heath, 29, England's "Gentleman Vampire." During 



the 1940s, he would pose as an army officer to lure women to hotel rooms. On June 20, 1946, a cabdriver saw 
Heath in the company of Margery Gardner, 33, who was found murdered the next day She'd been suffocated and 
whipped unmercifully by something with a metal tip. Her nipples were bitten off and she'd been brutally raped 
with a blunt instrument. While her body was covered in blood, her face was clean, although blood was in her 
nostrils. Since Heath had signed his name to the hotel register for that room, the police went right away to 
question him. But he was already on the run. 

He checked into another hotel at a seaside town and hung out there for two weeks, posing as a war hero. He met 
Doreen Marshall, 21, and escorted her for an evening stroll on July 4. She then turned up missing. Five days 
later, her nude body was found in some bushes. She'd been cut up with a knife and sexually violated. 

Oddly enough, Heath went to the police to offer his help. He feigned innocence in the case of Doreen Marshall 
and said that his name was not Neville Heath, but the police detained him so they could search some of his 
belongings. They found a braided whip that matched the patterns found on the first murdered woman. Heath also 
had in his possession a blood-soaked scarf that matched her blood type. Another one turned up in his drawer at 
the seaside hotel and that was matched to Doreen Marshall's blood type. 

Further investigation into his military record and personal history indicated that he'd participated in several 
incidents of sadistic behavior with women, although he was ever the gentleman with his naive fiance. 

Arrested and tried for murder, Heath wanted to mount an insanity defense, but while the psychiatrists believed he 
was sadistic and perverted, they could not say that he was legally insane. Found guilty, he was sentenced to be 
executed. 

While Heath may not have actually drunk blood from his victims (although there's speculation that he licked it 
off Margery Gardner's face), his possession of the blood-soaked handkerchiefs, along with the predatory and 
compulsive nature of his crimes, would qualify him for consideration as a clinical vampire. 
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The Power of Fantasy 
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On Thanksgiving Day 1996, Roderick Ferrell, 16, from Murray, Kentucky, led a pack of kids to Eustis, Florida, 
where he killed the elderly parents of a former girlfriend. Ferrell had lived in Eustis for a year and had then 
returned to Kentucky, where he'd gotten involved with a fantasy role-playing game called Vampire: The 
Masquerade. Since he wanted something more edgy, he formed The Vampire Clan. When Heather called him 
endlessly and asked for his help, he decided to go to Florida, make her part of his vampire coven, and take her 
away. Aphrodite Jones wrote a book in collaboration with Heather called The Embrace, while Clifford 
Linedecker worked on a similar project independently. 

Somewhere along the line, Ferrell decided to kill the Wendorfs. He disclosed his plan to one of Heather's friends 
before he arrived at Heather's house in Eustis. While he and four other kids from Kentucky went out to a 
cemetery to exchange blood and "cross over" Heather into their vampire club, Ferrell figured out what he needed 
to do. 
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Heather remained with the two girls while Ferrell took Howard Scott Anderson with him to the Wendorf home. 
Inside, he clubbed the sleeping Richard Wendorf with a crowbar and then stabbed Naoma, Richard's wife, to 
death. On Richard's chest, Ferrell burned the shape of a "V" with some cigarettes. Then he and Scott went to 
meet the girls so they could run away to New Orleans.One of the girls revealed their whereabouts to her parents 
and the police soon found and arrested them. Ferrell claimed that he was a powerful vampire and they wouldn't 
be able to hold him. He also blamed a rival vampire gang for the killings. 

Even as prosecutors developed a capital murder case against him, Ferrell's mother, Sondra Gibson was indicted 
for allegedly writing sexually-explicit letters to a 14-year-old boy to entice him into a sexual initiation ritual. In 
the letters she stressed how she longed to become a vampire. She asked him to "cross me over and I will be your 
bride for eternity and you my sire." Gibson pleaded guilty to a felony charge of unlawful transaction with a 
minor. 

Since there is no "diminished capacity" law in Florida, the defense offered in pretrial motions the arguments to 



be advanced for mitigating the penalty phase. Among the points they raised were that Ferrell was mentally 
disturbed and had been allowed by his mother to participate in violent and self-destructive role-playing fantasy 
games, which impaired his judgment about what was real or normal. They claimed that he suffered from his 
beliefs in vampirism. 

Apparently Ferrell had said that he had no soul and was possessed. He had devised vampire rituals that gave him 
an adrenaline rush. He liked to threaten others and make them believe that his vampire nature made him all- 
powerful. He believed there was a group of vampires that really existed and since they had chosen him, he had 
the power to do anything he pleased. 

For him, role-playing a vampire had crossed over into the real word in a brutal manner and he soon found out 
that he was not only accountable for his psychopathic acts but was going to be executed. 

While those who have been tried for their vampiric activities have looked into an insanity defense, if s clear that 
one man actually adopted vampirism after the fact as a means to plead insane. 
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Vampire Fraud 
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Serial killer John George Haigh knew the power of the monstrous image to incite horror into people's minds, and 
even today he is cited as a murderer who drank a cup of blood from his victims before getting rid of their bodies. 
He's found on nearly every list of "modem vampires," which attests to his own insight in just how far his legend 
would carry. However, there's no evidence that he had such a fetish and plenty of reason to believe that he was 
malingering a mental illness that would get him sent to a mental institution. When he was arrested in England in 
1949 for the possible murder of a missing woman, Haigh's first question concerned his chances of getting out of 
the local mental institution. Quite soon he launched into a detailed confession that involved killing six people in 
order to drink their blood. He said that he lured them into a storage area and then hit them over the head to kill 
them. Then he would cut open an artery in their throat and fill a cup with blood to drink it: Imbibing fresh blood 
made him feel better. Then he would dissolve the corpse in large dmms filled with acid. He had to do this, he 
claimed. He couldn't help himself 

However, there's clear evidence that each crime was committed when Haigh was in debt and there's no evidence 
that he acted under a compulsion. In fact, 12 physicians examined him and only one thought he had an aberrant 
mental condition—egocentric paranoia. The others believed that he was making it all up. 

It appears to have been a ploy to shock the public into accepting that he could only be mentally ill so that he 
might avoid the death penalty. He had posed before as a doctor, a lawyer, and an engineer when it suited his 
purposes. In this case, he posed as a psychotic person who drank blood. 

But it didn't work. As he awaited his execution in prison, three more psychiatrists examined him and they still 
could find no evidence that he had a blood-drinking compulsion. 

While it was unlikely that Haigh was psychotic when he killed his victims, there are some whose psychotic 
manifestations are indeed directed by what they know about vampires. Let’s take a look 
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Recent Attacks 

In San Francisco in 1998, Joshua Rudiger, 22, claimed to be a 2,000-year-old vampire and went about the city 
slashing the necks of vulnerable homeless people with a knife. He hurt three men and killed a woman sleeping in 
a doorway, and when one victim's identification led to his arrest, he claimed that he needed to drink human 
blood. The woman indeed died from a lack of blood. 

"Prey is prey," he told investigators. 

Rudiger proved to have a history of mental illness, having claimed alternately to be a vampire and a ninja 
warrior, and had once attempted suicide with a Samurai sword. Dr. Paul Good, who testified in his case, 
discovered that he'd been diagnosed at the age of four as psychotic. Rudiger went into foster homes and 
psychiatric hospitals, where he would lick the chests of other patients. Before he was 18, he told a therapist that 
he was going to be a vampire and suck out the blood of the people around him. 



Allowed to leave when he was 18, he was definitely not cured. In 1997, after attacking a friend with a bow and 
arrow, Rudiger was diagnosed with schizophrenia and bipolar disorder. 

Although his attorney entered a plea of not guilty by reason of insanity for the homeless woman's death, Rudiger 
was found guilty of second-degree murder. Despite the attorney's request that he be sent to a psychiatric hospital 
for treatment, he got 23 years to life in prison. 

More recently than Rudiger's case is an example of two mentally unstable people role-playing as vampires and 
encouraging each other's violence. 
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In early 2002, a couple who met through a heavy metal rock magazine ad were tried in Bochum, Germany for 
killing a friend in what appeared to be a Satanic ritual. Manuela Ruda, 23, and her husband Daniel, 26, stabbed 
Frank Haagen 66 times, beat him with hammers, drank his blood, and left his decomposing body next to the 
coffin in which Manuela liked to sleep. A scalpel protmded from his stomach and a pentagram was carved onto 
his chest. 

They then drove around awaiting Satan's next order and armed themselves with a chainsaw, just to be 
"prepared." They were arrested at a gas station. 

In court, Manuela claimed that she’d gotten a taste for vampirism when she encountered vampire cults in Britain. 
With "willing donors" contacted on the Internet, she had learned to drink blood at "bite parties." They would bite 
all parts of the body except the jugular, which was strictly forbidden. Then Manuela delivered her soul to Satan, 
who had ordered the "sacrifice" in what she described as an aura of light and energy. She and her husband did 
commit the crime with which they were accused, they admitted, but they were not responsible. They were 
merely Satan's instmments and had to "make sure the victim suffered well." 

Forensic psychiatrist Norbert Leygraf assessed them and said they were severely disturbed and could kill again. 
He recommended that they be kept in a secure institution 
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A Most Vicious Vampire 
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One of the worst cases of clinical vampirism is that of Fritz Haarmann, also known as Germany's "Hanover 
Vampire." Haarmann was actually institutionalized at one point during the late 1800s, but he managed to escape. 
Eventually he became a homeless vagrant. Then he learned to butcher meat, which allowed him to have a home 
and start a business. Having his own place protected his attack on 
boys.http://i.cdn.turner.com/trutv/trutv....mpires/1 lb.jpgGraf, sketch 

He would seek wandering waifs in the train station and take them home. Soon he teamed up with a good-looking 
male prostitute named Graf who had much better luck. They'd take the boys to Haarman's home, feed them, and 
then Haarman would force them to have sex. Often those victims would simply vanish. Once the police caught 
Haarman in the act and arrested him for molestation. They had no idea that he'd murdered another boy and had 
his head sitting there under some newspapers.Together Graf and Haarman trapped and killed an estimated 50 
young men over a five-year period. They were finally stopped when someone found a sack of skulls and bones in 
the Leine Canal and turned them into the police. Since Haarmann lived near the canal and had been arrested 
before, investigators searched his home, They found clothing from missing boys and saw bloodstains on the 
walls. Again, they arrested Haarmann and he confessed. 

As he talked, he called his victims "game." He described how he would grab the boys, sleepy from a large meal, 
and while sodomizing them would chew through their throat until the head was practically severed from the 
body. As he tasted their blood, he achieved orgasm. He would then cut the flesh from their bodies, consume 
some of it, and sell the rest on the open market as butchered meat. The rest of the parts he dumped into the canal. 
Armed with grisly evidence for 27 of the murders, investigators ensured Haarmann's conviction and he was 
sentenced to die by execution. Moments before the blade fell, Haarmann announced that this was his wedding. 
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Forensic Evidence 
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Forensic odontologists can match the bite mark impressions on a body against the teeth of a suspect to decide if 
there's a match. Ted Bundy was convicted of murder with such evidence, and so was Wayne Boden. 

A young schoolteacher, Norma Vaillancourt, was found murdered in 1968 in her apartment in Montreal, Canada. 
She'd been strangled, raped, and bitten all over her breasts. The crime was sadistic, but among her many 
boyfriends, there were no good suspects. 

Only a day later, another victim was found in the same city in the same condition, and the bite marks were 
matched. Both women appeared not to have struggled, so it was assumed that they not only knew their attacker 
but may also have been engaged in something they wanted to do. It was similar to the way a vampire might 
seduce someone with a hypnotic trance before taking his meal. 

In 1969, Marielle Archambault told coworkers that she felt entranced by a man she'd recently met. She, too, 
turned up dead, and similarly bitten. However, she had put up a struggle. 

There were two more victims, one of them in Calgary, before the vampire was stopped in 1971. The police 
arrested Boden and an odontologist took an impression of his teeth to match to the wounds on each of the 
victims. The forensic expert had a fairly easy time of it, since there were so many different impressions to use. 
Obviously caught, Boden finally admitted that he had killed these women while having rough sex. He would 
strangle them and then become frenzied with the need to feast on their breasts. Apparently, he figured, he just did 
it too hard. 
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Influenced by Fiction 
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Allan Menzies, 22, used to view the vampire film, Queen of the Damned, over and over and over. He admitted 
that he had obsessively watched his "queen," Akasha, more than 100 times. His fixation on her and his beliefs 
about how this cruel vampire stepped out of the role and into his life to barter for his soul eventually turned 
deadly. Menzie's vampire-inspired crime and trial were covered extensively by The Scotsman, as well as by 
newspapers throughout Great Britain. Both movie critics and religious writers have offered comments and 
interpretations. Akasha, played by the late actress Aaliyah, is depicted in Queen of the Damned, a film based on 
Anne Rice's novel of the same name, as the ultimate vampire progenitor. She's also a vicious blood hunter with 
no remorse. 

In the novel, Akasha was an ancient Egyptian queen whose jealousy of the powers of twin witches over a spirit 
led the spirit to infuse her with its own essence, which carried a powerful thirst for blood. The spirit fused with 
her heart and brain to mutate her into the first vampire. As Akasha transformed her husband and then turned on 



others, the "Dark Gift” of blood-spawned immortality spread, and all other vampires were thereby connected to 
her. Through successive generations and throughout the world, Akasha was the life force of all vampires. 
Although she eventually went into a stupor, she was revived during the 1980s by the rock songs of the vampire 
Lestat, and she went out and destroyed most of the world's vampires. Then she started killing mass numbers of 
humans to feed her pathological need. She demanded more and more blood. 

Allan Menzies' best friend, Thomas McKendrick, brought this film over one day, and they watched it together. 
Then Menzies, who lived in Fauldhouse, West Lothian, in Scotland, borrowed it. He was soon hooked on 
viewing it every day, sometimes three times a day. Akasha became real, as did other vampires, and he began to 
call himself "Leon." 

Menzies believed that Akasha made regular visits to him and had made a deal to grant him immortality in 
exchange for killing people to deliver their souls. He spent a lot of time alone in his room and his father could 
hear him talking to himself and sometimes yelling at no one. Menzies appeared to be changing into someone his 
father barely knew. "All Allan's talk," Thomas Menzies later said, "was about vampires, the games and blood. It 
was not normal conversation." 
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Then Thomas McKendrick disappeared. He was last seen when he visited the Menzies on December 11, 2002. 
Menzies' father came home that day and noticed spots of blood in various places around the house. That worried 
him, but Allan told him it had come from cutting himself on a can. Thomas Menzies told police that McKendrick 
had indeed come over on December 11, but that was the last time he’d seen him.But then Allan Menzies 
approached McKendrick's mother in a supermarket, according to Religion News, to ask her if she knew how to 
remove bloodstains. 

The police viewed him as a viable suspect in McKendrick's disappearance, but without evidence, there was 
nothing they could do. 

On January 4, McKendrick's clothing was found in a bag on the moors, so two days later, the police searched the 
Menzies' home. After they talked with Allan, he took an overdose of drugs and ended up in the hospital for two 
days. 

Then on January 18, 2003, McKendrick's remains were found buried in a shallow grave. The pathology report 
indicated that he had been stabbed 42 times with a large knife in the face, head, and body, and bludgeoned over 
the head six times (some reports say ten) with a hammer-like instrument. The attack, the pathologist commented, 
had been carried out for a prolonged period of time, and he had been hit in the head quite forcefully. 

Under questioning, Menzies admitted that he had eaten part of his friend's head and drunk his blood. He said that 
he had signed an Anne Rice novel with the name, "Vamp," and explained that he had decided to sell his soul to 
be born into another life, another form. Only later at his trial did he describe the full measure of his atrocity — 
as well as deny that he was to blame. 
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Menzies tried to plead guilty to culpable homicide on the grounds of diminished capacity, but the Crown rejected 
it and ordered him to stand trial. That proceeding began in October 2003, before the High Court in Edinburgh. It 
was clear that Menzies, an unemployed former security guard, now believed that what he had done was "mad." 
He had not been in his right mind. He cast the blame on an alter ego, developed under the influence of the film, 
and said he wished he had never seen it. Psychiatrists on both sides had to evaluate his mental state at the time of 
the offense.Menzies took the stand in his defense. He told the High Court that on December 11, McKendrick had 
made the fatal error of insulting Akasha. That's what had made Menzies "snap," he claimed. This all had 
occurred after he had begun buying ox livers and eating them raw to get their blood, and he'd listened to the 
songs from Queen of the Damned repetitively to develop into a vampire. "I could never get the thought of being 
a vampire out of my mind," he said. "To put it bluntly, after I had seen the tape so many times, I wanted to go out 
and murder people." 

Donald McCleod, his defense attorney, asked him if he believed he was now a vampire and had achieved 
immortality. To both questions, he answered, "Yes." 

McKendrick allegedly had made an incredulous remark about Menzies' belief in vampires, as well as a sexual 
comment about the actress playing Akasha. "He should never have insulted my bird," Menzies had told his 
attorney. 



In court he told the full story. The two young men were standing in the kitchen of Menzies' home, where 
Menzies kept a Bowie knife used for cutting ox livers. Then McKendrick made his remark. Menzies said that 
Akasha, who was ’’there” in the kitchen, turned her back to indicate her displeasure, so Menzies stabbed 
McKendrick three or four times in the neck. Then he continued to stab him in the face, shoulders, and neck, 
using both a Bowie knife and a kitchen knife. McKendrick ran from the room and went up the steps to Menzies’ 
bedroom, so Menzies grabbed a hammer and went after him, striking him on the head until he collapsed. Akasha, 
he said, was with him at all times, fully approving of what he was doing. 
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He then turned the body on its side to drain some blood out and drank two cupfuls of it. He also consumed part 
of the skull, which had broken from the blows. Afterward, he looked into the mirror to ensure that his teeth were 
covered with blood. Akasha was pleased with this death, he reported, and wanted him to do it again. The only 
way to please her, Menzies explained, was to kill.To get rid of the body, Menzies took it in a wheeled cart into 
the woods and buried it. 

He had no remorse at the time, he said, because ”1 knew I had to murder somebody. If you don’t murder anybody, 
you can’t become a vampire.” He believed that imbibing the blood sealed his pact with Akasha. In court, he 
offered the excuse that he'd been angry, so he'd acted out. (To his aunt, he had confided while in the hospital that 
he was acting out against God.) His sudden frenzy, he believed, had come from his delusions at the time. 

Yet "snapping” was not altogether inconsistent with Menzies' history. At the age of 14, he had stabbed a 
classmate and had received a sentence of three years in juvenile detention for that. He said he'd been bullied and 
had defended himself. Yet others knew him as sadistic. He also had a reputation for obsession with violence, and 
had described to psychiatrists a fantasy life involving Nazis and serial killers. Since the age of 18, according to 
associates, he'd been obsessed with vampires, and in 2001 he had shown enthusiasm about a crime committed in 
Wales in which a young man had killed an older woman to drink her blood to become a vampire. 

Dr. Derek Chiswick, one of the three psychiatrists for the Crown who diagnosed Menzies as a psychopath, said 
he was emotionally disturbed but not mentally ill, and that he was probably faking how extreme his obsession 
was in order to get a lighter sentence. "I suspect his enjoyment of violence,” he added, "is the principal factor in 
the prolonged and excessively violent nature of this crime.” 

In fact, from prison, Menzies had been sending letters to himself at his father's house, written by fantasy 
characters. One from "Vamp,” signed in blood, was written to Akasha with a vow to kill again. Those letters 
appeared to be a calculated attempt to make himself look mentally ill. 

Nevertheless, Menzies claimed, it was "Vamp” who had actually done the killing. It was not he who had written 
in the pages of a novel, "I have chosen to become a vampire. The blood is the life, I have drunk the blood and it 
shall be mine, for I have seen the horror.” That was his alter ego, which he had acquired in the act of killing. 
Defense psychiatrist Alexander Cooper supported that with a diagnosis of schizophrenia. The delusions had the 
quality of hallucinations. 

The judge picked up on that and explained to the jury that they needed to determine whether Menzies was lying 
or authentically hallucinating at the time he murdered Thomas McKendrick. 

The jury deliberated for an hour and a half. They did not accept the excuse of diminished responsibility in this 
case. Instead, they returned a unanimous verdict that Menzies was guilty of murder. 

The judge gave him a minimum sentence of 18 years, declaring him an outright psychopath—evil, merciless, 
and dangerous. 

When asked if he wished he could turn back time and have the choice not to have killed his friend, he said, "No.” 
His grieving father quickly put the house on the market. 

On November 15, 2004, Alan Menzies was found dead in his cell, an apparent suicide. 
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Vampires as Victims 

As vampires gain in popularity, they start to appeal to a different kind of person as well: the self-styled vampire 
hunter. The long-running popular television show, Buffy the Vampire Slayer, about a group of teenaged vampire 



fighters in California, has influenced this subculture. While for many, it's just role-playing, some take this game 
with deadly seriousness. 

On March 12, 2004, Timothy White was arrested outside a church in Jacksonville, Florida for shooting a co¬ 
worker twice at a Westside Domino's pizza delivery store. He was reputed to be a born-again, Bible-reading 
Christian with an obsession with vampires and zombies. Allegedly he believed the victim, David Harrison, was a 
vampire and that he, White, was a vampire slayer. He shot Harrison, 22, in the face and stomach. Then he left, 
but before the shooting, a witness had spotted him lingering outside the store. Asked why he was there, he 
replied that he was "vampire hunting." 

When taken into custody, he was armed with a knife, a sawed-off shotgun, and three pistols. He had no criminal 
record, but some people said that he kept to himself. His victim had actually been a long-time friend. Since 
Harrison was wounded and did not die, White was charged with aggravated battery with a criminal weapon. 

In Colorado, Kirk Palmer, 28, killed Antonia Vierira with a shotgun because he believed that Vierira had turned 
his girlfriend into a vampire. He was charged with murder, but testimony at his trial supported the diagnosis of 
paranoid schizophrenia. He had told a psychologist that four days before the shooting in July 2001, he had 
removed a splinter from his girlfriend's thumb and "saw" Vierira come out of her body to tell him that she had 
been bitten and was now a member of his vampire gang. Enraged, he had tried to combat Vierira the only way he 
could—by killing him. 

Directly after the homicide, he had gone to Canada to "cleanse his spirit." 

On March 10, 2004, he was found not guilty by reason of insanity and sentenced to a mental hospital in Pueblo. 
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Superstition Rules: Death, Murder, and Vampire Hunters 

Although it's generally vampires who are considered deadly, those who hunt them down can be just as lethal, as 
the following modern-day stories reveal. 
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In Australia, Shane Chartres-Abbott, 28, was executed in his home in June 2003. He was a male prostitute, and 
apparently his killers were a pair of hit men. Chartres-Abbott was on trial for rape, and just as its fifth day was 
about to commence, he was found murdered. At the trial, he claimed he was a vampire, and among the charges 
was that, during the rape, he had bitten off the tongue of a female client. He also said he drank people's blood. 
The identity of the suspects is still unknown, but the speculation is that they were hired either by the victim or by 
clients who feared being exposed. In any event, that supposed vampire was 
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Across the world, in Blantyre, Malawi, a small nation in southeastern Africa, government officials were faced 
with an epidemic of mmors that vampires were attacking several different settlements, according to The New 
York Times. In early December 2002, some villagers beat a man to death on the suspicion that he was a vampire, 
others attacked three Roman Catholic priests passing through, while another contingent destroyed the tent 
encampment for an aid group drilling wells for drinking water. They believed it was the headquarters for the 
vampires.Apparently the mmors began when President Bakili Muluzi made a bargain to trade human blood 
assistance for food to mitigate the severe hunger crisis. People thought the government was in collusion with 
vampires, sending the vampires out to collect the blood. Officials were then sent out to target villages to calm 
these fears and demonstrate that there are no vampires. But that did not stop villagers from taking the defensive, 
perhaps because they already felt so defenseless against hunger and AIDS. Some had also heard about people 
being attacked by vampires, so the government's reassurances were unconvincing. Apparently the aid group had 
sprayed something into the air that adversely affected one woman, so she had beat a dmm to alert others to the 
danger, and they had mn out and retaliated. Eventually the region settled down. 

While some people kill vampires outright, others just take precautions. 
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In 2002, Nicolae Mihut, living in Transylvania, believed that his mother, who had just died, had become a 
vampire. A local priest had warned him about the signs: a cat had jumped over her coffin that day, and her 
cheeks and lips were quite red. Mihut knew that, to release her soul, he had to stab her with a silver knife, either 
in the chest or the stomach. So he plunged the dagger into her heart. He knew he had done the right thing when 
he heard a long sigh escape her. Then she became pale. That made everyone involved feel better, and she was 
buried. 

More recently in Martotinu de Sus, Romania, a village of some 300 people southwest of Bucharest, a relative of 
Toma Petre exhumed his body from the grave, removed his heart to burn, and mixed the ashes with water. He 
then gave it to three people to drink. It was a routine ritual for that town for slaying suspected vampires, but then 
something unintended occurred. 

The police got involved. They heard about it and they came to investigate. It seems that slaying vampires in that 
area is illegal. It was considered, according to journalist Matthew Scofield for The Philadelphia Inquirer, an 
incident of ? ’re-killing. n 

But the dead man's relatives could not understand. They believed that, by killing this vampire and making certain 
he could not rise from his grave, they had saved lives the vampire was trying to take. Yet the Romanian police 
say that, since vampires are mythological creatures, what the Petre relatives had done was a form of corpse 
abuse known as disturbing the peace of the dead. That carried a three-year stint in prison. 

In addition, if this case was so routine for this family, others in the area were probably doing something similar, 
so a wider investigation was called for. In fact, other villagers acknowledged to reporters that it was occurring 
quite frequently, not just there but in other villages. Apparently they believed that most families at one time or 
another had engendered at least one vampire, and they had learned from childhood how to defend themselves. 
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One can tell when someone has become a vampire, according to their ideas, by digging up the coffin and 
checking the body's position. It may have rolled to the side, in which case the person could not have been dead. 

In addition, there will be no decomposition, but bloody fluid will be present around the mouth. 

Once a vampire has risen from the grave to feed on the living, he or she must be stopped. That is, the heart must 
be removed, burned, mixed with water and given to relatives who have fallen ill. 

In this case, after Petre was buried, three of his relatives grew ill. Upon opening the grave and coffin, Petre was 
found on his side, with blood on his mouth. Once the heart was burned—and it allegedly sang as it was trapped 
and decimated—those who were ill grew better, which was proof enough that they had done the right thing. 
Whether it's murder or corpse abuse, people who fear supernatural monsters may act out in whatever way seems 
necessary for protection. To them it's not a crime. 
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Vampire Witch 

In the Ukraine in March, 2005 Diana Semenuha, 29, was arrested after police discovered that she had lured street 
children to her home to drink their blood. She admitted to the deed. Apparently, she believed that this practice 
could thwart a muscle-wasting condition she had, but her crime appears to have a different agenda as well. As 
reported in the Odessa press, which dubbed Semenuha "the vampire witch," she invited the children in with 
promises of food and a bed, gave them alcohol and had them sniff glue to make them pliable, and then bled 
them. Whatever she did not use herself, she sold to practitioners of black magic who participated with her in the 
Black Sea port's occult network. Once a blood source weakened, she moved the child back out to the streets and 
found a replacement. 
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The police were tipped off about this and raided her Odessa apartment. The place was painted entirely in black, 
the windows covered with black cloth, and the lighting done with black candles. Strapped into beds were seven 
children, all of them dmgged. The raid also turned up a large knife and a silver goblet engraved with symbols 
believed to be for witchcraft. In fact, upon her arrest, Semenuha offered "witch" as her occupation. During the 
subsequent investigation, after Semenuha admitted that she took blood from the children, it was learned that she 
taught witchcraft to others and allowed her students to drink blood from her. She did not view what she was 



doing as a crime, since there was a fair exchange and no force or violence. Since she had fed the children and 
given them shelter, she believed she had paid for their blood.One male child reported that he actually saw 
Semenuha drink his blood. She let him sniff glue and then used a syringe to draw blood from his hand. He said 
that as she muttered in a language he did not understand, she then squirted the blood into a silver bowl and 
consumed it. 

The seven children who were rescued from her home disappeared into the streets again, making the case against 
the vampire witch difficult to prosecute. 
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Canadian Vampire Plot 

A case in Canada that acquired the moniker, ’’the vampire murder” during the trial seems to have less to do with 
vampires than with the public's fascination with vampire-related crimes. 

In Toronto on November 25, 2003, a twelve-year-old boy was found in the crawl space of the basement of his 
home, murdered and nearly drained of blood. He had been bludgeoned, stabbed and hacked seventy-one times, 
and his older brother, 16, and two friends were arrested and tried for first-degree murder. Since they were all 
juveniles, they could not be named in press reports, but during the trial the victim was dubbed "Jonathan.” The 
trial had run for three months, with startling testimony from the girlfriend of one of the accused, and was already 
injury deliberations when the whole thing was derailed in February 2005 by a reporter's discovery. 

The girl’s testimony had centered around one of the boys being affiliated with a vampire subculture and she 
offered evidence from a taped phone call that the grisly murder had been planned. On the tape, made shortly 
before Jonathan was murdered, the boy said that they planned to kill the entire family. After Jonathan was 
bludgeoned and stabbed, one boy fled and the brother and other accomplice allegedly attempted to kill the step¬ 
father with a baseball bat. They were both charged with attempted murder. 

Defense attorneys for the two accomplices insisted that the phone call to the girl had not been serious, and the 
fact that the murder had occurred shortly thereafter was only a coincidence. They contended that Jonathan's 
brother had acted alone in a fit of rage. The alleged accomplice said that his call to the girl to discuss the killing 
was an attempt to impress her, because she wanted to break up with him. He claimed that he'd said similar things 
to impress other girls. He was joking as well when he referred to himself as a vampire and drank blood with 
girlfriends before having sex. 

Still, the situation looked bleak for these boys as the jury went into deliberations. But then a reported from the 
National Post came across a Web site, vampirefreaks.com, on which the girl had kept a blog and posted 
comments throughout the trial. Although she had testified that she had gone along with the boy's vampire fetish 
to be involved with him but had thought it childish, her vulgar online comments indicated that in fact she bore a 
fondness for blood, pain, and cemeteries, and hated people. 

When the contents of the Web site were revealed, the judge noted that the veracity of the witness's testimony was 
now in doubt, and declared a mistrial. Legal commentators said that personal Web logs (known as Blogs) on the 
Internet add a new dimension to criminal trials. Things get exposed that could affect evidence or jury 
deliberations. Prior to going back to court for a new trial, the prosecutors in this case will have to evaluate 
whether the girl's Web postings are sincere and, if so, just how they may undermine her testimony. 
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You have a Friend in Pennsylvania 
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Lisa Manderach was three weeks short of her thirtieth birthday when she went for a quick errand to Your Kidz & 
Mine, a new children's clothing store in Collegeville, Pennsylvania on September 10, 1995. She took her 
daughter, Devon, only nineteen months old, and that was the last time anyone saw either of them alive. The 
details of this case are from the Philadelphia Inquirer. 

Since Lisa's husband knew where she had gone, he sent the police to the store, where they found her car parked 
outside. They searched the premises and found a stash of pornography, stains that looked like blood, long black 



hairs consistent with the missing woman (including a few in the vacuum cleaner bag), and peepholes drilled into 
the dressing rooms. Caleb Fairley, 21, had been minding the store for his mother. When located, he presented an 
even better suspect: His face was covered with fresh scratches. He said he'd gotten them in the scramble of a 
"mosh pit" at a local club called the Asylum, but a doctor's examination indicated they were from fingernails. He 
was arrested. 

By that time, Devon's body had already been found by hikers, strangled and dumped on a hill at the Valley Forge 
National Park, but Lisa was not with her. Fairley's defense attorney cut a smart deal: take the death penalty off 
the table and my client will tell you where he dumped the murdered woman. The DA accepted it, because the 
sooner they found her, he knew, the more likely it was that they could get evidence to ensure that Fairley never 
walked out of prison. Even so, the decision haunted him and drew quick criticism. Some people believed that 
Lisa would have been found quickly without the deal. 

Fairley showed them where he had placed the body behind an abandoned industrial building in a wooded area of 
King of Prussia. From the exposed position, it was assumed that Lisa had been sexually assaulted. She was taken 
for an autopsy. 

The media was quick to learn about Fairley's dark background. He’d played Dungeons & Dragons, had groped or 
propositioned women, was known to read pornography avidly, and collected vampire paraphernalia. He’d also 
joined the Asylum, a members-only nightclub that resembled a padded cell and catered to people who dressed in 
Goth-style clothing and sported dramatic make-up as part of the vampire subculture. The place regularly hosted 
vampire live action role-playing games, such as Vampire: The Masquerade (and club members interviewed by 
the media pointed out that they were being unfairly stigmatized because of one person's sickness). Overweight, 
Fairley had often been a target of ridicule, especially from girls at school, and tended to keep to himself. He’d 
once been close to his younger brother, who had accidentally shot himself when he was four, and Fairley had 
told some people that he felt empty and lost. 
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After his arrest, a stain on his shirt was tested and found via DNA analysis to be a match for Lisa Manderach. 
Stains at the store on different carpets matched mother and daughter, and tissue found underneath Manderach's 
fingernails matched Fairley's DNA. Prosecutors surmised that Fairley had tried to rape Lisa after she entered the 
store, she had struggled and scratched him, so he had strangled her. (He had so much as admitted that her 
resistance had made him blindingly angry.) He then killed Devon and took both bodies to remote areas to dump. 
Fairley was tried in April 1996 and convicted on two counts of first-degree murder. He received two life terms. 
Those acquainted with him could hardly believe that he could have harbored such violence, but his indulgence in 
pornography and vampire fantasies, coupled with his frustration over his helplessness around women, is all too 
often a formula for such violence of opportunity 
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Valentine's Day Surprise 

A Valentine's Day surprise occurred in Arizona when an apparent agreement between a man and woman became 
much rougher than expected — even terrifying. Robert McDaniel, 46, learned to his dismay he was with a 
"vampire." 
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On Feb 14, 2007, the two of them had consumed drugs and alcohol together in a shack behind an abandoned 
house, and McDaniel voluntarily allowed his "friend," Tiffany Sutton, 23, to tie him up. She’d been staying with 
him for a couple of days and had agreed to participate in kinky sex, although no mention is made of who came 
up with this idea. With them was a book, The Eighth Circle, a reference to one of the lower arenas in Dante's 
literary circles of hell. McDaniel ended up in a hell of his own, once he was bound and vulnerable. 
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According to his story, pieced together from several accounts, Sutton, whom he barely knew, had tied him up 
and then pulled out several knives and a pickax. She sliced him across the leg with one of the knives, and when 
he demanded to know what she was doing, she allegedly told him she liked to drink blood and wanted to drink 
his. Then she placed her mouth to his fresh wound and did just that. 

But it didn't end there. She also stabbed him several times in the upper torso. Fearing for his life, McDaniel 
struggled to get free of his bonds. He knew that if Sutton sliced too deeply or in the wrong place, he could bleed 
to death in short order. This was most definitely not what he had in mind when he'd envisioned their sexual 
encounter. 

Finally, he managed to get loose of his bonds and escape the shed. However, when he started to run, Sutton 
allegedly came after him, ax in hand. No mention was made of wounds from this implement, so she apparently 
did not catch him. Or if she did, she didn't use it on him. He managed to get to a phone to call a friend before 
passing out. 

The friend arrived to find McDaniel's blood-covered body, with Sutton standing nearby, covered only in a 
blanket. He called 911 and got McDaniel transported by ambulance to a hospital. There, ER staff counted seven 
stab wounds and several slices. Fortunately, McDaniel survived. 

According to newspapers local to Phoenix, such as the Sun, Tempe police arrested Sutton for aggravated assault, 
although she initially claimed that she had been the victim. In newspaper photos, she appears as a brunette with 
the typical Goth look of heavy black eye-liner. She insisted that the entire incident had been consensual, so if this 
case gets to court, it will probably be a matter of which participant the jury believes. 

McDaniel told police that he had been tricked: While he'd consented to be bound, he'd had no idea, he said, what 
Sutton had in mind. He was not keen when she'd cut and stabbed him, and he'd believed she might actually kill 
him. Yet it came out later that McDaniel had signed a disclaimer before they'd started their Valentine's Day tryst 
that he would not prosecute if the sex became "crazy." Attorneys will no doubt try to determine whether it’s 
binding. 

In August Sutton pleaded guilty to charges of aggravated assault and in October was sentenced to 10 years in 
prison. 
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The Fearful Vampire Killers 

The fate of one "vampire killer" was determined in Arkansas recently, while three people in Guyana still await 
their chance to prove in court that they acted rationally... if they can. 
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On August 15, 2006, Nathaniel Chipps shot Teresa Tracy McCartney in the head outside Rockport, Arkansas. 
They were together in the travel trailer of a friend, also present but in another room, and they started to argue. 
Chipps then shot McCartney, fled the trailer, stole a car, and high-tailed it to hide out in the home of a relative. 
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The friend who owned the trailer called the police, who transported the victim, but she had died from her wound. 
She’d been shot with a .38-calibre weapon, the type of gun that the police located in the vicinity where they 
arrested Chipps after a two-hour manhunt. He went with them without further incident and was locked up in the 
county jail. The gun was sent for a ballistics examination, as Chipps had no weapon on him. 

Chipps, 21, claimed that McCartney, 35, had told him she was a vampire and wanted to suck his blood. He’d shot 
her in self-defense. However, it was found that he'd taken dmgs that night and was hallucinating at the time of 
the incident. 

Chipps was charged with aggravated assault and murder, according to a Caller-Times report. The case went to 
trial and, with a murder conviction, Chipps could have gotten 99 years, but instead, on June 15, a jury found him 
guilty of the lesser charge of manslaughter. They sentenced him to 20 years in prison and a fine of $10,000. 

Next: The situation was more confused on the East Demerara Coast of Guyana. 
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The Fearful Vampire Killers (Continued) 

http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv....ana-map200.jpgMap of Guyana 


On April 30, 2007, a media report stated that three people in Guyana had been arrested in the killing of a woman 
who'd apparently inspired a superstitious revulsion. During the early morning hours, she had wandered into the 
village of Bare Root, where even people possessing cell phones still believed in superstition. Two men called out 
to her, believing she was a girl from the village, and when she snarled at them, they decided she was not human. 
Around the same time, a village resident spotted a red mark on her child's chest that indicated an "Old Higue" — 
a vampiric spirit that sheds its skin and transforms into fire - had come and sucked the child's blood. 
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Several people banded together to trap the woman in a circle of rice — which a vampire is compelled to count. 
They then attempted to bum her with kerosene, but supposedly she did not ignite — one more sign, to their 
minds, that she was not human. Some said that when she was surrounded, she became a ball of hair. 

The villagers waved a manicole (palm) broom over the woman (another vampire-related ritual) and asked her 
where she was from, to which she replied "Non Pariel," then repeated the phrase, "ow me daddy" several times. 
As the sun came up (supposedly allowing the Old Higue to return to human form), the woman stood straight, 
revealing that her dress did not fully cover her and she wore no underwear. No one knew her identity, so those 
who surrounded her apparently beat her and when she went down, someone shoved objects into her. They then 
left her to die where she lay. 

The body was found on the road, states Stabroek News, and the police transported it to a funeral home to await 
an autopsy. A number of villagers told reporters that if the woman was an Old Higue, "she had to go, we don't 
want dem kinda thing in this place." An elderly woman who lived there but disapproved of what had happened 
surmised that the victim had been mentally unstable and thus an easy target for the fearful and superstitious. 
http://i.cdn.tumer.com/tmtv/tmtv....ronicle200.jpgthe Guyana Chronicle 


In fact, this turned out to be the case. A few days later, the Guyana Chronicles reported the victim's name, Mrs. 
Radika Singh, and described her as a mentally disabled, fifty-five-year-old psychiatric patient who had wandered 
away from relatives tending her and into the village. She'd been disoriented and probably did not speak clearly. 
Her cause of death was found to be blunt force trauma to the head. Three people were charged in her murder: 
Roland Spencer, 41, Rayon Bobb, 28, and Alita Roberts, 25. Given the facts, it's unlikely they'll be able to mount 
any kind of defense, especially since they attacked the victim in the dark, before they could even see her 
properly. 
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A Most Unusual Team 

In July 2007, a girl who participated in a triple homicide was convicted in Canada. Due to her age, Canadian 
media sources observed the Youth Criminal Justice Act and declined to reveal her name, but it has turned up in 
many international reports. 
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On April 23, 2006, in a town in southeastern Alberta called Medicine Hat, the parents and younger brother of 
Jasmine Richardson were discovered murdered in their home. A six-year-old friend came to the house early on 
Sunday afternoon, saw a body through the window, and alerted his mother, who called the authorities. 
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Police arrived and discovered three victims. Debra Richardson, 48, lay at the foot of the basement stairs, 



according to the Ottawa Citizen, covered in blood and stabbed 12 times. Her husband, Marc, was stabbed twice 
as many times, all over his face and torso, including his crotch. He'd bled out so much there was little left in his 
body, but from the spatters all over the TV room it was clear he had put up a tremendous fight. Eight-year-old 
Jacob was found in his bed, with his throat cut. 

Detectives sent for the forensic unit to process the scene, and they brought dogs to go through the home and 
grounds. A white truck sat in the driveway with a smashed window, and another truck belonging to the family 
was found off the property. Items in the home indicated that there was a twelve-year-old daughter, Jasmine, who 
was missing. Police did not know if she had been abducted, so a country-wide warrant was issued for her. 
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"Runawaydevil" 
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Friends of Jasmine's twenty-three-year-old boyfriend, Jeremy Allen Steinke, pointed authorities to a town in 
Saskatchewan, and they found Jasmine alive and with Steinke. He was an unemployed high school dropout, 
considered the unofficial leader of a group of Goth-punks. The two were arrested without incident and returned 
to Medicine Hat. After a hearing, Jasmine was sent to the Calgary Young Offenders Centre to await a trial. 
Within days, she had penned an apology letter to her family, admitting she had taken part in their slaughter. She 
wrote that she wished she could "take it all back" because now she "had no one." She said her brother was killed 
because he was too sensitive to survive without her parents. She herself had choked him to make him 
unconscious. 

Supposedly, this all occurred because the seventh-grade girl had reacted badly to being grounded for dating 
Steinke behind her parents' backs. They told her she could no longer see him. Yet Jasmine had already agreed to 
marry Steinke and she was determined to be with him. She urged him to help her get rid of them. 
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A romantic bond was not all this couple shared: they had a fixation on Goth culture and Steinke even claimed to 
be a 300-year-old werewolf. Both had posts on a Web site known as VampireFreaks.com, and Steinke reportedly 
wore a vial of blood around his neck. Jasmine referred to herself on another site as "runawaydevil". They shared 
an appreciation for razor blades, serial killers, vampires, and blood. They would soon learn that murder was not 
fantasy. 
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Inspired by Blood 

During the 2007 trial, covered by reporters from around Canada, some facts about Jasmine came out that 
indicated her state of mind. Not only did she and her boyfriend ascribe to the darker side of Goth culture, with a 
fixation on death and imaginary monsters, but they had watched the film Natural Born Killers. 
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Oliver Stone produced this 1994 film, which is engorged with gratuitous violence. A killing couple, Mickey 
(Woody Harrelson) and Mallory (Juliette Lewis), were based on spree killers Charles Starkweather and his 
girlfriend. Throughout the film they commit some 52 murders, including massacres with multiple victims. They 
start with the slaughter of Mallory's abusive parents, one by drowning the other by burning, but spare the 
younger brother. One can see how an angry couple who embrace death culture and find parents an annoying 
hindrance might see in this film an affirmation of their bid for freedom and a violent solution. 

While Jasmine's apology letter was not read to the jury, deemed to have been gained via improper interrogation 
protocol, jurors did see a drawing found in Jasmine's locker that depicted four stick figures. The middle-sized 
figure throws gasoline on the other three with a smile, lights them ablaze, and then runs to a vehicle labeled 
"Jeremy's truck." In addition, the two had exchanged letters after their arrest that indicated they wished they had 
run away together. There was no indication in these communications that Jasmine was remorseful or an 
unwilling accomplice. She also had stolen her mother's ATM card that night, got money, and had sex with her 



lover — all pointing to a callous attitude. (Even her apology letter was largely self-pitying.) 
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Jasmine's Trial 

Jasmine's attorney, Tim Foster, accepted the idea that Jasmine might have engaged in discussions about killing 
her parents, but said she did not mean that she would literally do it. The scenario he painted was that Steinke had 
gotten high on cocaine, watched the violent movie, and undertook to rescue Jasmine, as "Mickey" had done for 
"Mallory. " The idea was his alone, as was the act. Thus, Jasmine, too, was a victim. 

She took the stand in her own defense and affirmed that her boyfriend was the killer. She cried when asked about 
choking and stabbing her brother and said that Steinke had made her do it, as her brother begged for his life. She 
had a knife in her hand, she said, for self-defense, but Steinke had taken it and slit her brother's throat. 

While the prosecutor conceded that Jasmine did not engage in the act of murder, she had persuaded and 
encouraged Steinke to do it, telling him which window would be unlocked for entering the home on Saturday 
night. She also willingly fled with him. Thus, she was eligible for a murder conviction. He urged the jury to 
remember her part. 

On July 9, 2007, after the jury deliberated just over four hours, Jasmine was convicted of three counts of first- 
degree murder. She began to weep, according to the Edmonton Sun. Under Canadian law, she cannot receive an 
adult sentence, so she faced a maximum of six years in prison and four of probation. Steinke faces trial for 
murder next year; he has not yet entered a plea. 

Jasmine Richardson is the youngest person to be convicted of multiple murder in Canadian history. For that 
matter, she's the youngest in North American history. 
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Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5642677) 

By Katherine Ramsland 
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You gave the thread a great boost. 

It could have been dead without attention. 

Thanks again. 

o 

GihanFX 10-06-2009 07:29 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5642713) 
Thanks a lot Gihan. 

You gave the thread a great boost. 

It could have been dead without attention. 

Thanks again. 

o 

ok, i find more and post 

o 


ElaKiri Community 

Page 2of3< 1 2 3 > 

Show 40 post(s) from this thread on one page 

ElaKiri Community (http://www.elakiri.com/forum/index.php) 

- ElaKiri Talk! (http://www.elakiri.com/forum/forumdisplay.php?f=7) 

- - I was the hunter and they were the victims, (http://www.dakm.com/forum/showthread.php?t=250264) 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 08:05 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5642723) 
ok, i find more and post 

o 

Thanks for the post. 

I added a word of thanks in the initial post too. 

The real readers of the thread I expect 
are wise enough 
to ignore the irrelevant. 

Who cares 
what idiots think, 
or do 

since they think very little. 

:lol: 



GihanFX 10-06-2009 08:09 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5640446) 

And just ignore my close friend GihanFX's irrelevant threads, 
he is giving a false impression of a popularity to my thread. 

I actually don't approve such pretensions to get attention to my threads. 
What to do. 

He is a friens and I believe his intention is good. 

Intention creates Karma 
-Atula 

isn't is Posts ? as i remember i didn’t open any threads for some time 

blacktarzan 10-06-2009 08:11 PM 

interesting... 

GihanFX 10-06-2009 08:12 PM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5642935) 

Thanks for the post. 

I added a word of thanks in the initial post too. 

The real readers of the thread I expect 
are wise enough 
to ignore the irrelevant. 

Who cares 
what idiots think, 
or do 

since they think very little. 

:lol: 

As i know other than you and me no one else post in this thread, 


blacktarzan 10-06-2009 08:15 PM 

http://www.biography.com/images/data...nd_182x232.jpg 

blacktarzan 10-06-2009 08:16 PM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5642964) 

As i know other than you and me no one else post in this thread, 

hey I am reading.no time to post:lol::lol::lol::rofl: 

GihanFX 10-06-2009 08:18 PM 

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/_kzS61q9gl4.../s400/newl.jpg 

GihanFX 10-06-2009 08:19 PM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by blacktarzan (Post 5642987) 

hey I am reading.no time to post:lol::lol::lol::rofl: 

At lest Atula has a member other than me in this thread :lol::lol::lol::lol: 





AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 08:42 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5642952) 

isn't is Posts ? as i remember i didn't open any threads for some time 

[/CENTER] 

Oh. 

:shocked: 

Thanks. 

I'll edit it. 

0 

sachii 10-06-2009 08:45 PM 

mona vikara danwada manda mechara diga post molayak nadda mewa kiyawa kiyawa inna taram apita wena 
wadak nadda : angry: 

blacktarzan 10-06-2009 08:49 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by sachii (Post 5643139) 

mona vikara danwada manda mechara diga post molayak nadda mewa kiyawa kiyawa inna taram apita wena 
wadak nadda : angry: 

:lol::lol::lol: I am still reading.. O My eyes :) 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 09:05 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by blacktarzan (Post 5642960) 
interesting... 

Thanks. 

Hope you read it in full. 

I think he is a better man 
than so called GOOD people. 

Many good and bad people don’t really know what they are doing. 

Kemper knew it is wrong, 

and he seem to welcome the punishment. 

He told the judge that 

he believed he ought to be tortured to death. 

I think his real problem was with his mother. 

He may have gaining courage and experience to do that. 

After killing his mother 
he immediately killed her best friend. 

He himself called the police after that. 

He wanted to go back to the mental hospital he used to work after killing his Grand parents. 

The jury found Kemper was guilty and sane. 

He didn’t disagree with the jury's verdict. 


"I really wasn't surprised when it came out that way,” he said. "There was just no way they could find me 
insane ... Society just isn’t ready for that yet. Ten or 20 years from now they would have, but they're not going to 
take a chance." 



But he expressed regret that the ’’sane” verdict would mean he would go to prison, instead of possibly returning 
to Atascadero state hospital. 


Kemper spent five years at Atascadero after he murdered his grandparents in 1964 at the age of 15. He recalled 
with pride the job he'd held there as head of the psychological testing lab at the age of 19 and working directly 
under the hospital's chief psychologist. He said: 

"I felt I definitely could have done a lot of good there, helping people return to the streets ... I could have fit in 
there quicker than anybody else... 

He knows if he was followed closely, 

at least as it was ordered by court, 

he wouldn't have killed all those girls and his mother. 

Because of his intelligence and ability, he apparently was a valuable aide in psychological testing and research. 
"I helped to develop some new tests and some new scales on MMPI... You've probably heard of it... the 
Minnesota Multiphasic Personality Inventory," he said with a chuckle. "I helped to develop a new scale on that, 
the 'Overt Hostility Scale'... How's that for a..." He groped for a word. 

"Ironic?" I suggested. 

"Ironic note," he agreed. "There we go, it was an ironic note that I helped to develop that scale and then look 
what happened to me when I got back out on the streets." 

Though Kemper couldn't give me a positive answer to why he did what he did, he partly blamed society, the 
courts and his parents as well, saying: 

"I didn't have the supervision I should have had once I got out... I was supposed to see my parole officer every 
other week and a social worker the other week. 

"I never did. I think if I had, I would have made it. 

"Two weeks after I was on the streets, I got scared because I hadn't seen anyone. 

"Finally, I called the district parole office and asked if I was doing something wrong... was I supposed to go to 
my parole officer, or would he come to see me, I asked." 

Kemper said the man on the phone asked him, "What's the matter, you got a problem?" When Kemper told him, 
"no," the man replied, "Well, we're awfully busy with people who have; we'll get to you." 

Somehow 

I admire the man he is. 

The courage to accept the responsibility. 

Compare him to the cowardly culprits who deceive people 
pretending to serve them 
while exploiting them publicly. 

Kemper could have been special. 

Things went wrong for him. 

Initially his mother is responsible. 


AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 09:09 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by sachii (Post 5643139) 



mona vikara danwada manda mechara diga post molayak nadda mewa kiyawa kiyawa inna taram apita wena 
wadak nadda : angry: 

You sound 

as if you read each and every word of all posts. 

As if you work for Elakiri. 

You are supposed to ignore the posts you dislike. 

That’s what I do. 

This is posted for the special members who CAN read long articles. 

These are just 2 articles 
of many I read on Kemper. 

0 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 09:10 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by blacktarzan (Post 5643160) 

:lol::lol::lol: I am still reading.. O My eyes :) 

As long as you are here reading is what you do most. 

:) 

sachii 10-06-2009 09:12 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5643289) 

You sound 

as if you read each and every word of all posts. 

As if you work for Elakiri. 

You are supposed to ignore the posts you dislike. 

That’s what I do. 

This is posted for the special members who CAN read long articles. 

These are just 2 articles 
of many I read on Kemper. 

o 

hey cant u speak sinhala ..?. kalu suddekda? natnam attama sinhala kata karanna amaruda :rofl: 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 09:35 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by sachii (Post 5643309) 

hey cant u speak sinhala ..?. kalu suddekda? natnam attama sinhala kata karanna amaruda :rofl: 

Kawda danne oyaata English be kiyala 

Sorry. 

shocked: 

TSSNSTAR™ 10-06-2009 10:02 PM 

Sheeeeeeeeeeshhhhhhhhhhhh... I Have no comments nor words... :S 

GihanFX 10-06-2009 10:09 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5643289) 


This is posted for the special members who CAN read long articles. 



These are just 2 articles 
of many I read on Kemper. 

0 

i thought there are more than two 
:cool: 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 10:11 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5643780) 

i thought there are more than two 

:cool: 

Both of them too long for a single post. 

:) 

If you can 

read them seriousely. 

He doesn't sound like a serial killaer. 

o 


blacktarzan 10-06-2009 10:19 PM 

Victims: Aiko Koo, Alice Liu, Anita Luchessa, Cindy Schall, Mary Ann Pesce, Rosalind Thorpe 
http://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...vicaikokoo.jpghttp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...icaliceliu.jpght 
tp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...taluchessa.jpghttp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...indyschall.jpghttp 
://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...yannepesce.jpghttp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...lindthorpe.jpg 

http ://www. truecrime. net/kemper/mother.j pg 

Kemper's mother. He killed her with a hammer, cut off her head and threw darts at it, cut out her larynx and put 
it in the garbage disposal, then had sex with her corpse. 

Edmund Kemper's grandmother as young woman 
http://i.cdn.tumer.com/trutv/trutv... .randmother.jpg 

Edmund Kemper's grandfather as young man 
http://i.cdn.tumer.com/tmtv/tmtv....randfather.jpg 

Didn't find the pic of Kemper's mothers friend. 

Thanks Atula It was Interesting.. 

mey wage dewal kayawala minisunta waradunu than walin api apey waradi hada gatha haki num? 

TSSNSTAR™ 10-06-2009 10:47 PM 

Im trying to take this out of mind., im sooo disturbed .. 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 10:57 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by TSSNSTAR™ (Post 5644150) 

Im trying to take this out of mind., im sooo disturbed .. 

Face it, and read it till you are not disturbed any more. 

You will be stronger. 

Pay more attention to his thoughts than his actions. 

We all have similar drives, 
but some protection, 



may be from the society we live, 
though that too becoming less and less. 
After some years 
we are bound to hear such stories. 


o 


AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 10:59 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by blacktarzan (Post 5643882) 

Victims: Aiko Koo, Alice Liu, Anita Luchessa, Cindy Schall, Mary Ann Pesce, Rosalind Thorpe 
http://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...vicaikokoo.jpghttp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...icaliceliu.jpght 
tp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...taluchessa.jpghttp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...indyschall.jpghttp 
://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...yannepesce.jpghttp://www.francesfarmersrevenge.com...lindthorpe.jpg 
Kemper's mother. He killed her with a hammer, cut off her head and threw darts at it, cut out her larynx and put 
it in the garbage disposal, then had sex with her corpse. 

Thanks Atula It was Interesting.. 

mey wage dewal kayawala minisunta waradunu than walin api apey waradi hada gatha haki num? 

Thank you. 

I am happy at least one member found it is useful. 

He did an Ananthariya papa kamma, 
and he is like Ajasaththa 
realizing that he was wrong. 


blacktarzan 10-06-2009 11:00 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5644224) 
Face it, and read it till you are not disturbed any more. 
You will be stronger. 

Pay more attention to his thoughts than his actions. 

We all have similar drives, 

but some protection, 

may be from the society we live, 

though that too becoming less and less. 

After some years 

we are bound to hear such stories. 

o 


:yes::yes::yes: 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 11:39 PM 

"I was the hunter 

and they were the victims." 

Isn't this the way men feel about women? 

o 


twisted 10-06-2009 11:41 PM 

wow thanks gihan ..that was some good reading lol read most of it...i gta say when modem vampire wannabes 



kicked in it kinda got boring but that Canadian girl wow.. cake goes to tarantino lol. 

oh by the way you missed some awesome historic figure, vlad the imapaler. since the article is a bit long i 
figured id rather paste a link, http://hamsterrepublic.com/html/vladhistory.html, anyway its fascinating how most 
of historic characters of blood thurst had descended from hungary.. like countess bathory. 

twisted 10-06-2009 11:42 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5644587) 

"I was the hunter 

and they were the victims.” 

Isn't this the way men feel about women? 

o 

in your case, "he's the hunter, she's the victim, i just get off to it” :lol: 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 11:44 PM 
"I was the hunter and they were the victims.” 

On the witness stand, though, Kemper testified that "death never entered as a factor” in the coed killings. He 
said: 

"Alive, they were distant, not sharing with me. I was trying to establish a relationship and there was no 
relationship there... 

"When they were being killed, there wasn't anything going on in my mind except that they were going to be 
mine ... That was the only way they could be mine.” (Kemper testified that as a child of eight he had killed his 
pet cat, which had transferred its affections to his two sisters, "to make it mine.”) 

His desire to possess the coeds led Kemper even further than murder, he revealed in court. In his fantasies he 
literally made two of the girls ”a part of me” by eating "parts of them.” 

http: / / www. truecrime. net/kemp er/kemper 1.j pg 

Of all his coed victims he said: "They were like spirit wives... I still had their spirits. I still have them,” he 
declared in the courtroom. 

GihanFX 10-06-2009 11:46 PM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644602) 

wow thanks gihan ..that was some good reading lol read most of it...i gta say when modem vampire wannabes 
kicked in it kinda got boring but that Canadian girl wow..cake goes to tarantino lol. 

Thanks for reading them all twisted 

it is quite interesting Articles and like u said impressed with the Canadian 

0 

twisted 10-06-2009 11:51 PM 
My Shameful Love.. 

January 17, 2009 by crownlessxx | Edit 


in the darkest night of the week 
by the loneliest point of the street 



i used to await the passers by 

and those who may have tears in their heart 

might step into my lie 


i was the prettiest creature 
with such an inappropriate nature 
which is hidden and apparently shy 
it is my shameful love who seeks her 
who is falling for my desperate cry 


then the pretty world i show her 

with bit of a beastly hunger 

are not the things i really imply 

but from what i can remember 

i am then made of things which cannot die 

and waking up in a deserted creek 
you must have found it all bleak 
with this whole new side of mine 
but you couldn’t do much my dear 
with your limbs perfectly tied 

my sighs i drown in your tears 
which i loved before many years 
may be the things you couldn’t like 
but my sin i love is my greatest fear 
never the heaven shall thus strike 

how i became your favorite liar 

with all the flaws which once you’d admire 

i might say you are just too uptight 

when the real love is too queer 

for you to decipher in a lustful night 

those sweet words once you’d whisper 
are going to stay with me upon a hanger 
in my gallery in the moon’s spotlight 
and weep for my heart as you linger 
in my eternal eyes shining bright 


and in another lonely day of daylight 
holding up your head so close i might 
tell you of them who hated my so called crimes 
and laying on your sweet skin so white 
we can dream of romantic night times 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 11:53 PM 

An anguished and remorseful killer when speaking of the coeds whose bodies he had sexually assaulted after 
death and of the ’’pain” he had caused their families. ’’The day those fathers [of the Pesce and Luchessa girls] 
testified in court was very hard for me ... I felt terrible. I wanted to talk to them about their daughters, comfort 



them ... But what could I say?' 


GihanFX 10-06-2009 11:56 PM 

’’...The butcher swore that the body was still warm, from which they concluded that the deceased had the severe 
defect of not being quite dead, or, to state it better, of letting himself be reanimated by the devil forthat is exactly 
the idea theyhave of a vrykolakas" 

- Relation d’un voyage du Levant, Joseph Pitton de Tournefort, 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-06-2009 11:57 PM 
The jury found Kemper was guilty and sane. 

He didn't disagree with the jury's verdict. 


"I really wasn't surprised when it came out that way," he said. "There was just no way they could find me 
insane ... Society just isn't ready for that yet. Ten or 20 years from now they would have, but they're not going to 
take a chance." 

But he expressed regret that the "sane" verdict would mean he would go to prison, instead of possibly returning 
to Atascadero state hospital. 

Kemper spent five years at Atascadero after he murdered his grandparents in 1964 at the age of 15. He recalled 
with pride the job he'd held there as head of the psychological testing lab at the age of 19 and working directly 
under the hospital's chief psychologist. He said: 

"I felt I definitely could have done a lot of good there, helping people return to the streets ... I could have fit in 
there quicker than anybody else... 

It was there that he became a member of the Junior Chamber of Commerce. During his trial, he wore his 
membership pin in his lapel, apparently with pride. 

Because of his intelligence and ability, he apparently was a valuable aide in psychological testing and research. 
"I helped to develop some new tests and some new scales on MMPI... You've probably heard of it... the 
Minnesota Multiphasic Personality Inventory," he said with a chuckle. "I helped to develop a new scale on that, 
the 'Overt Hostility Scale'... How's that for a..." He groped for a word. 

"Ironic?" I suggested. 

"Ironic note," he agreed. "There we go, it was an ironic note that I helped to develop that scale and then look 
what happened to me when I got back out on the streets." 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:01 AM 

i think most of you people will be interested to know the History of vampires, and read this full articles and its 
very interesting 
Vampire History 

The Embrace 

Vampires are created through a process called the Embrace. The Embrace is similar to normal vampiric 
feeding - the vampire drains her chosen prey of blood. However, upon complete exsanguination, the vampire 
returns a bit of her own immortal blood to the drained mortal. Only a tiny bit - a drop or two - is necessary to 
turn the mortal into an undead. This process can even be performed on a dead human, provided the body is still 
warm. 

_Once the blood is returned, the mortal "awakens" and begins drinking of his own accord. But, though 

animate, the mortal is still dead; his heart does not beat, nor does he breathe. Over the next week or two, the 
mortal's body undergoes a series of subtle transformations; he learns to use the Blood in his body, and he is 
taught the special powers of his clan. He is now a vampire. 

_Some vampire clans Embrace more casually than others, but the Embrace is almost never given lightly. 

After all, any new vampire is a potential competitor for food and power. A potential childe is often stalked for 



weeks or even years by a watchful sire, who greedily evaluates whether the mortal would indeed make a good 
addition to the clan and the line. 


History 

Vampires - or Kindred, as they call themselves - exist for centuries and often seem unchanging to mortal 
eyes. Even Kindred society, however, has undergone evolution, upheaval and strife. Let us look at history as the 
Kindred view it, that we might better understand their actions tonight. 

Caine and the First Nights 

_According to Kindred myth, the first of their kind was Caine, the first murderer. For his crime, Caine was 

cursed by God and thereby transformed into a vampire. Exiled from his people, Caine was forced to stalk the 
fringes of civilization, fearful of the sun and ravenous for blood. 

_In his loneliness, Caine came upon a mighty witch named Lilith, who had been Adam's first wife. Lilith 

taught Caine how to use his blood for mighty magic (indeed, a few heretics claim that Lilith, not Caine, was the 
First Vampire). Lilith taught Caine many things, including how to use his blood to evoke mystic powers - and 
how to create others of his kind. 

The Second Generation and the First City 

_At first Caine refused to beget, believing it wrong to curse the world with others of his kind. But eventually 

he grew lonely and brought three others into the vampiric fold. These three in turn begat 13 more, and these 
voracious monsters went among the early peoples of the world, carelessly feeding and using mortals as puppets 
in their sibling feuds. Caine, outraged by this behavior, forbade the creation of any more progeny. Gathering his 
childer and grandchilder to him, Caine built a great city - the First City in the world - and here vampires and 
mortals coexisted in peace. 

The Antediluvians and the Clans 

_It could not last. Caine's childer squabbled for their sire's affections, and once again the mortals were used 

as pawns in the feud. Finally the city was thrown down - some say a natural disaster was the cause; others, that a 
spurned childe's vengeful sorcery precipitated the cataclysm. Caine vanished into the wastes, never to be heard 
from again. The three vampires of the Second Generation likewise disappeared into the mists of legend. But 
Caine's 13 grandchilder, free from restraint, began breeding new vampires with abandon. The 13 vampires 
became known as Antediluvians, and their childer, created in their images, inherited the Antediluvians' magical 
gifts and curses. Thus were the clans formed. 

The Dark Ages 

_The clans spread across the world, sowing discord and misery. Though each successive generation of 

vampires proved weaker than the last, they made up for it with greater numbers. In the ziggurats of Babylon, in 
the palaces of Crete, in the tribunals of Rome, vampires ruled as shadowy tyrants, forever using mortals as food 
and unwitting soldiers. Vampire warred with vampire, clan with clan, and thus - from the ancient rivalries of the 
First City - was born the great Jyhad, which is still fought today. 

_The Kindred reached their worst excesses during the early Middle Ages. During this period, many vampires 

ruled openly, smothering peasant and lord alike beneath their nocturnal grip. The vampiric population reached 
unhealthy numbers, and it seemed that the Earth would belong to the Kindred forever. 

The Anarch Revolt 

_Again, it could not last. The Children of Caine, in their hubris, began to flaunt their power flagrantly. 



Terrified peasants whispered of the monsters in their midst - and the Church began to listen. The reports of a few 
horrified priests spawned a frenzied Inquisition, and vengeful mortals rose up in a tide of fire and blood. Though 
individually much more powerful than mortals, even the mightiest vampires could not stand against the humans' 
sheer numbers; vampire after vampire was dragged from its lair and hurled into fire or sunlight. 

_In the throes of the Inquisition, a current of revolt gripped the Children of Caine. Younger vampires, who 

were being deployed as sacrificial lambs by terrified elders, began to rise up against their sires and masters. In 
Eastern Europe, a group of vampires learned how to sever the mystic bonds through which sires controlled their 
childer. Soon all of Europe seethed beneath a nocturnal revolt, as rebellious childer threw off the yoke of their 
masters. Between the Inquisition and the revolt of the vampire "anarchs," it seemed as though the Kindred would 
not survive. 

_And so, in the 15th century, a council was called. Seven of the 13 clans united in an organization called the 

Camarilla. With its advantage of numbers, the Camarilla suppressed the anarchs and agreed to exist behind a 
great Masquerade. 

_Never more shall vampires rule openly, the lords of the Camarilla decreed. We shall hide among the 

mortals, and conceal our natures from our prey, and in a few decades the mortals will know vampires only as 
myths. 

Thus, the Masquerade was born, and the Inquisition gradually forgot its original target. Those anarchs who 
would not join the Camarilla were driven into the wastes, from which they would later emerge as the dread 
Sabbat cult. With the discovery of the New World and the dawn of science, humanity gradually forgot about the 
Kindred, relegating them to the status of childhood legends. 

_But, though hidden, vampires were still quite real. The wars of the Jyhad raged on, though the nights of 

open battle were replaced by sudden ambushes and maneuvering of human pawns. Weaving their webs 
throughout the ever-expanding cities, the Kindred eschewed their previous games for more methodical but no 
less deadly ones. 

The Modem Nights and Gehenna 

_And the wars continued down the centuries, and continue still. The Jyhad rages as it always has - though 

skyscrapers take the place of castles, machine-guns and missiles replace swords and torches, and stock portfolios 
substitute for vaults of gold, the game remains the same. Kindred battles Kindred, clan battles clan, Camarilla 
battles Sabbat, as they have for eons. Vampiric feuds begun during the nights of Charlemagne play themselves 
out on the streets of New York City; an insult whispered in the court of the Sun King may find itself answered by 
a corporate takeover in Sao Paolo. The ever-swelling cities provide countless opportunities for feeding, 
powermongering - and war. 

_Increasingly, vampires speak of Gehenna - the long-prophesied night of apocalypse when the most ancient 

vampires, the mythical Antediluvians, will rise from their hidden lairs to devour all the younger vampires. This 
Gehenna, so the Kindred say, will presage the end of the world, as vampires and mortals alike are consumed in 
an inexorable tide of blood. Some vampires strive to prevent Gehenna, some fatalistically await it, and still 
others consider it a myth. Those who believe in Gehenna, however, say that the end time comes very soon - 
perhaps in a matter of years. 

The Six Traditions 

Camarilla vampires swear to uphold the legendary Six Traditions of Caine, the laws which Caine supposedly 
passed to his progeny. Like any other laws, the Traditions are commonly ignored, bent or violated outright. 

The First Tradition: 

The Masquerade 

Thou shall not reveal thy nature to those not of the Blood. Doing so shall renounce thy claims of Blood. 



The Second Tradition: 

The Domain| 

Thy domain is thine own concern. All others owe thee respect while in it. None may challenge thy word while in 
thy domain. 

The Third Tradition: 

The Progeny 

Thou shall sire another only with the permission of thine elder. If thou createst another without thine elder's 
leave, both thee and thy progeny shall be slain. 

The Fourth Tradition: 

The Accounting 

Those thou create are thine own childer. Until thy progeny shall be released, thou shall command them in all 
things. Their sins are thine to endure. 

The Fifth Tradition: 

Hospitality 

Honor one another's domain. When thou comest to a foreign city, thou shall present thyself to the one who ruleth 
there. Without the word of acceptance, thou art nothing. 

The Sixth Tradition: 

Destruction 

Thou art forbidden to destroy another of thy kind. The right of destruction belongeth only to thine elder. Only the 
eldest among thee shall call the blood hunt. 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:02 AM 
Woe of death - Rose of Life 

December 18, 2008 by crownlessxx | Edit 


in the garden by the roses 

with no light to reflect their color 

i used to sit by you 

each and every day they grew, 

they grew more like you 


decaying pieces of dress you wore 
once lied bleeding at your roots 
not so red now though,they still sit by you 
and the soft red petals you bore 
seemed to reflect my woe 


with my hand on your hand 
i used to sit by you 
seeing you turn to blue, 
and with your speaking eyes 
you told me a thing or two 


about how they hated you. 
and that hatred they stuck, 
they stuck in your heart with glue 
and the parasite that dwell 



in, was drawing you off.. 


so i had to save you.. 

and the rusty knife in your heart 

stood silently cutting that parasite in two 

it still lies here under your roots 

your soft heart couldn’t prevent it’s fall 


when you never took your pretty eyes off me 
i knew I was the only one you knew 
and i was the only one you loved 
and with your pretty legs parted in two 
you was never going to leave 


now i lay awake on the black soil 
you yielded to 

looking at the roses and the leaves 

smiling to the moon 

withering ones can feed my wound 


and in the light, every once in a while 

i see them., one or two passing us by 

and i couldn’t let them have a rose from you.. 

yet i could never hold you to this world of mine 

at least not your fragrance..of the rose i grew 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:04 AM 

that's about all ive written which fits this occasion lol let me when you guys are talking about child molestation 
or necrophilia lol. 

~v3n0m~ 10-07-2009 12:05 AM 

thx for the info gihan, atula. 

i like this. 

we are all psychos... worse people are getting treatments, hehe! maybe this is how the vampire concept has been 
coming from generation to generation... maybe its something begining from the human mind, same could applies 
to werewolf as well.. 

atula's assumption of that all people living in this world are dumb expect him and osho could be something 
similar to this phenomena. 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:06 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644640) 

My Shameful Love.. 


January 17, 2009 by crownlessxx | Edit 



i was the prettiest creature 
with such an inappropriate nature 
which is hidden and apparently shy 
it is my shameful love who seeks her 
who is falling for my desperate cry 


then the pretty world i show her 

with bit of a beastly hunger 

are not the things i really imply 

but from what i can remember 

i am then made of things which cannot die 

how i became your favorite liar 

with all the flaws which once you’d admire 

i might say you are just too uptight 

when the real love is too queer 

for you to decipher in a lustful night 

those sweet words once you’d whisper 
are going to stay with me upon a hanger 
in my gallery in the moon’s spotlight 
and weep for my heart as you linger 
in my eternal eyes shining bright 


and in another lonely day of daylight 
holding up your head so close i might 
tell you of them who hated my so called crimes 
and laying on your sweet skin so white 
we can dream of romantic night times 

when reading the above i feel like he want to be real sometimes, but deep down what he want is to bang her :lol: 
AtulaSiriwardane 10-07-2009 12:07 AM 

"I didn't have the supervision I should have had once I got out... I was supposed to see my parole officer every 
other week and a social worker the other week. 

"I never did. I think if I had, I would have made it. 

"Two weeks after I was on the streets, I got scared because I hadn't seen anyone. 

"Finally, I called the district parole office and asked if I was doing something wrong... was I supposed to go to 
my parole officer, or would he come to see me, I asked." 

Kemper said the man on the phone asked him, "What’s the matter, you got a problem?" When Kemper told him, 
"no," the man replied, "Well, we're awfully busy with people who have; we'll get to you." 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-07-2009 12:08 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644710) 

when reading the above i feel like he want to be real sometimes, but deep down what he want is to bang her :lol: 
Kemper just took the step. 

:) 



ElaKiri Community 

Page 3 of 3 < 1 2 3 

Show 40 post(s) from this thread on one page 

ElaKiri Community (http://www.elakiri.com/forum/index.php) 

- ElaKiri Talk! (http://www.elakiri.com/forum/forumdisplay.php?f=7) 

- - I was the hunter and they were the victims. (http://www.elakiri.corn/forum/showthread.php?t=250264) 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:08 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644702) 
child molestation 

very recently there was lods of threads that u could have gone and post :lol: 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:10 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by AtulaSiriwardane (Post 5644722) 

Kemper just took the step. 

o 

Kemper must be a big Metal Fan 

0 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:10 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644710) 

when reading the above i feel like he want to be real sometimes, but deep down what he want is to bang her :lol: 
lol i think he did bang her :lol: of course after which he did more to her. 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:11 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644723) 

very recently there was lods of threads that u could have gone and post :lol: 
lol there was? well they musta been lacking the atmosphere this thread possess :) 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644728) 

Kemper must be a big Metal Fan 

o 

what the hell they are not metal lyrics lol. :lol: 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:11 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644730) 

lol i think he did bang her :lol: of course after which he did more to her. 

so his intentions are clear, but deep down in his mind he wan in love with that women also 

AtulaSiriwardane 10-07-2009 12:13 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by ~v3n0m~ (Post 5644706) 
thx for the info gihan, atula. 


i like this. 



we are all psychos... worse people are getting treatments, hehe! maybe this is how the vampire concept has been 
coming from generation to generation... maybe its something begining from the human mind, same could applies 
to werewolf as well.. 

atula's assumption of that all people living in this world are dumb expect him and osho could be something 
similar to this phenomena. 

I have gone through 

many closer to the edgeexperiences. 

Somehow 
I was saved, 

without going over the edge, 

probably the Buddhist background helped me. 


twisted 10-07-2009 12:14 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644740) 

so his intentions are clear, but deep down in his mind he wan in love with that women also 
lol i usually dont give away the meaning like this but the hell this is nearly a year old, and i dont know how you 
fail to see it here lol but he kinda killed her prior to poem and plant a rose on her grave :rofl: man my mind was 
fucked a year ago. 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:14 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644739) 


what the hell they are not metal lyrics lol. :lol: 
we can tun them in to ’’Yakada” :lol: 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:15 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644754) 
we can tun them in to ’’Yakada” :lol: 

hehe i want ’’cock and ball torture”, a grindcore act, to play that poem as a song :lol: 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:17 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644752) 

lol i usually dont give away the meaning like this but the hell this is nearly a year old, and i dont know how you 
fail to see it here lol but he kinda killed her prior to poem and plant a rose on her grave :rofl: man my mind was 
fucked a year ago. 

write something like -Guns and Roses - November Rain 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:18 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644761) 

hehe i want ’’cock and ball torture”, a grindcore act, to play that poem as a song :lol: 

we can get some help from our Sri Lankan Rappers to put some Rap part in middle and make it a gud song 


twisted 10-07-2009 12:19 AM 
Quote: 



Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644767) 
write something like -Guns and Roses - November Rain 
i might have..let me check my blog ..:) 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:20 AM 

anyway i was watching this video of younis kan dropping a simple catch at the semi finals and i get the feeling 
this was done intentionally, maybe match fixing 

http://www. youtube. com/watch?v=azqurRSjzRo 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:21 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644774) 

we can get some help from our Sri Lankan Rappers to put some Rap part in middle and make it a gud song 
lol rappers have to kill me first besides they can never be this hilarious 


GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:21 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644777) 
i might have..let me check my blog ..:) 

but add more flavor in to it, i always like the part the guitarist smoking a cigar on top of the piano and playing, 
but extend the story to Born, Marry, honeymoon, women getting pregnant and then kill her 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:24 AM 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644786) 

lol rappers have to kill me first besides they can never be this hilarious 


what the heck ? Anal cult - baby on fire :lol: 

twisted 10-07-2009 12:27 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644790) 

but add more flavor in to it, i always like the part the guitarist smoking a cigar on top of the piano and playing, 
but extend the story to Born, Marry, honeymoon, women getting pregnant and then kill her 
i havent heard that song in years :) 

Quote: 

Originally Posted by GihanFX (Post 5644804) 

what the heck ? Anal cult - baby on fire :lol: 

lol lyrics are really funny i first thought it was a parody :rofl: 

GihanFX 10-07-2009 12:31 AM 
Quote: 

Originally Posted by twisted (Post 5644817) 


lol lyrics are really funny i first thought it was a parody :rofl: 
lol :rofl: 
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From the peaks of the Blue Ridge and the Great Smoky Mountains, to the river 
valleys of the French Broad and Catawba, North Carolina has a long history that 
is steeped in rich Appalachian traditions. Despite the Hollywood “hillbilly” 
stereotype, Appalachians carry a sense of pride for their culture, language, and 
heritage. 


Isolated from the outside world, Appalachian regions have long struggled with rough rocky terrain for farming and 
plagued with poverty. Immigrants from Europe began migrating to the area in the 18th century with a large 
proportion of the population being Ulster Scots and Scotch-lrish. Many pioneers moved into areas largely 
separated from civilization by high mountain ridges and our pioneer ancestors were rugged, self-sufficient and 
brought many traditions from the Celtic Old World that is still a part of Appalachian culture today. 


If you grew up Appalachian, you usually had a family relative who was gifted and could foresee 
approaching death, omens or dreams of things to come. 


There was always a granny witch to call on when someone was sick and needed special magic for healing. 
Superstitions about death were common and were considered God’s will. One thing for sure, no matter how hard 
you fought it, death always won. 


Appalachian folks are no stranger to death. For the Dark Horseman visited so frequently, houses were made with 
two front doors. One door was used for happy visits and the other door, known as the funeral door, would open 
into the deathwatch room for sitting up with the dead. Prior to the commercialization of the funeral industry, funeral 
homes and public cemeteries were virtually nonexistent in the early days of the Appalachian settlers. 


For Whom the Bell Tolls... 


In small Appalachian villages, the local church bell would toll to alert others a death has occurred. Depending on 
the age of the deceased, the church bell would chime once for every year of their life they had lived on this earth. 
Family and friends quickly stop what they were doing and gather at the deceased family’s homestead to comfort 
loved ones. Women in the community would bring food as the immediate family would make funeral preparations 
for burial. The men would leave their fields to meet together and dig a hole for the grave and the local carpenter 
would build a coffin based on the deceased loved one’s body measurements. 

Due to the rocky terrain, sometimes dynamite was used to clear enough rock for the body to be buried. Coffins 
used to be made from trunks of trees called “tree coffins”. Overtime, pine boxes replaced the tree coffins. They 
were lined with cloth usually made from cotton, linen or silk and the outside of the coffin was covered in black 
material. If a person died in the winter, the ground would be too frozen to dig a grave. In this case, the dead would 
simply be placed in a protected area outdoors until spring. 

After the bell tolls, every mirror in the home would be draped with dark cloth and curtains would be closed. It was 
believed that by covering the mirror, a returning spirit could not use the looking glass as a portal and would cross 
over into their new life. The swinging hands on the clock were stopped not only to record the time of death, but it 
was believed that when a person died, time stood still for them. 

Preparing the Body 

Before the use of embalming, the burial would be the next day since there were no means of preserving the body. 
To prepare the body, the deceased would be “laid out” and remained in the home until burial. The body would be 
placed on a cooling board or “laying out” board. Depending on the family, the “laying out” board might be a door 
taken off the hinges, a table, ironing board or piece of lumber. Many families had a specific board for the purpose 
of laying out the body that had been passed down from generations. 

The “laying ouf board would then be placed on two chairs or sawhorses so the body could be stretched out 
straight. Depending on what position the person was in when they died, sometimes it was necessary to break 
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bones or soak parts of the body in warm water to get the corpse flat on the board. As rigor mortis began to set in, 
some folks have actually heard bones cracking and breaking which would cause the corpse to move as it began to 
stiffen. The board would then be covered with a sheet and a rope was used to tie the body down to keep it straight 
and to prevent it from suddenly jerking upright. 

Scottish traditions used the process of saining which is a practice 
of blessing and protecting the body. Saining was performed by 
the oldest woman in the family. The family member would light a 
candle and wave it over the corpse three times. Three handfuls 
of salt were put into a wooden bowl and placed on the body’s 
chest to prevent the corpse from rising unexpectedly. 

Once the body was laid out, their arms were folded across the 
chest and legs brought together and tied near the feet. A 
handkerchief was tied under the chin and over the head to keep 
the corpse’s mouth from opening. To prevent discoloration of the 
skin, a towel was soaked in soda water and placed over the face 
until time for viewing. Aspirin and water were also used 
sometimes to prevent the dead from darkening. If the loved one 
died with their eyes open, weights or coins were placed over the 

Silver coins or 50 cent pieces were used instead of pennies because the copper would turn the skin green. Once 
the corpse was in place, the body would then be washed with warm soap and water. Then family members would 
dress the loved one in their best attire which was usually already picked out by the person before they passed. 

The body of the dead is never left alone until it was time to take the deceased for burial. 

Sitting Up With the Dead 

After the body has been prepared, the body is placed in the handmade coffin for viewing and placed in the parlor 
or funeral room. The custom of “sitting up with the dead” is also called a “Wake”. Most times a handmade quilt 
would be placed over the body along with flowers and herbs. The ritual of sending flowers to a funeral came from 
this very old tradition. The aroma from the profusion of flowers around the deceased helped mask the odor of 
decomposition. 

Flowers as a form of grave decoration were not widely used in the United States until after the mid-nineteenth 
century. In the Southern Appalachians, traditional grave decorations included personal effects, toys, and other 
items such as shells, rocks, and pottery sherds. Bunches of wildflowers and weeds, homemade plant or vegetable 
wreaths, and crepe paper flowers gradually attained popularity later in the nineteenth century. Placing formal 
flower arrangements on graves was gradually incorporated into traditional decoration day events in the twentieth 
century. 



Post-mortem picture of the body placed on a cooling board or 
“laying out” board. 

eyes to close them. 


The day after the Wake, the body would be loaded 
into a wagon and taken to the church for the 
funeral service. Family and friends walked behind 
the wagon all dressed in black. The church bell 
would toll until the casket was brought into the 
church. This would be the last viewing as friends 
and family walked past the casket to take a final 
look at the body. Some would place a variety of 
objects in the coffin such as jewelry, tobacco, 
pipes, toys, a bible and every once in an alcoholic 
beverage. 

Today, a strong sense of community continues to 
dominate Appalachian burial customs even though 
the modern funeral industry has changed the 
customs slightly. The social dimension has 
changed completely since caskets are commercially produced and graves are seldom dug by hand. Modern 
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funeral homes have made the task of burial more convenient but the downside is there is less personal 
involvement. Personalized care for the dead is an important aspect of family and community life in Appalachia. 
And we can certainly say for sure that the days of conducting the entire procedure necessary to bury a person, all 
done by caring neighbors, with no charge involved, are no longer practiced. 
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The Skull-Faced Bishop: The Horrific Image of One Vancouver Island 

Ghost - #FolkloreThursday folklorethursday.com 


H - #FolkloreThursday 

(f 

1 v J - Bishop Seghers’ apparition is one of Vancouver Island’s most terrifying visages. He is said to appear in 
full priest attire, gliding across the cathedral’s floor from out of the shadows. Instead of a face, or hair, or 
flesh of any kind, however, the priest has a bare-boned smiling skull set upon his shoulders. 

Waves of people arrived in Victoria during the gold rush of 1858, numbering in the tens of thousands: Americans, 
Australians, Polish Jews, Italians, Chinese, Eastern Canadians, Britons, Hawaiians (Kanaka), and others. Many of 
the people were only passing through, but thousands of opportunists following the prospectors stayed at the fort, 
turning Victoria into a city overnight. Drinking establishments and brothels sprang up everywhere. A jail soon 
followed. Then came the places of worship. 


The Quadra Street Cemetery was located beside a small church. Most of Victoria’s first prayer houses were little 
more than temporary gathering places. Grander buildings followed in the decades to come. The still-standing 
synagogue on Pandora Street was built in 1863, making it the oldest in Canada. The Presbyterians also had a 
congregation as early as 1866, but didn’t complete the still-used St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church until 1889. The 
Anglican Church of Our Lord was built in 1876 and is still used today. Chinatown’s first Tam Kung Temple was built 
that same year. Many more churches would be constructed in the 1890s, including the Catholic’s new St. Andrew’s 
Cathedral (not to be confused with the similarly named Presbyterian church). 



St. Andrew’s Cathedral on View 
Street in Victoria. Photo by Shanon 
Sinn. 


It wasn’t long before Francis Fuller—the Irishman— 
began to demonstrate symptoms of “insanity.” By today’s 
Bishop Charles John seghers ca. standards, Fuller would have likely been diagnosed with 

httpsV/en.wikipedieLorg/wiki/Charies Ji paranoid schizophrenia. He heard voices, for example, 

saying that his travel companions were part of a 

conspiracy to kill him. When the French labourer disappeared, the priests believed that he had simply become 


St. Andrew’s Cathedral was believed to be haunted as early as 1890. Construction had 
only just begun on the new cathedral, when a lone gunman shot and killed an innocent 
man—David Fee—as Christmas Eve Mass was letting out. According to court records, 
during the subsequent trial, the defendant’s lawyer argued that his client had mistaken 
David Fee for “a ghost.” The site was believed to be haunted by the murdered bishop 
buried there. 

Charles John Seghers: Priest and Bishop in the Pacific Northwest 1839-1886: A 
Biography by Gerard G. Steckler provides a well-researched overview of the bishop’s 
life and death. Born in Belgium in 1839, Charles Seghers attended a college that was 
founded to provide America with English-speaking clergymen. He responded to an 
appeal for the colony of Vancouver Island, arriving in Victoria in 1863. By 1873 he was 
named Bishop of Vancouver Island. 

In 1886, Seghers decided to go on a mission to the 
remote regions of Alaska, “spreading [the] Divine 
Saviour’s gospel among the heathen.” He brought with 
him two other priests, an Irish assistant, and a French- 
Canadian labourer. The goal was to travel overland from 
the Yukon River in order to reach a particularly remote 
village before the Protestants did. The trek would be a 
vigorous November journey through harsh weather and 
over rough terrain. Used to hardship, the priests led by 
Bishop Seghers embraced the assignment as a matter 
of faith and duty. They set sail, landed in Alaska, and 
then started their overland journey almost immediately. 
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tired of Fuller’s increasing instability. In later years, reporters would speculate that he might have been Fuller’s first 
victim. 

Bishop Seghers believed he could control Fuller, despite the concerns of the other priests. Frustrated with the 
situation, the bishop sent the priests on a side mission while he and Fuller carried on with three First Nation 
guides. One of the guides left the party at a trading station. The remaining members continued on their way. Fuller 
began to act more and more erratic. 

On the morning of November 28, 1886, Fuller shot Bishop Seghers through the heart as he leaned over to gather 
his gear. The man died instantly in front of the two horrified guides. Fuller immediately began to act even more 
bizarre, shaking one of the guide’s hands while expressing to them that “the man” needed to be killed. The guides 
wrapped up the body and left to get help with Fuller accompanying them willingly. 

The party reached the village that day. No one knew what to do with Fuller. He wasn’t immediately incarcerated, 
but was instead sent to another village for the winter, away from two local white women who had expressed 
“terror” at being in his presence. Fuller continued to act strangely over the duration of the winter, apparently 
changing his story as to what had happened several times. 

It wasn’t until spring that the other priests learned of the bishop’s death. By the time the body was recovered from 
the site of the murder, his face had been partially eaten by mice. Bishop Seghers’ body was moved to the 
cemetery at St. Michael in Alaska and finally buried in July of 1887. 

The trial against Fuller was disappointing, at least for those who’d revered the bishop. Unable to decide if Fuller 
should be hanged for first-degree murder, or if he was “not guilty” due to reasons of “insanity,” the jury instead 
chose a compromise: Fuller was convicted of manslaughter, sentenced to ten years of hard labour, and fined one 
thousand dollars. People were outraged. They thought that the man was either guilty or he wasn’t. Fuller had 
admitted to killing the bishop; his reasons for the act changed with each telling, but never his admission of guilt. 

In 1888, the Catholic Church had the body of Bishop Seghers exhumed and brought home to Victoria. He was 
placed in an ebony casket with silver mountings and brought to St. Andrew’s Cathedral. The British Colonist 
reported that Victoria gave the body a hero’s welcome, and people lined the streets. Even the Navy participated in 
the ceremony. 

There were rumours that Bishop Seghers had been shot through the head, so the casket was opened in private. 
The cause of death was confirmed as a bullet wound. At the time, the attending priests recorded that the body was 
in a state of decay, but also that the bishop was still easily recognizable. Bishop Seghers was then placed in a 
crypt alongside another bishop and a priest who had been appointed a bishop, but who had died before being 
consecrated. 

The silver plate on Bishop Seghers’ ebony coffin read: 

“Most Rev. Charles John Seghers. Died Nov. 28th, 1886: aged 47 years. R.I.P.” 

He was finally buried in Victoria on November 16, 1888, at St. Andrew’s Cathedral. 

The first cathedral had been built in 1884, but a Gothic revival replacement was being constructed in 1890. Court 
records in the David Fee murder case indicate that the construction site needed to hire night watchmen because 
someone—or something—was playing “pranks” on the men at the location. It’s uncertain exactly what was 
happening at the time, but the mischief had given rise to two contrasting explanations. Some of the men believed 
that ghosts were to blame, while others felt vandals were coming into the area and moving items around at night. 
According to the British Colonist, there was at least one incident where a man was found inside the cordoned-off 
area by a night watchman and hit with a lantern. 

While the building was taking place, an Irishman named Lawrence Whelan was accused of placing a Fenian 
Brotherhood flag up in the construction area. This was to demonstrate his support for the Irish in the United States 
who were protesting British rule in Ireland. Not surprisingly, labourers were ordered to take the flag down to the 
frustration of the Irishman. Witnesses claimed that Whelan said he would make whoever took the flag down “pay.” 
What he meant by this would later be debated in court. 
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Hands must have been short on Christmas Eve, as Whelan was hired as the night watchman for the evening. He 
carried a shotgun as a deterrent. Witnesses testified that Whelan thought the gun was loaded with a type of shot 
that would scare a man away, but wouldn’t hurt him. He had been drinking all night. As Christmas Mass in the 
original Cathedral building let out, two men in white jackets and bowler hats exited, walking by Whelan. One of the 
men carried a toy trumpet that he sounded as they passed him. The man’s name was David Fee. For reasons that 
remain unclear to this day, the Irishman lifted his gun and shot Fee in the torso. The young man fell to the ground 
and died in a matter of moments. Whelan initially ran away, but later turned himself in. 

Prosecutors claimed that Whelan was upset over the flag incident and that he had shot the wrong man in 
retaliation by mistake. The intended target, they said, usually wore a white jacket. The evidence supporting this 
claim—including testimony—was especially weak. 

Whelan’s defence lawyer, on the other hand, said that the fear of ghosts was a factor in the killing of Fee. After the 
case was over, Whelan even went so far as to say that the Devil may have come behind him and pulled the trigger. 
He claimed he didn’t understand how the gun could have gone off. 

According to the British Colonist, witnesses remained divided as to whether or not Whelan was afraid of ghosts. A 
letter to the editor at the time even brought into question whether or not the electric light on the corner had been 
on. The speculation, of course, was that Whelan could have easily mistaken the two men in white as ghosts if it 
had not. 

In a coincidence too great to ignore, a jury sentenced Whelan with manslaughter, similar to Bishop Seghers’ killer. 
The British Colonist said that Judge Begbie, the “Hanging Judge,” was upset at the jury’s light-handed approach. 
After a condemning speech, he sent Whelan away to serve a life sentence. Whelan was released after serving 
only ten years for good behaviour. 

Victoria’s Ghostly Walks tour guides claim that both murder victims have been seen at St. Andrew’s Cathedral. Fee 
is sometimes described as being in a white clown-like jacket with a red pompom in the middle of it. Accounts 
during the trial said that the white jackets worn by the men had red “braids” across their chests. 

The guides claim that Fee has been seen on Christmas Eve, near the site where he was shot. The sighting is 
rumoured to accompany the sound of a gunshot. Fee is also believed to haunt the Ross Bay Cemetery. 

Bishop Seghers’ apparition, on the other hand, is one of Vancouver Island’s most terrifying visages: a man in full 
priest attire glides across the cathedral’s floor from out of the shadows. Sometimes he stands still and stares. His 
smile can be seen, even in the dark—that wide, toothy, piteous smile. As one’s eyes adjust to the shadows, a chill 
creeps inside of a chest refusing to breathe. Instead of a face, or hair, or flesh of any kind, the apparition of the 
priest has a bare-boned smiling skull set upon his shoulders. 

It is not exactly what one would expect from a man who has dedicated his life to spreading the word of God. The 
bare skull is odd too. The only reported damage to the bishop’s face at the time was from field mice. As already 
noted, the British Colonist account of the funeral said that Seghers was recognizable in his coffin, suggesting his 
face had remained intact even though mice had eaten part of it. Why he’d appear without flesh on his face is a 
mystery. Like others, this story may have morphed over time as it was passed from one teller to another. 

Perhaps the manifestation was an intentional choice on the part of the entity? If this is the case, then the spirit’s 
motive must be to inspire fear. 

Some believe that ghosts truly are the dead. These otherworldly beings are often said to exist because they have 
unfinished business in the mortal realm, or because they don’t know that they have died. In either case, the ghost 
of Bishop Seghers would have to be attached to his physical body, as the murder occurred at a distant location. 
Additionally, the bishop had no connection to the cathedral he is now reported to haunt, as it hadn’t even been built 
yet. 

There is another possibility though. Perhaps a separate negative entity attached itself to Bishop Seghers’ body? 
According to some schools of thought—including the Catholic idea of demons—such a dark being could have 
been connected to Fuller originally, or even to the land where the murder took place. Either way, beings such as 
these are sometimes said to persuade the weak to kill. If this was the case in the bishop’s death, could this spirit 
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have somehow been involved in the second murder as well? As already mentioned, Whelan claimed “the Devil” 
may have pulled the trigger from behind him. The idea deserves consideration if nothing else. 

As recently as 2008, another innocent man was shot and killed near the spot that Fee was. The Times Colonist 
reported that there had been a dispute at the Red Jacket nightclub across the street from the site of Fee’s murder. 
The guilty man claimed in court that the killing had been accidental, a spillover from a dispute with another man. 

He said the victim hadn’t been the intended target at all; in fact, no one had even seen him. Could the murder be 
yet another coincidence? Or does this tragedy have darker implications as well? Thankfully, in this case, the 
mastermind behind the attack was sentenced to life in prison, with no possibility of parole for fourteen years. 

Bishop Seghers’ body continues to rest in the crypt beneath St. Andrew’s Cathedral, 125 years after he was first 
buried. The church has a beautiful stained-glass window that honours him as well. Some people believe that the 
bishop’s spirit never found rest. The idea has existed for almost as long as he’s been buried there, making the 
Skull-Faced Bishop one of Vancouver Island’s earliest recorded ghost stories. 

Reprinted with the permission of TouchWood Editions. Shanon Sinn ©2017 

‘Vancouver Island is known worldwide for its arresting natural beauty, but those who live here know that it is also 
imbued with a palpable supernatural energy. Researcher Shanon Sinn found his curiosity piqued by stories of 
mysterious sightings on the island-ghosts, sasquatches, sea serpents-but he was disappointed in the sensational 
and sometimes disrespectful way they were being retold or revised. Acting on his desire to transform these stories 
from unsubstantiated gossip to thoroughly researched accounts, Sinn uncovered fascinating details, identified 
historical inconsistencies, and now retells these encounters as accurately as possible.Investigating 25 spellbinding 
tales that wind their way from the south end of the island to the north, Sinn explored hauntings in cities, in the 
forest, and on isolated logging roads. In addition to visiting castles, inns, and cemeteries, he followed the trail of 
spirits glimpsed on mountaintops, beaches, and water, and visited Heriot Bay Inn on Quadra Island and the 
Schooner Restaurant in Tofino to personally scrutinize reports of hauntings. Featuring First Nations stories from 
each of the three Indigenous groups who call Vancouver Island home-the Coast Salish, the Nuu-chah-nulth, and 
the Kwakwaka’wakw-the book includes an interview with Hereditary Chief James Swan of Ahousaht.’ 

By D.C. McGannon & C. Michael McGannon Halloween 
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Smuggling. The word has 
been entwined with 
romantic delusions and 
depictions for many years. 
However, in reality this 
could not be further from 
the truth. From concepts of 
men in fancy clothes to 
moonlit coves and caverns; 
the idea of the smuggler 
has been mixed with an 
almost heroic taste. Yet, the 
graphic novella ‘The Eyrie’ 
presents both the reality of 
smuggling and indeed, the 
haunting tales that 

accompany it. 

So, what is the reality of smuggling? Smuggling was a violent trade of moving commodities illegally which relied on 
the cover of night and bad weather. In fact, in some coastal towns the term for stormy weather is still referred to as 
‘smuggling weather’ perhaps demonstrating how the activities of smugglers from hundreds of years ago still 
impact the present day. Smuggling, despite being recorded as early as the thirteenth century, mainly occurred 
during the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. 

Leafing through The Eyrie by Thom Burgess, it’s difficult to miss layer upon layer of owl symbolism, and reference 
to the sinister ‘owlers’. The term owling was said to have derived from the smuggling of wool, often assumed to be 
linked to the idea of smuggling in the night, but it has also been implied that it could be a differentiation of the word 
‘woolers’. Historically the owling trade occurred mainly on the Sussex and Kent shores. This trade was particularly 
violent by nature as they had large gangs who were well armed. Interestingly, due to the violent nature of the 
owlers, in 1698 riding officers were appointed for the first time, demonstrating the severity of the situation during 
this period. 



Owls have been regarded as bad omens 
in multiple periods of time, a striking 
comparison from the Classical Greek 
perception of owls being associated with 
Athena. It was the Romans in particular 
who regarded owls as omens of death, 
and when they came to occupy the British 
Isles, they brought this ideology along 
with them. In classical mythology the 
striges were owl like creatures which 
would feed on the blood of children. So 
feared were the owls that Pliny wrote that 
bad news and misfortune followed their 
screeching cries. Ironically the smugglers 
used the owl call themselves as a way of 
communicating. 

Sussex has a long history of smuggling activities, so it is not entirely surprising that entities of the dead have been 
recorded. Numerous sightings of paranormal activity from The Smugglers Inn in East Sussex have been recorded, 
a pub once owned by Stanton Collins, himself linked to a notorious criminals, the Alfriston Smuggling Gang, before 
they were later deported for their crimes to Australia. The attic of the Red Lion Inn, is another building frequented 
by the ghostly presence of the dead, each ghost said to have been a smuggler when still alive. 
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The Eyrie is set in Rye, an area sited on the edge of the 
Sussex coast, until the sea retreated, that is still steeped in 
smuggling tales of old. Supposedly haunting the area is the 
infamous ‘Hawkhurst Gang’ who mainly operated along the 
eastern side of the south coast. They were said to have 
been able to gather an army of five hundred men, should 
they have needed them, and were based in the Oak and Ivy 
Inn at Hawkhurst, but also had bases in Rye at The Mermaid 
Inn and The Olde Bell Inn. The remnants of the smugglers 
activities can still be seen within these buildings: secret 
passages, tunnels and interconnecting attics, there have 
been sightings of men dressed in old fashioned clothes 
at The Mermaid Inn, said to disappear within the areas of 
the secret passages. A victim of the notorious gang is said 
to linger in the bar area, perhaps longing for revenge. 

Iron horseshoes are steeped in folklore, an idea also drawn on in the novella. Used historically throughout the 
world, it is perhaps best known as a symbol of luck. Some have linked the shape to religious haloes, and 
connected them with protective auras, since they are made from the magically-regarded metal, iron. In the graphic 
novella the horseshoe is represented similarly in this light. In Sussex folklore, it is said that at Mayfield the 
Archbishop Saint Dunstan had a famous encounter with the Devil: Whilst was in the process of making an iron 
horseshoe, the Devil visited the saint, causing him to use the tongs to seize the Devil’s nose. This highlights how 
the horseshoe has both religious and supernatural connotations. 

While often romanticised, this was far from the truth; instead, smugglers were ruthless individuals believed to still 
haunt the Sussex landscape today. Perhaps next time you go for a walk on a ‘Smuggler’s Night’, held annually in 
December each year in Rottingdean, you will make sure to listen out for any owls nearby. After all, how can you be 
sure if it is an owl or not? 

The following two tabs change content below. 

Abigail Sieradzki 
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vacation, he may have cut one 
corner too many. And then the 
blizzard hit. 


Snow Fall: The Plane Went Down 
With His Wife, His Kid... and a 
Secret 


TREE-TOP FLIER 


Tony Mink was an experienced 


pilot, but as he flew his family to a 
Rocky Mountain Christmas 


Tony, Tony, come around. 


Something’s lost and can’t be found. 


—Prayer to Saint Anthony 

Day 1 

On Friday, Dec. 23, 1983, at 11:45 a.m., a single-engine V-tailed Beechcraft Bonanza rumbled down 
a runway at Pueblo, Colorado’s municipal airport and took off into a storm. 

At the controls was Tony Mink, a 36-year-old with dark hair, hazel eyes, and a long beard that he 
grew whenever he didn’t feel like shaving. A second-generation pilot, Mink had earned his license at 
18. Throughout his twenties, he made his living in the air, flying odd jobs and bank deliveries out of 
Utah and southern Idaho, where he’d grown up. Now, he ran an aircraft salvage business—buying 
used planes to be fixed up for resale—out of Florida, where he lived with his family. 

They were with him in the Bonanza as the wheels left the runway. In the front passenger seat was 
his wife, Chi, short for Charlene; Tony had called her that since they were high school sweethearts. 
In the back seat was Brian, their only son, a 14-year-old introvert who gravitated toward computers. 
The plane swiftly rose into the clouds, its windows beaded with melted snow. 

The Minks had left Fort Lauderdale the day before. They were en route to Salt Lake City, their 
former home, where they planned to attend a Christmas party with friends. Fort Lauderdale to Salt 
Lake City is a long haul—2,000 miles and about 12 hours. And Tony’s four-seater was a small 
plane; once in the air, there was no walking, or standing—not even space for a bathroom. This was 
the family’s version of a road trip: a cramped, uncomfortable, loud, but thrilling ride through the 
clouds. 

The storm over Colorado was just one pocket of a freak weather system that had caught forecasters 
off guard. Fueled by arctic winds from the Yukon, a cold front was lashing the entire continent. 
Blizzards raged from the Great Lakes to the Rockies and down to New Mexico. Floods wreaked 
havoc in Pennsylvania and New Jersey. Barges sat in 8 inches of ice on the Mississippi River, 
frozen till spring. Cattle were forced off the range in Texas. That morning, a SIGMET advisory was in 
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effect, meaning significant meteorological conditions such as turbulence, winds, and strong up- and 
downdrafts. 

But Tony was no stranger to hardcore flying. His father was the multiple-year winner of the “Idaho 
Safe Pilot award.” His mother was a “pinch hitter,” trained to control the plane from the right side in 
case anything happened to her husband mid-flight. “Another rotten afternoon in the mountains,” 

Mink said to himself as snow whipped past the windshield and gusts above 100 mph buffeted the 
little Bonanza. Sliding around in the baggage compartment were the Minks’ Christmas presents and 
luggage—including a heavy leather suitcase containing valuable contents that Tony was anxious to 
deliver to his lawyer in Salt Lake. 

As Tony dipped below the high Rockies, the only things visible outside were the plane’s wing lights, 
blinking in the fog. Instrument flying has a very conservative fuel requirement: You’re supposed to 
land with enough fuel to still be able to fly to your alternate airport, plus 45 minutes. After takeoff, 
he’d switched to the small tanks on the wingtips, keeping the main tank full for landing. 

Just as the plane passed over the sleepy northern New Mexico town of Tierra Amarilla, Tony noticed 
the needle twitching on his fuel flow gauge, indicating that the engine’s fuel pump was sucking up 
air. He decided to switch from a near-empty tip tank to a full one. 

Shortly before the trip, Tony had gotten new wing tanks installed, and the selector valve had been 
mounted backwards. In the thick of the moment—flying blind in heavy turbulence, close to the 
mountains—Tony forgot. Instead of switching to the full tank, he turned the dial to a position that 
disengaged the pump entirely. Starved of fuel, the engine sputtered to a stop. 
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Tony frantically tried to restart it. The Bonanza was now flying over the Tusas Mountains. Tony 
couldn’t see the ridges, but he knew they were there. He made a 90-degree turn, then another, 
flying in a square to keep the plane in air clear of peaks, while the family descended at 8,800 feet 
per minute. 

Ranchers Tony and Paul Esquibel were feeding their cattle when they spotted the wayward plane 
heading toward the northern ridge of Canjilon Mountain, where they grazed their herd in the summer 
months. “It’s going to hit,” one of them said. 

Tony’s feet worked the pedals hard as the altimeter spun counterclockwise. He re-opened the tank; 
next, he had to get air out of the hose, get fuel into the engine, and spark the starter. Beside him, 

Chi was motionless, eyes fixed forward. 
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Those 45 seconds seemed endless, suddenly quiet, drifting through the white—and then, the engine 
started again, spitting fire as it caught. Tony pulled back on the yoke and straightened out on a 
westerly course. The plane regained some speed and had begun to pull up when Chi yelled, 

“Trees!” 

There was an earsplitting crack as the Bonanza collided with three giant Alberta spruces. The trees 
severed both wings, whipping the plane around. Tony saw the engine hurtle away first, then the 
propeller. The spruces, 150 feet tall, snapped like toothpicks. Glass, plastic, and metal sprayed 
everywhere. Suspended for a moment in the treetops, the fuselage tipped, then careened down 
through the branches and slammed nose-first into the snow. 

Brian screamed, but no one heard him; his parents were both unconscious. The plane plowed 
through 7 feet of snow, carving a deep groove in the powder. Just yards shy of a hundred-foot drop, 
it collided with the base of a spruce and came to a halt. A nearby tree fell, crushing the roof. 

Tony woke to the sound of Brian shouting. His eyes were sticky with blood, and he could feel his 
heartbeat in the gash on his forehead. He saw a gaping hole where the front of the plane used to 
be. Charlene was passed out, barely breathing—half her face shredded. Wind whistled through the 
cockpit, blowing snow into her hair. 

Deep in shock, Tony charged out of the plane and sank into the powder. He picked up pieces of the 
broken craft and tried piecing it back together. “Help us!” he shouted. “She’s dying!” Brian, clutching 
his arm in pain, crawled from the wrecked cabin and tried to calm his father. Together, they stood on 
the nameless ridge, whipped by the wind. “It’s just us,” Brian told his father. “It’s just us.” 

*** 


I first encountered Tony Mink’s story when I stumbled across an old Deseret News article about the 
crash. A lot of things struck me about his saga, but none more than the image of a father lying on 
top of his shivering son on a cold Christmas in the mountains. I couldn’t get the picture out of my 
head, so I set out to learn more about the man. I flew from Los Angeles up to Portland to meet his 
brother, Ron, then to New Mexico, where I pored through old newspaper microfilm at the Santa Fe 
Public Library and spoke to volunteers and cops who’d searched for Tony Mink and his family. 
Finally, I drove nine hours across the desert to a remote corner of Utah to meet Mink’s best friend, 
Keven. We hiked together into rugged Grand Staircase National Park, where he reminisced about 
his old friend—and divulged a secret that he’d been hiding for over 30 years. 

*** 


At an apartment in Salt Lake City, a few hours after the Bonanza went down, Keven Peterson’s 
Christmas party was well underway. The tequila was half gone, but one bottle was still full—the 
Bacardi Anejo, Tony’s favorite. Keven, a short, squarely built 29-year-old with a beard even longer 
than Tony’s, planned to split the bottle with his best friend when he got there. 

Keven had gotten together most of their old crew tonight—the skydiving crew. That’s how Keven 
and Tony met, 10 years back, when Tony was piloting skydiving sorties out of Cedar Valley Airport 
near Salt Lake City. Keven was afraid of heights, but a friend dragged him along to get Keven to 
stop griping about his boring job at the steel mill. When Keven saw the pilot, he was terrified. There 
was Tony, slumped in a chair on the runway, shirt hanging out of his shorts, eyes closed, cigarette in 
one hand and a beer in the other. “I wonder what all this shit is for?” Tony joked in his cockpit, 
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waving at the plane’s gauges. Then he flashed a smile back at Keven, who decided it was safer to 
jump than to land with this guy. 

After that first leap, Keven became a full-blown adrenaline junky, joining Tony’s crew and going up 
every chance he got. The guys screamed, “Eat! Fuck! Skydive!” when they jumped instead of “One! 
Two! Three!” They all craved the rush, but none more than Tony, who’d sneak in jumps between 
flights and promised a case of beer to any diver who could beat his plane to the ground—a bet he 
usually won. Keven loved Tony’s adventurous spirit, and he owed his friend a lot. Tony had taught 
Keven how to fly, helped him negotiate a deal on his first plane, and land his current job, flying for a 
mining conglomerate—which made Keven Utah’s only bush pilot. 

Mingling around the Christmas tree in his living room were Keven’s wife and her friends, a few of 
Chi’s friends, and about eight skydiving buddies, including Tony’s business partner and co-pilot, 
Adam Glover (not his real name), visiting from South Florida and staying with his parents in Provo 
for the holidays. A nervous man with curly black hair and glasses, Adam had been Tony’s second 
choice as co-pilot and Tony was beginning to regret the decision, finding him too jumpy behind the 
controls and too volatile. Keven sensed a deep rift developing in the partnership. Tonight was 
supposed to be about forgetting all that and partying like the old days. But for that, they needed 
Tony. 

By 3 a.m. they still hadn’t heard from him. “If he crashed my plane and lived through it,” said Adam 
—the Bonanza’s registered owner—“I’ll kill the son of a bitch myself.” Solid priorities, Keven thought. 
But they were all worried. Most of the lightweights had gone home already, but Tony’s core group of 
friends—Keven, Adam Glover, and a few of the other skydivers—had stuck around trying to figure 
out what could have happened. Keven hoped Tony had just gotten a hotel, but feared the worst. At 4 
a.m., he called the FAA. “My friend’s plane is overdue,” he said. 

Meanwhile, Adam was growing more agitated by the minute. He knew something Keven didn’t: 
There was a quarter million dollars aboard that Bonanza. 

Tony and Adam weren’t salvagers. They were smugglers. 

Day 2 

That Saturday, FAA officials checked the agency’s computerized database and found no flight plan 
for the missing Bonanza. But using the plane’s registration number, logged by the tower at takeoff 
and landing, they discovered that the aircraft had departed from Pueblo airport the previous day. 
Radar operators at Albuquerque Center Radar Facility used the Bonanza’s point and time of 
departure, last known radar pings, weather, and speed projections to isolate the spot where Mink 
made a strange hook pattern before disappearing just north of 10,922 foot Canjilon Mountain in 
northern New Mexico. 

At 3 a.m. on Sunday, Christmas morning, New Mexico’s Civil Air Patrol (CAP)—an all-volunteer 
auxiliary of the U.S. Air Force with units in all 50 states—initiated a search. At dawn, two CAP 
Cessnas took off from Tierra Amarilla airport and a third from Santa Fe airport. Their objective was 
to search a square on the map—known as a grid—over Canjilon Mountain. The volunteer pilots had 
checked the weather reports and knew another storm was fast approaching the area. 

Working out of the back of a hand-me-down Air Force trailer at Santa Fe airport, CAP’S mission 
coordinator wasn’t getting a signal from an emergency locator transmitter (ELT), a small device that 
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emits a distress signal upon impact. That meant his pilots would have to eyeball the wreck. It was 
rough, heavily wooded country. A plane had crashed in the same spot a year earlier and wasn’t 
discovered until after the thaw, all four of its passengers dead. 

En route to Canjilon, the CAP pilots lost visibility in the storm and had to turn back. With the 
mountain socked in, CAP grounded its aircraft and suspended the search. 

In Salt Lake City, meanwhile, Keven Peterson and Adam Glover grew tired of waiting for help from 
the authorities. They organized their own search party, consisting of Keven and Adam, two of Tony’s 
skydiving pals, and Tony’s older brother, Ron. Adam reserved a turboprop airplane to shuttle the 
group down to Santa Fe along with two helicopters from Albuquerque charter companies to search 
the area where Tony’s Bonanza had disappeared from radar. 

Ron, a 39-year-old acupuncturist and student of ESP, climbed aboard the turboprop as it powered 
up on a snowy runway at Salt Lake City airport. He believed he was spiritually connected with his 
brother, and if Tony was dead, he would have felt something. He’d already consulted his clairvoyant, 
who’d confirmed that Tony and his family were alive. Wearing his favorite cowboy hat, he took his 
seat and closed his eyes, quietly searching for Tony’s energy and trying to send some to his little 
brother to keep him warm. 

Keven thought all that psychic stuff was crap. He knew Tony was alive, too, but it was because his 
friend was the best pilot he’d ever seen, and if anyone could crash a plane and live through it, it was 
Tony. 

Keven had led survival classes for BYU as a teen and used to devour the rescue stories in Boys Life 
magazine, but he’d never been on a search before, so he hadn’t been sure what to pack. He’d 
grabbed a sleeping bag, two rifles, his favorite parachute, a pair of his wife’s ski pants for Chi, and 
that bottle of Bacardi for Tony. 

As their big turbo-prop passed over the Tusas Mountains, bucking in heavy turbulence through the 
storm, Keven asked the pilot to drop low and see if they could spot the Bonanza. He knew they were 
going too fast, but he was willing to try anything. 

When they landed at Santa Fe airport on Sunday morning, Vern Mundt was waiting on the tarmac in 
a Jet Ranger helicopter. A pudgy, 47-year-old charter pilot with thinning red hair, Vern had cut his 
teeth flying missile retrieval for the Army. Adam Glover had promised Vern $400 an hour for as long 
as the search took. Vern understood the urgency and didn’t ask for any money up front. 

Keven and Ron climbed inside and Vern fired up the blades. It had been 45 hours since Tony’s 
plane had disappeared from radar. CAP planes were still grounded. The Jet Ranger was the only 
machine in the sky. With a sketch of the last radar pings in hand, Vern and his charters headed 
north toward Canjilon Mountain. 

Greg Valdez 

Crash Site Aerial 

Day 3 

On Canjilon that Christmas morning, Tony and Brian woke up shivering in what was left of the 
cockpit. 
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Chi had died of her wounds a few hours after the 
crash. Tony and Brian, overcome with shock and 
despair, had rested her on the floor between the 
back and front seats, and covered her with a 
blanket. Her body now lay just a few feet behind 
them. It was horrifying. But Tony believed that he 
and his son could survive this. 

Their injuries were painful but not life threatening. 
Brian had dislocated his left shoulder in the crash, 
and Tony had a broken rib, bruises, and deep cuts 
on his face. 

To keep out the cold, they’d stuffed the Bonanza’s ripped-open nose, shattered windows, missing 
baggage door, and gashed fuselage with suitcases, clothes, broken pieces of the plane, and paper 
towels. When a hole came unplugged, they’d crawl into the baggage compartment, tear open a 
Christmas present, and use the wrapping paper and cardboard. Brian, a heavyset kid, had on nylon 
long underwear and a snowmobile suit; Tony wore a snowmobile suit and his leather jacket. Both 
had warm boots, but Tony’s toes were numb from tramping around in the snow. 

Tony, in his practical airman’s mind, knew rescue could be a while. He hadn’t filed a flight plan—due 
to the nature of his cargo—and he’d removed the plane’s ELT back in Florida. The authorities, he 
realized, might not even knew they were missing yet. Still, surrounded by snowy wilderness, Tony 
knew the best plan was to stay put and wait for help. 

They had a Coast Guard survival tin with a few biscuits, sucrose tablets, and two quarts of water— 
enough for one person for one day—and some Christmas jelly candies. The food wasn’t much, but 
they could go a couple of weeks on empty bellies. Water was the issue. 

The two quarts ran out fast, and Tony and his son were already dehydrated. They couldn’t eat snow 
—that would lower their body temperature, inviting hypothermia—but they could melt some. Tony 
smelled gasoline fumes, so he didn’t want to try his lighter inside. He pushed open the hatch and 
emerged into the clearing. Dark clouds loomed over the mountain, and the wind was strong, 
slamming against the wrecked Bonanza. 

This wasn’t Tony’s first crash. Three years earlier, he and his co-pilot were flying a twin engine Aero 
Commander 690 over Bimini, when a hydraulic leak caused the flaps and wheels to sag, burning up 
gas. He flew low over the narrow island, looking for a road to set down on, but ran out of land. When 
the engine quit, the plane splashed down 200 yards from shore. Tony was uninjured, but his co-pilot 
broke his neck. Tony helped him out of the plane and paddled him to shore, saving his life. 

Now, 10,400 feet above sea level in northern New Mexico, Tony tramped into the clearing, the wind 
stinging the cuts on his face. Blood from the cuts trickled onto the snow at his feet. Clear of the 
fumes, Tony sparked his lighter. The wind put it out. He turned around and used his back as a 
shield, but the flame was snuffed out again. Back in the Bonanza, Tony noticed beads of water 
forming on the crumpled ceiling—condensation from their breath. He wiped up the drops with a rag, 
then wrung it out into a can. The ceiling was covered in grease and muck, so the water was filthy. 
But it was all they had. 

Day 4 
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That night, the storm unleashed another torrent of snow, felling tree branches, ripping power lines, 
and dropping three feet of fresh powder on Canjilon Mountain. Undeterred, 15 ground 
search volunteers gathered at Tony Esquibel’s ranch at dawn on Monday morning, unloading their 
gear in front of his two-story brick house. Although Esquibel had watched the Bonanza descend 
toward Canjilon three days earlier, he hadn’t reported the crash because he was a private man who 
didn’t want government people tramping around his property. But when he learned that a family was 
in trouble, he’d agreed to allow his ranch to be used as search headquarters. 

Leading the search was Gabe Valdez, one of only four state police officers assigned to Rio Arriba, 
New Mexico’s vast northernmost county. As the county’s Search and Rescue Initiator (one of his 
many duties), he had assembled the volunteers. 

Keven Peterson 
Tony Skydiving 

They included a four-man team from the Los 
Alamos Ski Patrol, all nuclear scientists at the 
National Laboratory, trained in first aid, high 
altitude bivouac, and map and compass reading. 
The Los Alamos Amateur Radio Club, retired 
radio geeks from the National Lab, would 
coordinate radio frequencies at search 
headquarters from the back of their converted 
World War II ambulance. There was also a little 
orange snowcat, on loan from the Los Alamos Fire Brigade, to ferry the ski patrollers up 
and the Mink family down. 

Bobby and Al Unser—the world-famous racecar drivers—lived in side-by-side ranches up the road 
from Esquibel’s. The brothers brought four Polaris snowmobiles to help with the search. Gabe had 
caught Bobby speeding years back, and in lieu of a ticket, he’d accepted Bobby’s offer to soup up 
Gabe’s patrol car. They’d been good friends ever since. 

Mundt Family 

Vern Mundt 


Gabe had often snowmobiled with the Unsers, 
but this snow was deeper than he was used to. 
Unlike the brothers, who’d once burned out four 
snowmobile transmissions competing to see who 
could get higher up a slope, Gabe was cautious 
by nature. But sometimes, when a man’s friends 
have a higher tolerance for risk, he’s willing to 
stray above his own. 

The snowmobilers—Gabe, Al, Bobby, and 
Bobby’s 28-year-old son—agreed to ride ahead of the snowcat and plough a path through the 
powder. The team headed east up the county road, past the Esquibel family’s tiny Catholic chapel— 
dedicated to St. Anthony, patron saint of lost things. Then they turned onto a primitive cow trail 
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that Esquibel had recommended, entering Carson National Forest. This is where Kit Carson, the 
forest’s namesake, learned to hunt, and the Pueblo Indians fled the conquistadors. Terra Incognita, 
locals still call it. Unknown territory. 

In his Jet Ranger helicopter, Vern was trying gallantly to get Keven and Ron up Canjilon, flying low 
through ravines and canyons. It’s what pilots call scudrunning—weaving through a storm—and it’s a 
risky endeavor. Since arriving, they’d been pushed sideways twice, flown with an inch of a telephone 
wire, and almost crashed after spinning out of control in a crosswind. Desperate to find Tony, Keven 
and Ron scanned below for any strange shapes, movement, or colors. Once, Keven spotted a 
splotch of red on the snow and asked Vern to circle back. “Deer,” Vern grunted. “Must’ve knicked 
barbed wire outrunning something.” 

Adam Glover rode in the group’s second Jet Ranger, piloted by Mike Hopkins, the charismatic 
owner of WestJet helicopters, who was charging $450 per hour. Adam’s willingness to handle all the 
expenses as well as the search logistics convinced Keven that Tony’s misgivings about Adam had 
been misplaced: Adam was a loyal friend to Tony after all. 

When visibility dropped to nil, Vern put down at the group’s motel in the mountain town of Chama, 

30 miles north of Canjilon. He’d arranged to park the two Jet Rangers in the front lot of the motel, a 
cozy mom-and-pop operation called the Trails End. Tony’s parents, Gus and Vivian Mink, had driven 
down from Preston, Idaho, to help find their son. Vivian, a high-strung homemaker who shared 
Ron’s affinity for spiritualism, had faith that her youngest was alive. Gus, a taciturn man who ran his 
town’s Bell Telephone office, had participated in air searches in Idaho, so he knew the odds of 
rescue were low. 


Greg Valdez 

Gabe Valdez and Al Unser 
*** 

Never troubled by the odds, the Unsers and Gabe 
were blasting up Canjilon Mountain in hundred-yard 
increments. One of them would accelerate to full 
speed, get stuck in the snow, and pull 
his snowmobile to the side. Then the next would 
come blazing by, carving out the next hundred yards. 
They called it “crow hopping.” After 
the snowcat got stuck in a heavy drift, the ski 
patrollers, riding inside, strapped on their massive 3-foot snowshoes and teamed up with the 
snowmobile team. When the cow trail meandered into the trees, the patrollers took the lead, 
tramping a path for the snowmobiles. It was exhausting work, especially for guys who spent most 
days cooped up in a laboratory. Their snowshoes sank deep into the powder, never touching firm 
ground—a sensation akin to walking in flippers in waist-deep water. 

At first, the ski patrollers doubted the effectiveness of the snowmobiles—until they saw how well 
the Unsers handled the machines. “Worth the work just watching,” one patroller 
thought. Gabe Valdez was the weak link, a short man with a huge upper body, which threw off his 
balance on snowmobiles. But the state policeman made up for it in toughness. He’d been raised in a 
stark town just down the road, and he was respected across the county. 
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Come dusk, the searchers agreed to suspend the search until morning. The snowmobiles had lights 
but the terrain was too treacherous for night-riding. The ski patrollers had prepared to build a snow 
cave and camp overnight, but decided they could hike back up in their tracks easily enough, so 
they’d split a motel room in Chama instead. Gabe would return to his nearby home and 
the Unsers to their ranches, where Bobby wanted to tweak the snowmobiles’ skis to adjust for the 
snow depth. Following their tracks back to Esquibel Ranch took the group 30 minutes. Gabe 
estimated they’d covered about 2 miles. 


Kevin Small 

Bobby Unser Sr. and Bobby Unser Jr. 

Later that night, as lightning flashed over the 
nearby mountains and illuminated the two Jet 
Rangers in the Trails End parking lot, three 
Cuban men checked into the motel. They said 
they were Tony’s business associates from 
Florida, and their gold chains, pressed slacks, 
and pointy, crocodile shoes made them look 
sorely out of place in rugged Chama. Thirty- 
year-old Jorge Trujillo, Tony and Adam’s third 
business partner, was the leader of the group. He said he was good friends with Tony and he was 
here to help find him. 

Keven had met Jorge a few times through Tony and didn’t think he was stable enough to be involved 
in the search. Three months earlier, Jorge had been parking his Cessna at Florida’s Tamiami airport 
when his wife exited the plane and walked into his still-spinning propeller, killing her instantly. Jorge 
had been hospitalized for shock and was still recovering. But he’d always been loyal to Tony, who’d 
given Jorge a job and named him a partner in their business, rescuing him from his boring life as an 
auto mechanic. 

Even after seeing the storm close-up, Keven remained convinced that Tony and his family were still 
alive. He could see them. There was brainy Chi, his go-to gal for tax advice; and hefty Brian, with his 
dad’s dry wit, always greeting Keven with an eye roll or a “you again”; and his best friend Tony. Tony 
was protective of Chi—he threw out a guest once just for insulting her housework—and he was 
great with Brian. Tony was a busy guy, always on the move, juggling projects, but his Brian time was 
sacred. Once, Keven had stopped by to party and found Tony sitting behind Brian, watching his son 
play computer games. “Beer’s in the fridge,” he told Keven. “I’m busy.” 

*** 



As the darkness thickened over Canjilon, bringing with it subzero temperatures, Tony lay on top of 
Brian in the front seats to shield him from the cold and share body heat. 

Above them, they could hear the dull thud of snow layering on top of the fuselage. It functioned like 
a blanket, Tony knew, further insulating the cabin. The same concept applies to a snow cave, which 
Tony had learned to build back in the Boy Scouts. 

In front of them, the only thing still working on the Bonanza’s dashboard was the thermometer. Tony 
had stopped looking at it. Never fond of cold weather, he’d planned to retire in the tropics soon, 


http://www.thedailybeast.com/snow-fall-can-a-fannily-survive-after-their-plane-crashes-in-the-rockies 


9/17 


9/8/2017 


Snow Fall: The Plane Went Down With His Wife, His Kid... and a Secret 


island-hopping on his sailboat with Chi and Brian. Brian would’ve taken some convincing, but Chi 
was always game for an adventure. 

For Tony, the only relief from the cold and pain were those precious moments of sleep, when his 
mind drifted off to memories of Chi. She was 17 when they met, living in the train depot her father 
ran in Richmond, Utah—fed up with her boring town and overbearing mom. Tony, then a DJ for his 
local radio station, whose favorite genre was classical, would speed over the border from Idaho and 
whisk her away on late-night dates, despite her mom’s objections. They were passionately in love 
and got married before graduation, even though they’d planned to wait till after. Chi was hiding a 
little bump under her wedding dress. 

Tony tightened the blankets around his boy. What’s the first thing we ought to order when we get out 
of here? Tony asked him. 

Hot chocolate, Brian said. 

Yeah, Tony agreed. Hot chocolate. 

*** 


A hundred miles south, a fax arrived for Major Neil Curran in the Santa Fe headquarters of the state 
police’s Criminal Investigations Division. A tall, broad-shouldered 47-year-old with a voice that made 
listeners sit up straight, Curran had been following the search for the missing plane on Canjilon. The 
fax, from Florida authorities, said the pilot of the Bonanza, Tony Mink, was a suspected air smuggler. 

In Bimini, Mink’s file explained, a Customs plane was hot on his tail when he crashed his 
Aerocommander offshore, on the island’s shark-infested shoal. Tony had paddled his injured co-pilot 
to shore on a 50-pound bale of marijuana, and the Royal Bahamian Police discovered seven more 
bales on the sunken plane. They arrested Mink, but someone paid his bail and he never returned to 
the Bahamas. 

Curran, who’d worked the State Police’s air smuggling detail through the ’70s, called his contact at 
Pueblo airport, where Tony Mink had departed. On the fringes of the runway, the contact said, two 
black cars had pulled up to the Bonanza, maybe to on- or offload items. Before anyone could 
inquire, Mink had taken off into the storm. For Curran, the signs were clear. There was the missing 
flight plan and absent ELT, typical of a pilot trying to stay off the radar. And there was the timing. As 
Curran knew from his own missed St. Patrick’s Days and Superbowl Sundays, smugglers liked to fly 
over the holidays, when most cops are home with their families. 

Helicopter pilot Mike Hopkins, also suspicious, called the DEA’s Albuquerque office. A rookie agent 
answered; all the senior staff were out for the holidays. Hopkins said his charters had rented 
Albuquerque’s only two helicopters and were waving around cash to find their business associate. 
The rookie agent made a few calls, found out about Mink’s Bimini crash, and discovered Mink co¬ 
owned a Cessna with Jorge Trujillo, who was under indictment in the DEA’s massive sting against 
Florida air smugglers, Operation Screamer. 

Back in Santa Fe, Curran received a phone call from a Chama state police supervisor who said 
there was a rumor going around town of three suspicious Cuban visitors. One of them had called 
Tony Esquibel and offered to pay any price if Esquibel led his group up to the wreck. The men had 
also tried to rent snowmobiles from a local dealer, who’d told them he was all sold out. 
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Curran had a good read on this Tony Mink. He’d gotten to know a few air smugglers in his day, even 
bought a car off one. Most were white guys who lived in the suburbs, had families, and didn’t carry a 
gun. They did it for the thrill, and Curran loved that part, too: chasing them through storms, flying 
dark, watching a DC-3’s belly zoom right over his runway barricade. Air smugglers were smart, seat- 
of-the-pants pilots, difficult to outfox. “Generally, how we caught them was they’d crash the damned 
plane,” Curran recalls. He still wanted to rescue the Mink family as quickly as possible. But now, with 
these Cuban men on the hunt, he wanted to make sure his people got to the wreck first. 

Kevin Small 

Bobby Unser Sr. at the crash site 

Day 5 

On Tuesday the Unser snowmobile team and 
ski patrollers followed their tracks back to the 
spot where they’d left off the previous day and 
resumed their arduous climb. Battling a 
blizzard, the searchers took until mid-afternoon 
to reach the ridge north of Canjilon—the area 
where the Bonanza had disappeared from 
radar. They were close now. 

The terrain had become steeper and more treacherous the higher they climbed, fraught with rocky 
cliffs and deep arroyos filled with snow. Gabe Valdez—mounted on his snowmobile—was freezing. 
The ski patrol leader noticed the tough cop’s movements slow down and his shivering stop—the 
telltale signs of hypothermia. “You can’t keep going!” he yelled over the snowmobile’s roar. 

The group doubled back to a primitive cabin they’d passed just lower on the ridge. Inside, the ski 
patrollers heated water for Gabe and helped him swap his snow-soaked duds for dry clothes. Then 
the group sheltered for several hours, as the blizzard raged. 

By the time they emerged, it was dark. Gabe, worn out and half-frozen, was disappointed, losing 
hope they’d find the Mink family alive. If you’re injured in the wilderness in bad weather, Gabe knew, 
you usually have four to six hours. Without injuries, you might have 24. The Bonanza had 
disappeared 101 hours ago. 

Forced to suspend the search yet again due to darkness, the group began their descent. They had 
no way of knowing they were just 400 yards from Tony’s buried Bonanza. 

*** 



Pacing in his room at the Trails End, waiting for the blizzard over Canjilon to subside, Keven got a 
call from Tony’s lawyer and close friend Brad Swaner, who’d been phoning Keven for daily updates 
on the search. “You remember that thing you had problems with in Bakersfield?” Swaner asked him. 

Keven remembered. Police had found two concealed rifles in his car while he was driving to 
Bakersfield, where he and Tony co-owned a gold mining claim as a side gig. Swaner had helped 
Keven get the charges dropped. “Yeah,” Keven said. 

“Make sure you have one on you,” Swaner said. 
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After a pause, Swaner explained: “Tony was flying with a leather suitcase with a quarter million in it, 
and Adam Glover might not let you get there first.” 

Keven felt a shiver run through him. “Thanks,” he said, hanging up. 

Keven knew Tony, Adam, and Jorge were smugglers. Tony had offered Keven the co-pilot seat first, 
prior to Adam. “It’s like skydiving,” Tony had said, “except the rush lasts 24 hours.” Keven had 
declined the offer. “I don’t think my heart could handle that,” he’d said. Why hadn’t Adam told him 
about the money that Tony was carrying this time? He was paranoid about something, Keven 
thought—maybe that I’d report the bag to the police, maybe that I’d snatch it for myself. But Keven, 
as Swaner knew, would never betray his best friend. Keven could walk a couple rooms over and 
clear things up with Adam right now. But when his daddy taught him about guns, he’d said, “Keven, 
never show a bad man your gun until you kill him.” 

*** 


Weak from five days without food, Tony and Brian huddled together in the Bonanza’s front seats, 
trying to sleep to conserve what little energy they had left. 

The Bonanza now lay completely buried in snow, only its V-Tail emerging. To reach the surface, 

Tony had carved a narrow passageway through the snow from his cockpit hatch to the clearing. 

He’d been crawling up it, periodically, to wipe the snow off the V-Tail for search planes, even though 
he knew no pilot could ever fly in this kind of weather. 

It was pitch-black inside the buried plane, and the stench of Chi’s decomposing body filled the cabin. 
The guilt was agonizing for both father and son. Tony knew he should’ve waited out the storm. Brian 
thought he’d slammed into his mom’s seat at impact and forced her face into the glass—because he 
was too fat. 

To keep his boy’s mind active, Tony had recruited him to help build a pair of snowshoes from 
broken-off parts of the plane and practice strapping them on with electrical wiring. It was just make- 
believe, Tony knew. The snow was too deep for the rickety things, and a few of Tony’s toes had 
already turned black from frostbite. 

The wind had died down, so Tony wanted to see if he could get a fire going outside to melt some 
snow. But he needed kindling. The wrapping paper and paper towels were in the cracks. He also 
had his checkbook and his aeronautical maps. And he had the suitcase filled with a quarter million 
dollars in cash. That used to sound like a lot to him, back when he’d started smuggling. 

It was five years earlier. He was shuttling skydivers in big multi-engine planes when he got an offer 
to fly bales of marijuana up from Colombia for $50,000 a load. It suited Tony, who’d never had much 
regard for authority. He’d grown up non-Mormon in an all-Mormon town, watching his neighbors 
break their rigid rules as often as follow them. Chi worried about the risks but trusted his decision. 
She handled the family’s finances, and started keeping track of money and product. The money was 
great, but after a few years, Tony got tired of the job. He and his partners—Adam and Jorge—had a 
string of failed runs, including a crash off St. Thomas and ditching the load in Haiti. And the law was 
closing in. The DEA had come to the airfield in Fort Lauderdale recently and searched the Bonanza. 
“We know what you’re up to,” they told him. Tony had decided he’d smuggle in one last big load of 
pot and retire for good. 
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In early 1982, he and his partners had brought in a load of pot worth $3 million—a million apiece. 
That was Tony’s walking away number. They’d stored the cash at Tony’s place while Brad Swaner 
figured out how to launder it. Then, one night, while Tony was out, three men broke into the house. 
They flashed badges and handcuffed Chi to a table and went right to the closet where everything 
was stashed. “Thanks, bitch,” they said on the way out. Tony had an unlimited capacity for personal 
risk, but such a risk to his family was unacceptable. After the break-in, he became desperate to get 
out. But he’d resolved to do so in comfort. So he went back to doing what he did best. 

He’d smuggled in a few successful loads since, and this quarter million was a portion of those 
earnings. He was bringing it to Salt Lake for Swaner to launder into the mining claim that Tony co¬ 
owned with Keven. In the Bonanza’s baggage compartment, Tony had about $230,000 in the leather 
suitcase and a few stacks—about $19,000—that he’d stuffed in a duffel to keep handy for gas and 
incidentals on the flight out. 

With his eyes nearly swollen shut and his toes frozen, Tony crawled up his tunnel to the clearing. 

The clouds still clung to the mountain; this storm just wouldn’t let up. He scooped up some snow in a 
can, ripped a check from his checkbook, flicked open his lighter, then set the check on fire under the 
can, watching the lonely flame crawl slowly up the paper. When it comes to it, he decided, I’ll burn 
the cash. 

Day 6 

At the Trails End motel the next morning, Ron got a call from his dad, Gus, who was staying in 
Santa Fe. “Weather’s getting worse,” Gus said. 

Nationwide that Wednesday, the arctic storms were growing in size and strength. Hail the size of 
baseballs pelted Tallahassee. Twisters tore across the Texas panhandle. An Oregon farmer lit fires 
and held an overnight vigil to save his flock of lambs. 

The Unsers’ snowmobile team led the ground team upward through two additional feet of powder, 
while CAP pilots, for the fourth straight day, were grounded. 

Gus had been calling the Aviation Weather Center for forecasts. “No chance of flying today,” he 
said. Ron, through the window of his motel room, could see that his dad was right: The clouds were 
stuck to the ground. Frantic, he asked to talk to his mom and told her to call her spiritual group and 
get a prayer circle going immediately. 

On Canjilon that morning, Brian needed to relieve himself, so he and his dad dragged themselves 
up their icy tunnel to the surface. Storm clouds still filled the sky, and the Bonanza’s V-Tail was 
covered in snow. Tony didn’t have the strength to wipe it today. Brian—lightheaded from a fever and 
weak from hunger—was too depleted to zip up his snowsuit. 

Tony noticed it was colder this morning. He figured they had two more days left, maybe three. Tony 
was ready. He’d always seen life as an adventure, and with his soul mate gone, he’d be fine 
finishing up the adventure a little early. But there was Brian. Tony and Chi had lost their first child. 

He was born premature and died after one day—not long enough to know, but long enough to love, 
and to name: David. They weren’t religious people, but they prayed, in their own way, for another 
child. Three years later, Brian entered their lives. Tony, a college student at the time, would race 
home between classes and swing his little boy in the air, just like an airplane. 
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Maybe the snowshoes will work, Tony decided. He could head downhill, find a town or cabin, and 
fetch help for Brian. He would need to go soon, before all his strength was gone. One last adventure 
—this time, for his boy. He’d go today. 

*** 


A few hours later, to the north, the clouds lifted over Chama. Ron, Keven, and Vern watched 
excitedly from the Trails End’s parking lot. “A miracle,” thought Ron. “Lucky,” thought Keven. When 
the clouds reached 100 feet, Vern and Hopkins agreed there was enough room to take off and 
decided on a plan: They’d fly to the ground search headquarters, Esquibel Ranch, and wait to see if 
the clouds broke over Canjilon. 

Adam Glover took off first in Hopkins’ helicopter, while Keven and Ron rode with Vern, Ron taking 
the front left, Keven the back right. Vern flew south toward Esquibel Ranch—over the Chama 
railroad crossing, Al and Bobby Unser’s ranches, and the little settlement of Tierra Amarilla. Then he 
turned east toward the mountains, flying low, with white below him and gray above. 

Halfway to Esquibel’s, they spotted something unusual—what appeared to be a tunnel leading 
upward through the clouds, created by localized air currents over the mountainous terrain. “Let’s 
go!” they yelled. Vern jumped into the chute, wispy gray on all sides. As the Jet Ranger climbed, the 
light grew brighter and brighter, and when they emerged at the top, they saw the sun. 

Bobby Unser Sr. 

Crash site 


Above the clouds, they felt a wave of excitement. Below, they 
could see the tops of mountains, jutting out of the gray. To Ron, 
they looked like islands. Vern weighed the risk. If the cloud 
cover thickened over Canjilon, he’d be flying blind over the 
mountains. This was dangerous business. Vern was getting 
paid by the hour, but he was under no obligation to find the 
missing Mink family. Heroically, he pushed up on the left joystick 
and sped at 130 mph toward Canjilon Mountain. 

Tony was half-asleep when he heard it—a dull thud through the 
Bonanza’s snow-covered roof. Thrup-thrup-thrup-thrup. It sounded close, but Tony knew the pilot 
would never spot them hidden under the snow. He grabbed the instrument panel's broken-off glare 
shield, and crawled up his narrow tunnel. He pushed on the chunk of snow that he'd used to seal 
the tunnel entrance but it wouldn’t budge, frozen shut. He pushed harder, ignoring the pain in his 
ribs, and finally dislodged it. Free now, he hurtled a few yards into the clearing, through snow up to 
his forehead. Overhead he could see the Jet Ranger, circling nearby like a tiny robotic bird. He 
waved the black glare shield frantically. The chopper looped farther away, then swooped back again. 
Tony waved the glare shield over his head. But the chopper flew away once more. 

“This is the spot they went off radar,” said Vern over the intercom. He was gridding quarter-mile- 
strips over Canjilon’s northern ridge. They’d spent about 13 hours over three days in the air trying to 
reach this spot and studied it on the map together every night. Vern had it memorized. Below 
everything was white, even the trees—big white cones reaching up for the chopper. Ron stared into 
the white, trying to focus his energy. Keven searched the other direction for any movement, any sign 



http://www.thedailybeast.com/snow-fall-can-a-fannily-survive-after-their-plane-crashes-in-the-rockies 


14/17 





9/8/2017 Snow Fall: The Plane Went Down With His Wife, His Kid... and a Secret 

of life. Then Keven spotted a dark square shadow on the snow. Most things in nature are rounded 
off, not square, he thought. “Circle to the right!” he shouted. 

Vern made a steep bank right. Keven spotted a broken-off tree, missing its top third. “Let’s go 
again!” yelled Keven, getting excited. Vern banked the helicopter, the rotor blades slicing through the 
stiff, cold air. He brought it around again, not even all the way, then saw something—a small black 
dot, like a drop of ink on a white sheet of paper. “Jesus Christ,” said Vern. Keven gasped, “Oh my 
God.” Ron stared out the front, speechless, with an unobstructed view of his little brother... alive. 
Vern switched over to an official frequency and gave his helicopter number and coordinates. “We 
have found the downed plane,” he reported. “There’s one person. No, there’s two!” Out came Brian, 
his left arm limp at his side, joining his father. 

At Esquibel Ranch, the ground volunteers erupted in joy. Up on the mountain, the snowshoe team 
could hear the helicopter, a half-mile away. Bobby and Al Unser’s snowmobile team was within a 
few hundred feet. 

Vern circled around, looking for a place to bring the chopper down. Keven glanced at the square 
shadow again. It was from the V-tail, he realized, the only thing jutting out of the snow. The powder 
was too deep to land. Vern pulled the stick back into his lap and lowered the chopper’s nose, 
decelerating into a hover. Then he eased down, bit by bit. 

Keven unbuckled his seatbelt, opened the door, and stepped onto the skid. With the prop blasting 
powder in every direction he couldn’t see a thing. Vern got it to a foot off the ground and Keven 
jumped. He sank into snow that was 11 feet deep, much higher than he’d expected. The prop wash 
was deafening. Ron jumped in next, disappearing into the snow behind Keven. Vern quickly flew off 
to give them visibility, and the swirling powder subsided. Thirty feet away, they could see Tony and 
Brian. Keven was unable to walk or run or jump with the ground so far beneath him. He fell flat on 
his belly, patting down the snow, then climbed up his imprint on hands and knees. Then repeated— 
and repeated. Ron followed in his path. 

Keven caught sight of Tony’s face, crusted in dried blood. He realized that his friend had been 
through something horrific; they could never go back to how things were; those carefree, light¬ 
hearted skydiving days were gone for good. Finally, Keven reached them. 

“For once, I’m glad to see you,” Brian yelled to Keven. Ron hugged his brother, then his nephew. 
They felt frail in his arms, and barely had the strength to hug him back. 

“Is there room for us?” Tony yelled, motioning up to the chopper. 

“What about Chi?” said Keven. 

“No,” Tony said, shaking his head. “She’s in the plane.” 

Keven paused. They stood together in the snow above the buried wreck. The clouds were 
gathering; they didn’t have long. “Let’s get you out of here!” Keven yelled. 

They followed their tracks back into the clearing—Keven and Ron holding up Brian, Tony limping 
behind them. They patted down the snow so Vern could get the skid lower, and lifted Brian in first. 
Brian got his knee on the skid, and then, using his good arm, clawed his way inside. Next it was 
Tony’s turn. But Keven had to ask him something first. “Is there anything I need to pick up here?” he 
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shouted, barely audible over the Jet Ranger’s roar. “Leave it!” Tony yelled. “We’ll come back for it!” 
Keven and Ron lifted Tony up, and he dragged himself into the Jet Ranger. 

There was room for one more and Ron—as family—was the natural choice. But Keven begged him 
to stay, terrified of getting stranded up there with Chi’s body, alone. Ron had no intention of leaving 
him. Having been through hell and back, they’d finish this the way they started—together. They 
ducked and shielded their eyes from the tornado of powder as the Jet Ranger lifted off. Tony and 
Brian rose from the nameless ridge, getting one last look down at the crippled Bonanza that saved 
their lives. 

Aftermath 

While retrieving Chi’s body from the wreckage, Officer Gabe Valdez discovered the $19,200 in cash 
inside the duffel bag. Then he found out from his state police contacts that Tony was a suspected 
drug smuggler. He woke up his friend Bobby Unser, at his ranch, to share the news, and Bobby was 
furious. He suspected there’d be more money or drugs on board—a mother lode—and wanted the 
police to claim it before Tony’s fellow drug lords could. He called the state police chief, an old friend, 
and asked to borrow a chopper. 

The next morning was clearer, so a state police pilot picked Bobby and Gabe up on the highway and 
flew them up to the wreck. Rifling through the Bonanza, Bobby discovered the luggage sealing off 
the cracks. “Smart guy,” he thought. Near the right wing, he discovered a small, Christmas-wrapped 
box with a baggie of cocaine inside, a personal use amount. But he found no mother lode. 

After Tony’s criminal record surfaced, his case became a national news story. Reporters clustered 
outside his hospital room, peppering him about his smuggling. Tony turned to his son. “You ready to 
get out of here?” he asked. “Yeah, Dad,” Brian said. 

Seven days after the rescue, Tony buried his wife in her hometown of Richmond, Utah, less than a 
mile from the old train depot. Keven, Adam, Ron, and Chi’s three brothers served as pallbearers. 
Jorge Trujillo, still unhinged by the death of his own wife, plucked the carnation from his lapel and 
ate it. Brian stood with his arm in a sling, and cried softly. The rector read from Isaiah: “On this 
mountain, the Lord Almighty will prepare a feast of rich food for all peoples... He will swallow up 
death forever.” 

The state police announced they would not pursue any charges. With no fingerprints on the bag of 
cocaine, there was no way to link it to any of the three passengers. Tony never claimed the $19,200 
—because he’d have to prove where he got it—so the money was forfeited to the federal 
government. The U.S. attorney’s office for South Florida sued Tony for flying without a license, 
seeking $10,000 in penalties; he was also charged with contributing to the crash by bungling the fuel 
system. But when they tried to serve him with the papers, their letters to Tony’s old address were 
returned undeliverable. 

With Tony in no condition to work, and Jorge on the lam, Adam took over the smuggling operation, 
but soon retired and became a commercial airline pilot. 

Gabe Valdez died in 2011. All of Rio Arriba turned up for the big-hearted cop’s funeral, so many in 
fact that they had to move the service to a bigger church. 

Vern received a letter of commendation from the Air Force for his successful search for the missing 
Bonanza. He’d participate in many searches over his long career, but considered those Christmas 
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days over Canjilon his most harrowing. 

After Keven’s name popped up in newspapers as Tony’s business associate, his boss let him go. 

His marriage, already on the rocks, finally ended, and he lost his Cessna in the divorce. But he 
never blamed his friend. He checked in on Tony and Brian in Fort Lauderdale a few times. Both 
father and son were severely depressed, staring at a TV that wasn’t on. Keven helped Tony box up 
the porcelain trinkets that Chi so loved. Keven moved out to a small town in Utah, where he lives 
today, building and selling Indian drums and artistic waterwheels. 

In January 1985, in northern Colombia, Tony crashed for the last time. The communist M-19 
guerrilla group had been taking bribes from pilots in the area where Tony picked up his bales. Tony, 
who hated communists even more than bribe takers, probably told them to go fuck themselves. So 
right after his Convair took off, it was shot down over the jungle. Tony had a load of pot on board 
and a crew of three Colombians, including the son of a top official. All were killed. Brian, orphaned, 
went to live with Chi’s younger brother in Arizona, where he lives today. 

National Enquirer Clipping 

Some 30 years later, around Chama, 
you’ll still hear whispers about what 
else was on board Tony Mink’s wrecked 
Bonanza. Some say Mink threw 15 
pounds of coke from the plane before it 
hit the trees; others that he sprinkled it 
in the snow before the rescue. There’s 
been talk of $150,000 unaccounted for 
and a buried stash near the crash site. 
Tony Esquibel’s wife told me she used 
to get calls and visits from the town’s 
shadier types, all wanting to know, “Where’d that plane crash again?” 

The mother lode mystery lingered for three decades until I tracked down Keven. After the rescue, 
Keven told me, he sent Ron into the Bonanza to find Tony’s bag of money. Forty-five minutes after 
their drop-off, Vern came back for them. During the flight down to Esquibel Ranch, Keven hid the 
bag of $230,000 under his jacket. Then, upon landing, he gave it to Adam. He didn’t know what 
Adam planned to do with it but wanted no further involvement. Adam got the money to Tony’s 
lawyer, Brad Swaner. 

In the days that followed, DEA and state police tramped up to the wreck and dug out a home 
computer, video cassette recorder, camera equipment, wrapping paper, coat hangers, a pair of 
sunglasses missing a lens, Tony’s .32 Walther pistol, and aeronautical maps of South America with 
Tony’s handwritten notes—but that was all. Major Curran called off the search, and announced that 
the crash site was closed to the public until state police could return after the thaw. But, like 
Coronado’s gold, the lure proved too strong. When insurance people hiked up to the wreck in the 
spring, they found the Bonanza torn to pieces. Someone had written on the side: “The coke is no 
longer here.” 



/* Copyright 2014 Evemote Corporation. All rights reserved. 7 .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% !important; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type { margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


http://www.thedailybeast.com/snow-fall-can-a-family-survive-after-their-plane-crashes-in-the-rockies 


17/17 















9/15/2017 


The Somercotes Ghost - Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 


The Somercotes Ghost - Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 


strangehistory.net 


Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 
The Somercotes Ghost September 12, 2017 

Author: Beach Combing \ in : Contemporary , trackback 


An interesting ghost scare from 1930. 
Somercotes is a village in Derbyshire. 

The first report is from 9 Jul 1930. 

The Somercotes ghost, which 
caused a big scare four years ago, 
has apparently not been laid. 

This early report has proved untraceable, 
though in the midst of the following crisis 
a local confesses to having faked the first 
ghost to scare some miners. Can anyone 
help: drbeachcombing AT yahoo DOT 
com 

The apparition is now giving the 
Couplandplace district residence much uneasiness o’ nights, and at least 20 people are stated to 
have fled from it. Hundreds of people from the villages around, armed with sticks and accompanied 
by dogs, invaded the scene two or three nights a week in an effort to lay the ghost. It is elusive, 
however. Those who have seen it swear it is real enough. 

Now the witness accounts. 

Yesterday, Mr. Tom Davidson said: ‘I was standing with four other miners near house late in the 
evening, discussing a complaint about coal stealing. Tom Ladyman, who was with me, suddenly 
exclaimed, ‘Look, there’s a woman coming up the garden.’ I was not afraid, and when I got down the 
entry the figure had disappeared. I looked over my shoulder as I was returning, and saw the figure 
come out of the wall of a house. I tried to move away, with my face towards it, but it followed steadily. 

I was almost paralysed with fear, and when I got to the top of the entry I stopped, could not believe 
my own eyes. I am quite sure it was no trick. All five us ran away, and we were joined by two others. 

Seven of us went back, and a man named Taylor dare not go down the entry to his home. He said, 

‘Let’s go to Alfreton (a mile away) out of the way,’ and we went and sat in a hayfield praying for 
daylight to come. Mr. Davidson added: It was a misty figure, about 5 ft. 9in. in height, had a box-like 
head, with glaring eyes. It was white when I first saw it, and then seemed to be dressed to the ground 
in black. I saw the figure again when I had gone to bed. I was sleeping alone in the back bedroom 
when I heard a sound. I went to the window and looked over the sill. At first I saw nothing, but 
glancing to the left I saw the same figure near the coalhouse. I fled to my father’s bedroom, and told 
him, and he returned with me, but he could see nothing. I had another look, and it had moved eight 
yards between two pigeon houses, and finally glided into them. Every night since I have gone to bed 
with a light, and lie awake until daylight. I have no idea who or what it is, but would swear on oath it is 
no human being.’ 

We now move from scary provincial ghost to something like bad science fiction. 

Mr. Leonard Selby, of Coupland-place, has also seen the apparition. He said, The first time saw it I 
was alone, and the second time 15 companions were with me. It has eyes like electric bulbs.’ The 15 
young men decided they were not afraid of ghosts, and Selby, who was one of the company, boldly 
went down the entry to have look. He ran back and shouted, ‘Come on, it’s here!’ The men, armed 
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with sticks, persuaded Selby to return promising they would support it. Selby saw it again, and the 15 
forgot their promise and fled, falling over one another in the entry their flight. 

Fear was generalized. 

Wives will not let their husbands out at night, and children will not to bed. All the Coupland-place 
residents ask for is peace and quietness, and as one of them said, ‘We want someone responsible, 
who understands these things, to help us.’ The police think it may be the work of a practical joker. 
Coupland-place only wishes could share that view. 

The witnesses: 

The ghost has been seen by the following: Thomas Ladyman, Fred Ladyman, of Birks-terrace; Walter 
Fantom [!], his brother, Leonard Selby, and Tom Davidson. 

Interestingly a report 10 Jul has a local resident claiming he hadn’t seen any men with dogs or sticks. Most 
residents, the visiting journalist wrote did not believe in the ghost. That night the police tried to break up crowds 
that had come as they were disturbing a sick child who could not sleep. 

By 11 Jul 1930 we reached peak ghost: 

The story of the ghost of Somercotes has resulted in some exciting scenes. Crowds from far and near 
have invaded the village, but the spook seems to have stayed at home. One night there was crowd 
estimated at 200 people in the vicinity of the wall through which the apparition is supposed to have 
come when seen by one of the five miners. People arrived in motor cars from as far afield as 
Nottingham, Derby, and Sutton-in-Ashfleld, and included two photographers from Derby intent on 
snapping the spectral quarry, if possible. There was some amusement In the early hours of the 
morning when a white cat was seen to walk along the notorious wall, but residents In the vicinity are 
bitterly complaining about the nuisance of those nocturnal visitors, and the effect which the stir has on 
the children living in the district. Extra duties are thrown on the local police who report that visitors 
actually lingered in the vicinity of the wall until as late as 2 o’clock in the morning. 

By the 17 Jul there were just one or two people left to watch the ghost. The scare was over. 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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- If Monsters Don't Exist, Why Are They Out To Get Me? 

06 Wednesday Sep 2017 

“You can be a rooster one day and a feather duster the next” - Frank McManus 

We really despise disorder. Except for those who are an especially quick draw or lead a barbarian 
horde, potential for lawlessness fills us with existential trepidation. We’re not so worried about folks 
transgressing the law. We’re worried that if there is no natural law (or rather such laws are merely 
helpful suggestions), then there is no order in the universe. And much like its social counterpart, 
existential disorder inevitably leads to ideological looting. That is, to paraphrase from William 
Burroughs, “Nothing is true, and thus everything is permitted”, and moral action is rooted only in 
individual conscience, a conscience that largely unexercised due to the fact that it has been 
supplanted by law. Wither goes the real or perceived anomaly in such a state of affairs? Straight to 
court, what with its comforting imposition of procedural and evidential rules. We can’t have strange 
phenomena doing what they want all willy-nilly. It’s uncouth. 

Consequently, two types of trials emerged in Medieval Europe when it came to animals and the 
supernatural: (1) prosecutions of entire groups of natural pests for the depredations they inflicted 
(e.g. rats eating all the grain, weevils ruining the vineyards, locusts devouring the crops). It’s awfully 
hard to get vermin to show up in court, thus the critters were oft tried and convicted in absentia, and 
recidivism rates were indubitably high; and (2) trials of individual animals for their specific crimes. 
Now, trying an animal for the murder of a human is not entirely illogical and serves a twofold 
purpose. It demonstrates that all things are subject to law (this was taken to an extreme in Ancient 
Greece where even lifeless objects like statues could be brought to trial for their dastardly deeds), 
and it removes the dangerous creature as a threat to society. One can understand philosophically 
and practically why such trials might be necessary. Neurotic, but necessary. 

There was a puzzling subset of medieval prosecutions of animals that involved no heinous crime 
against humanity, save a violation of our sensibilities about an orderly and law-abiding universe. In 
some cases, animals were prosecuted solely for violating the natural order. An especially illustrative 
instance can be found in the 1474 Swiss trial of a rooster that laid an egg. 

For those of you where the closest you get to an actual farm is Whole Foods, what American 
English calls a rooster and Imperial English denotes as a cockerel, is a male gallinaceous bird. In 
short, a male chicken of the order of heavy-bodied ground-feeding birds called Galliformes that gave 
us the inspiration for Fight Club. While they are aggressively polygamous, they do not as a rule lay 
eggs. If said cockerel produces an egg, something has gone very wrong in either (1) our ability to 
identify gender differences in chickens, (2) chicken genetics, or (3) our understanding about order in 
the universe. We then endeavor to restore a little decorum. It may also have been an attempt to 
solve the age old question of “which came first?” 

In 1474, Basel, Switzerland was not the cosmopolitan, museum-filled oasis that it is today. The 
Burgundian War (1474-1477) had just erupted, pitting the loosely allied states of the central Old 
Swiss Confederacy in pitched battles against the expansionist Dukes of Burgundy. Chaos ensued. 
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Amidst the strife and uncertainty about the future entailed by medieval armies traipsing across the 
landscape slaughtering each other, sacking cities, and generally making life difficult for the 
peasantry, a Swiss rooster decided to try his hand at laying an egg and wound up before a judge. 
You see, roosters are notoriously illiterate, thus the cockerel in question neglected to consult one of 
the many available bestiaries. Had he done so, he might have seen the imprudence of his 
endeavor. There’s a lot of bad mojo associated with a rooster laying an egg, in particular that this is 
the vehicle for hatching the diabolical cockatrice (there is a lot of confusion among medieval 
scholars about the difference between a cockatrice and basilisk, mainly centering on whether it has 
wings or not, but both are said to hatch from a rooster’s egg and make unpleasant party guests). 
The entire procedure was also overseen by a toad, who were already regarded with great suspicion. 

The cock was at one time supposed to possess the power of laying eggs from which were 
reared the deadly cockatrice. When the cock is past seven years old an egg grows within 
him, where at he greatly wonders. He seeks privately a warm place, and scratches a hole for 
a nest, to which he goes ten times daily. A toad privily watches him, and examines the nest 
every day to see if the egg be yet laid. When the toad finds the egg he rejoices much, and at 
length hatches it, bringing forth an animal with the head, neck, and breast of a cock, and 
from thence downward the body of a serpent (Hulme, 1895, p236). 

While the notion of a cockatrice has biblical origins (Isaiah, Jeremiah), which very well may just be 
mistranslations, medieval bestiaries were pretty clear on the undesirability of ushering such a 
creature into existence what with its poisonous breath, killing stare, and lack of table-manners. 
Liminality breeds occult value, so savvy sorcerers were always on the lookout for a rooster’s egg 
(obvious alchemical symbolism extant). “It was contended in support of the prosecution that eggs 
laid by cocks were of inestimable value for use in certain magical preparations; that a sorcerer 
would rather possess a cock’s egg than the philosopher’s stone; and that Satan employed witches 
to hatch such eggs, from which proceeded winged serpents most dangerous to mankind” (Andrews, 
1897, pi 54-156). Pretty soon you have anarchy if you allow this sort of unrestricted cross-species 
monster creation, and as evil sorcerers are no doubt lurking in the wings lusting after these precious 
eggs, so both secular and ecclesiastical authorities are compelled to nip this problem in the bud. 

The rooster was hauled into court. 

In court, procedure is everything, and it is a well-known fact that roosters are loathe to speak on 
their own behalf. Consequently, the accused cockerel was assigned a public defender who clearly 
had some impressive legal chops. 

On behalf of the gallinaceous prisoner, the facts of the case were admitted, but his advocate 
submitted that no evil animus had been proved against his client, and that no injury to man 
or beast had resulted. Besides, the laying of the egg was an involuntary act, and as such not 
punishable by law. If it was intended to impute the crime of sorcery to his client, he was 
entitled to an acquittal; for there was no instance on record of Satan having made a compact 
with one of the brute creation (Andrews, 1897, pi 54-156). 

The rooster’s advocate had a good defense strategy, and was playing the best hand he could, given 
it was still The Dark Ages, and particularly as his client stood accused of a crime ultimately “most 
injurious to all of the Christian faith and race” (Burdick, 1905, p229). That’s a lot of animus to place 
on the back of a poor barnyard bird. 

The prosecutor replied that it was not a case of the devil making a compact with brutes, but 
that Satan actually entered into them on occasion; and he adduced the case of the Gadarene 
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swine and the fact that these animals, though involuntary agents like the cock, had been 
punished (Hyde, 1915, p708). 

For those of you who have yet to brush up on your New Testament case law, Jesus purportedly 
extracted a demon out of a man and into an unfortunate herd of pigs, causing the pigs to run down a 
hill and drown themselves in a nearby lake. Not exactly a charitable use of pork. This is one of 
those rare instances where the answer to “What would Jesus do?” is “Drown a pig”. From the 
perspective of jurisprudence, this suggested that despite a lack of conscious culpability, lesser 
beasts could be summarily executed simply for being innocent receptacles of demonic essence. 
Thank god for precedent. The city chronicles of Basel noted the outcome. 

An extract from the Chronicle of Basel: “In the month of August, in the year 1474, a cock of 
this city was accused and convicted of the crime of laying eggs, and was condemned to be 
burnt with one of his eggs in the Kublenberg, or public square, where the ceremony took 
place in the presence of a vast concourse of spectators.” That the owner of the unfortunate 
bird should not have shared his fate, is one of those marvels which sorcery alone can 
explain (Costello, 1861, p270). 

Indeed, it seems that the owner of the rooster in question avoided implication in the affair, but the 
bird was executed “with as great solemnity as would have been observed in consigning a heretic to 
the flames” (Walter, 1985, p51). This would not be the last prosecution of an egg-laying rooster in 
Switzerland, with similar trials taking place as late as 1730, not to mention the frequent extra-judicial 
proceedings against sorcerous birds that ended in a more summary judgement. It is said that “the 
executioner on cutting the cock found three more eggs in him” (Evans. 1906, pi62). Historians 
have long puzzled over these sorts of prosecutions, pointing out that if one is willing to try and 
execute an animal for witchcraft (while maintaining that the animal itself lacks culpability), the stage 
is set for brutal treatment of our fellow human beings likewise suspected of knowingly consorting 
with dark forces. 

In explanation of the judicial proceedings so solemnly resorted to in the trial, conviction and 
punishment of animals, a Swiss jurist, Edward Osenbriiggen, in 1868, advanced and 
maintained the thesis, that they can only be understood on the theory of the personification 
of animals: that as only a human being can commit crime and thus render himself liable to 
punishment, it is only by an act of personification that the brute can be placed in the same 
category as man and become subject to the same penalties; and he regarded the Basel cock 
as a personified heretic, and therefore properly burned at the stake. Mr. Evans regards this 
as purely fanciful, and concludes that “the judicial prosecution of animals, resulting in their 
excommunication by the Church or their execution by the hangman, had its origin in the 
common superstition of the age, which has left such a tragical record of itself in the 
incredibly absurd and atrocious annals of witchcraft. The same ancient code that 
condemned a homicidal ox to be stoned, declared that a witch should not be suffered to live 
(Carson, 1917, p413). 

We have a habit of looking at violations of common understanding, the upheaval of our conventions, 
and anomalous events as the introduction of chaos into our universe, calling into question the 
mannerly way in which we feel conscious creatures should be allowed to conduct our lives. Such 
defensive thinking unnecessarily narrows our perspective, or as cartoonist Jok Church said, “Chaos 
does not mean total disorder. Chaos means a multiplicity of possibilities. Chaos is from the ancient 
Greek words that means a thing that is birthed from the void. And it was about that which is 
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possible, not about disorder”. In other words, don’t count your chickens until they’ve hatched a 
cockatrice. 
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1 thought on “Fowl Play: The Trial of a Sorcerous Swiss Rooster” 

1 . 

aediculaantinoi said: 

September 6, 2017 at 10:00 am 
Interesting! 

I’d highly suspect the “biological reality” behind this is the fact that many birds can in fact be 
genetically female but suddenly-for reasons that might stem from social pressures-suddenly 
grow male plumage and begin acting male. Transgender behavior is not just something found 
in humans...but it is equally feared and persecuted by humans when it occurs in other 
species, especially in the premodern periods, it seems! 

Blog at WordPress.com. 
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“Soul Cakes” for an Old-Fashioned All Hallows Eve 


gathervictoria.com 



“A soule cake, a soule cake, Have mercy on all Christen soules for a soule-cake. ” 
John Aubrey, 17th century 

I’ve been researching old world recipes in search of Halloween food inspiration, and 
these sweet little barmbrack “soul cakes” are the result. 

And while we may think of all things pumpkin when it comes to Halloween, originally it 
was magical cakes, berries and nuts (especially hazelnut) that played starring roles in 
the feasts of “Hallowtide” (Oct. 29th, Nov. 1st and Nov 2nd). 

Bridging pagan and Christian faith traditions, these foods were associated with both 
Samhain and All Souls Day, a Christian festival dating to 800 AD. Both had many 
similarities. According to this source, the dead were honoured, skeletons were 
decorated, lit candles were carried in processions, bonfires burned to ward off evil 
spirits, carnival like costumes were donned - and of course there was plenty of cake. 



Soul Cakes (recipe here) 

thimble for the one who would never marry 


and 


Another Halloween treat served at both Samhain and at the 
All Hallows Feast was Barmbrack, a sweet fruit bread or 
cake. This was a dark tea cake spiced and speckled with 
berries, dried fruits and nuts. This Irish recipe tells how 
tokens, rings, beans, and peas were once baked inside the 
cake, and each member of the family given a slice. A penny 
in the cake meant you were going to be rich, a pea means a 
future filled with health, a ring for the bride-to-be, and “a 
a small piece of cloth indicating the one who would be poor.” 


Both featured small round “soul cakes” made with berries, 
fruits and nuts. And in a custom reminiscent of modern day 
trick or treating, according to The Museum of Witchcraft and 
Magic, people went from house to house singing and asking 
for a soul cake. For each cake received, a prayer was said 
for the dead. And today soul cakes are still part of Catholic 
cuisine, baked in celebration of All Hallows Eve. 


In Celtic traditions Samhain was known as “Summer’s End” and was the time of a ceremonial third harvest, one of 
nuts and berries. And I was enchanted to read in Witch’s Halloween: A Complete Guide to the Magick, 
Incantations, Recipes, Spells and Lore that one of the most sacred of these was the hazelnut. Celtic myth tells the 
hazel tree overhangs the Well of Enchantment and “the hazelnut, more than any other type of nut, has long been 
associated with the Halloween tradition of divination particularly the amatory type. Many witches traditionally eat a 
hazelnut on Halloween prior to scrying crystal balls or other divining methods to see into the future.” 


According to this source Women in Scotland would designate a hazelnut for each of their love interests, then toss 
the nuts into a fire on Halloween. The nut that burned to ashes, instead of popping, supposedly represented the 
woman’s future betrothed. Or if a woman ate a dessert of sugary hazelnuts and nutmeg before going to sleep on 
Halloween, she’d dream of her future husband. 


And while I’m already in possession of a husband, it would be handy to scry into the future on this night when the 
veil between the worlds is thinnest. So it seemed obvious to me that baking up some Halloween hazelnut 
barmbrack soul cakes would be a wonderful way to honour my ancestors and the beloved who have crossed to 
the other-side. 


I’ve adapted the recipe from several sources for both soul cakes and Barmbrack to make these All Hallows 
Muffins. And instead of using raisins, currants, or dried fruit, I went with foraged berries of the season, the bright 
orange (Chinese lantern and Arbutus berries) and red berries (Barberries) for colour and texture. These grow 
practically everywhere from gardens to seashores so click on the links if you want to know more. 


https://gathervictoria.com/2016/10/29/soul-cakes-for-an-old-fashioned-all-hallows-eve/ 
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If you don’t have any of these handy, cranberries would likely do nicely, but remember to add in a few candied 
citrus peels or currents for additional flavour. Click the above links if you’d like the more traditional recipes. 

Magical lore tells that one should harvest the hazelnuts the day before or on Halloween, but I had a basket of 
hazel nuts foraged in late summer waiting for just such a special occasion. Hazelnuts can of course be found 
outdoors - or at your local market! 

And did I mention these barmbrack soul cakes are oh so easy to make? And fun enough for children to join in, 
especially if one decides to put a magical treasure inside each cake before baking! Happy Halloween! 

P.S. There is short video on the spoooky history of the Soul Cake after the recipe at the bottom of the page. I’m 
sure it will give you a chill! 



Hallowtide Soul Cakes 

Ingredients 

• 3/4 cups fresh berries (whatever you can forage or have on hand) 

• 1/2 cup roughly chopped hazelnuts (I added a few almonds as well) 

• 1 cup brown sugar 

• 1 cup hot strong black tea (I used a combination of ginger & Earl Grey) 

• 1 large egg 

• 4 tablespoons butter 

• 1 tsp of nutmeg 

• 1 tsp cardamom 

• 1 tsp cinnamon 

• A few tablespoons of chopped candied ginger (optional but tasty) 

• pinch of salt 

• 2 1/2 cups of self-rising flour 


Directions 


Combine berries, nuts and brown sugar. Add the hot tea, stir well, cover and allow to soak for an hour. 
Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Grease and flour a muffin/cupcake pan. 



• Beat the egg into your wet mixture, adding the flour in 1/2 up batches, beating well after 
each edition. 

• Pour batter into prepared pan. Bake until toothpick comes out clean (around 45 min.) 

• Let cool in the pan before turning out. 


Oh so pretty to look at plain - but fun to decorate too! 



Posted by Danielle Prohom Olson 

Whether its through wildcrafting, plant medicine, kitchen witchery 
or seasonal celebrations, I believe we can enhance personal, 
community and planetary well-being by connecting with mother 
nature! 

10 thoughts on ““Soul Cakes” for an Old-Fashioned All 
Hallows Eve” 

1. 

terribetz says: 

October 29, 2016 at 1:53 pm 

Educational and beautiful! I very much liked your post! Well done 
and thank you! 
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2 . 

Em says: 

October 30, 2016 at 4:09 am 

I’m inspired! Thank you! Happy Halloween! 

3. 

growinpeacefarm says: 

October 30, 2016 at 7:29 am 

This made my mouth water! Looks beautiful and delicious! 

4. 

M.A. Rivera says: 

October 30, 2016 at 2:29 pm 

Love the photos. I tried making these several years ago to set before the Dead and other spirits but...they 
came out so very wrong. I wasn’t pleased. Since then I just never bothered to try the recipe again (it was 
more basic than yours here, containing only currants, flour and a few other things). I do feel like trying them 
again (yours look so nice - I must try to get mine to look half as good!) so I think I will borrow your recipe. 
Blessings. 

5. 

Rosie Scribblah says: 

October 31,2016 at 12:47 am 

And in Wales, barm brack is bara brith. I will make some today 



Plough Monday says: 

November 30, 2016 at 1:30 pm 

God knows that fully one-half of us your southern neighbors need soul cakes these days. Send some 
please. 

1. 

Danielle Prohom Olson says: 

November 30, 2016 at 4:32 pm 



^ Pingback: Tea & Bourbon Barm Brack for a Midwinter Festival | gather 
8 . 

hocuspocus13 says: 

October 17, 2017 at 5:27 am 

Reblogged this on hocuspocus13 and commented: 
jinxx 

*,* xoxo 

♦♦a 

Danielle Prohom Olson says: 

October 19, 2017 at 3:46 pm 

Reblogged this on gather. 
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No use in crying: Spilled milk turns Indiana creek white 


No use in crying: Spilled milk turns Indiana creek white apnews.com 



https://apnews.com/d32089fb057a42b09234af34e0ea4ad3 


TIPTON, Ind. (AP) — Authorities say an accidental milk spill at a food processing business ended 
up turning a central Indiana creek white. 

The Kokomo Tribune reports the change in the hue of Cicero Creek in Tipton was noticed on 
Tuesday and investigators determined that no more than 300 gallons (1,100 liters) of milk spilled 
from the Park 100 Foods plant. 

State environmental officials indicate the spill wasn’t dangerous. 

Crews used hay bales to help contain the milk and a cleanup company removed about 14,000 
gallons (53,000 liters) of a water and milk mixture from the creek. 

Tipton County Emergency Management Director Chuck Bell says the creek was back to its normal 
color on Wednesday. 
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The strange journey of a human skull 


blogspot.com 


http://paoddities.blogspot.com/2017/09/the-strange-journey-of-human-skull.html 

Pennsylvania Oddities 

Bizarre, odd, gruesome and totally weird stories from Pennsylvania's colorful past. 

The strange journey of a human skull 

September 05, 2017 


This strange story appeared in the Altoona Tribune on 
Nov. 7, 1895. I'm not quite sure which part of the story 
is more unusual-- that a man found a human skull and 
thought, "Neato! I gotta show this to my wife!" or that 
the wife tossed out the skull like it was a carton of 
spoiled milk. Either way, you can't help but feel a little 
bit sorry for the poor skeleton. So much for resting in 
peace. 



Human Bones Found 

From the <’U*urhel«l KfpuMioun. 

Considerable excitement was created 
in and about IVnfield last week, occa¬ 
sioned bv the finding of some human 
bones, 'flu* Kxpress says J. L. Scofield 
brought some human bones that were 
found at Pen field to OuHois. They are 
in his possession at the National hotel. 

There is a part of the skull and of the 
jaw containing a tooth. The piece con¬ 
tained several teeth, but some were lost 
as Mr. Scofield carried them to HuBoia 
in his pocket. A man in Penfield had a 
part of the skeleton of one man in his 
pocket when he went home. His wife 
found the bones and threw them out of 
the back door. The gentleman found 
some of them but mourns the loss of the 
rest. It is supposed from the state of 
preservation tne bones are in that they 
have been in the ground probably over 
a century. A large earthen pipe was 
also found with the skeletons. It is 
very likely the bones are those of some 
Indians. 
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Halloween Horror Post #5 (2017): The grisly legends behind the “Sultan Massacre House” 

By strangeremains on October 31,2017 • ( 0 ) 

The Gardette-LePrete Mansion, 716 Dauphine Street, New Orleans, 
Louisiana. Exterior view from Orleans Street side, 1958. Image credit: 
Robert Koch via Wikipedia. 

Guides that lead ghost tours in New Orleans have a bounty of history 
and folklore to pull from when they escort tourists through the city 
telling tales of paranormal activity. One house that is a favorite on 
these macabre tours is the Gardette-LePrete Mansion, colorfully 
nicknamed the Sultan Massacre House, at 716 Dauphine Street in the 
French Quarter. 

For decades, residents at this historic mansion have reported 
supernatural experiences like shadow figures and disembodied 
screams. People walking near the house have even claimed to hear 
sounds of party when the building was empty. According to the legends surrounding the Gardette- 
LePrete mansion, these supernatural experiences can be linked to a 19th century mass murder. But 
the problem is this gruesome crime never happened. 

The version of this grisly tale that is recounted most often comes from a book by Helen Pitkin 
Schertz titled Legends of Louisiana (1922). Below is summary of “The Brother of the Sultan” by 
Schertz. 

In 1792, a mysterious, rich man sailed into the New Orleans harbor and rented the Gardette-LePrete 
house, which was the most beautiful home in the city at the time. Since nobody knew the 
foreigner’s name or his background, the local gossips speculated amongst each other. It was 
whispered that the man was probably from somewhere in the Ottoman Empire, and was either 
himself a Turkish sultan or the brother to the sultan. So they started referring to the mansion as the 
Sultan’s palace. 

The Sultan had a large entourage and seemed to have endless supply of money to support 
everyone. He moved his servants, harem, and eunuchs into the mansion. He decorated his 
surroundings with luxurious furniture and opulent rugs. Although this stranger was not exactly laying 
low, he seemed to be paranoid about some impending danger because he added bars to the 
windows and hired guards to regularly patrol the house. 

The Sultan hosted extravagant parties at his house complete with loud music and strong incense. 
The morning after one of these parties, neighbors thought the house was eerily quiet. When the 
milk cart tried to make it’s daily delivery, no one answered. 

Local authorities became concerned and decided to break in. When they smashed through the front 
door, people found the almost decapitated body of the Sultan on a couch and the corpses of five 
young women from his harem posed around him. 

No one ever discovered who committed the crime. But locals suspected it was either pirates who 
robbed the richly furnished mansion and killed all the witnesses, or the sultan’s brother sent 
assassins to avenge some unknown transgression. 

As fascinating as this story is, the details in it are not historically accurate and there are no written 
records to substantiate any of it. 
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The Gardette-LePrete house was named after the man who built the home, Joseph Coulon 
Gardette, and the man he sold it to, Jean Baptiste LePrete. Gardette purchased the land on which 
the house was built in 1836 then sold it to LePrete in 1839. That means the mansion was not 
standing in 1792, when the events in the above story were supposed to have taken place. Also, 
there are no records of a brutal murder, like the one described above, happening in New Orleans 
about this time. 


Photo of the exterior of the Gardette-LePrete Mansion taken in 2011. 
Image credit: Reading Tom via Flickr. 

The earliest version of this legend that I can find comes from a chapter 
in History of Louisiana by Charles Gayarre, published in 1866, about the 
origins of a date tree known as the “Tree of the Dead.” This date tree 
was on the corner of Dauphine and Orleans Streets, which is, 
coincidentally, where the Gardette-LePrete mansion is located. But this 
story never names the house or its owner. It simply refers to it as “a 
small but comfortable house with a pretty garden, then existing at the 
corner of Orleans and Dauphine streets.” 

Below is the tale in its entirety: 

“In a lot situated at the corner of Orleans and Dauphine streets, in the city of 
New Orleans, there is a tree which nobody looks at without curiosity and without 
wondering how it came there. For a long time, it was the only one of its kind known in the 
state, and from its isolated position, it has always been cursed with sterility. It reminds 
one of the warm climes of Africa or Asia, and wears the aspect of a stranger of 
distinction driven from his native country. Indeed, with its sharp and thin foliage, sighing 
mournfully under the blast of one of our November northern winds, it looks as sorrowful 
as an exile. Its enormous trunk is nothing but an agglomeration of knots and bumps, 
which each passing year seems to have deposited there as a mark of age, and as a 
protection against the blows of time and of the world. Inquire for its origin, and every one 
will tell you that it has stood there from time immemorial. A sort of vague by impressive 
mystery is attached to it, and it is as superstitiously respected as one of the old oaks of 
Dodona. Bold would be the axe that should strike the first blow at that foreign patriarch; 
and if it were prostrated to the ground by a profane hand, what native of the city would 
not mourn over its fall, and brand the act as an unnatural and criminal deed? So, long 
live the date-tree of Orleans-street, that time-honored descendant of Asiatic ancestors! 

In the beginning of 1727, a French vessel of war landed at New Orleans a man of 
haughty mien, who wore the Turkish dress, and whose whole attendance was a single 
servant. He was received by the governor with the highest distinction, and was 
conducted by him to a small but comfortable house with a pretty garden, then existing at 
the corner of Orleans and Dauphine streets, and which, from the circumstance of its 
being so distant from other dwellings, might have been called a rural retreat, although 
situated in the limits of the city. There, the stranger, who was understood to be a prisoner 
of state, lived in the greatest seclusion; and although neither he nor his attendant could 
be guilty of indiscretion, because none understood their language, and although 
Governor Perier severely rebuked the slightest inquiry, yet it seemed to be the settled 
conviction in Louisiana, that the mysterious stranger was a brother of the Sultan, or 
some great personage of the Ottoman empire, who had fled from the anger of the vice¬ 
regent of Mohammed, and who had taken refuge in France. The Sultan had peremptorily 
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demanded the fugitive, and the French government, thinking it derogatory to its dignity to 
comply with that request, but at the same time not wishing to expose its friendly relations 
with the Moslem monarch, and perhaps desiring, for political purposes, to keep in 
hostage the important guest it had in its hands, had recourse to the expedient of 
answering, that he had fled to Louisiana, which was so distant a country that it might be 
looked upon as the grave, where, as it was suggested, the fugitive might be suffered to 
wait in peace for actual death, without danger or offense to the Sultan. Whether this story 
be true or not is now a matter of so little consequence, that it would not repay the trouble 
of a strict historical investigation. 

The year 1727 was drawing to its close, when on a dark, stormy night, the howling and 
barking of the numerous dogs in the streets of New Orleans were observed to be fiercer 
than usual, and some of that class of individuals who pretend to know every thing, 
declared that, by the vivid flashes of the lightning, they had seen, swiftly and stealthily 
gliding toward the residence of the unknown, a body of men who wore the scowling 
appearance of malefactors and ministers of blood. There afterward came also a report, 
that a piratical-looking Turkish vessel had been hovering a few days previous in the bay 
of Barataria. Be it as it may, on the next morning the house of the stranger was deserted. 
There were no traces of mortal struggle to be seen; but in the garden, the earth had 
been dug, and there was the unmistakable indication of a recent grave. Soon, however, 
all doubts were removed by the finding of an inscription in Arabic characters, engraved 
on a marble tablet, which was subsequently sent to France. It ran thus: “The justice of 
heaven is satisfied, and the date-tree shall grow on the traitor’s tomb. The sublime 
Emperor of the faithful, the supporter of the faith, the omnipotent master and Sultan of 
the world, has redeemed his vow. God is great, and Mohammed is his prophet. Allah!” 

Some time after this event, a foreign-looking tree was seen to peep out of this spot 
where a corpse must have been deposited in that stormy night, when the rage of the 
elements yielded to the pitiless fury of man, and it thus explained in some degree this 
part of the inscription, “the date-tree shall grow on the traitor’s grave. 

Who was he, or what had he done, who had provoked such relentless and far-seeking 
revenge? Ask Nemesis, or — at that hour when evil spirits are allowed to roam over the 
earth, and magical incantations are made — go, and interrogate the tree of the dead.” 

My guess is is that Schertz’s legend of “The Brother of the Sultan” is based on the story 
from Gayarre’s History of Louisiana. Schertz changed the dates and made the setting for her 
murder the Gardette-LePrete house. 

Ownership of this French Quarter landmark changed a number of times. It was turned into 
residence hall for students and then into an apartment building. 

Residents of Gardette-LePrete house have reported paranormal activity throughout the 20th 
century. Although inhabitants claim to have supernatural experiences, none can be attributed to the 
fictional massacre of the Sultan and members of his harem. 

Creative Commons License 
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'Sweating' blood: mysterious case leaves Canadian experts searching for 
answers 

Ashifa Kassam in Toronto 

Monday 23 October 2017 theguardian.COITI 

The condition reported by an Italian woman prompted experts to investigate, leading them to about two dozen 
similar cases worldwide in the past 15 years 

The condition reported by an Italian woman prompted experts to investigate, leading them to about two dozen 
similar cases worldwide in the past 15 years 

The case left doctors perplexed: a 21-year-old Italian woman with no gashes or skin lesions arrived at a medical 
ward, where she described years of sweating blood from her face and the palms of her hands. 

The bleeding would often start while she was sleeping or during physical activity and could last anywhere from one 
to five minutes. While the intensity of the bleeding seemed to increase with stress, she couldn’t single out any 
obvious trigger. 

Her condition has been documented by two physicians from the University of Florence in Italy in the latest issue of 
the Canadian Medical Association Journal. 

The condition - which had begun about three years before she sought medical help - had taken a toll on her 
mental health, wrote doctors Roberto Maglie and Marzia Caproni. “Our patient had become socially isolated owing 
to embarrassment over the bleeding and she reported symptoms consistent with major depressive disorder and 
panic disorder.” 

They prescribed her anti-anxiety medications, but the bleeding continued. After a round of tests and observations 
ruled out the possibility that she was faking the condition, she was diagnosed with hematohidrosis, a rarely 
reported condition in which patients spontaneously sweat blood through unbroken skin. 

Doctors treated her with propranolol, a heart and blood pressure medication, which reduced the bleeding but failed 
to eliminate it completely. 

Jacalyn Duffin, the Canadian medical historian and haematologist who wrote a commentary that accompanies the 
report, said she was initially sceptical. “My first thought was, is this real? Could it be fake?” The mystery deepened 
after she canvassed her senior haematology colleagues and found that not one of them had ever come across 
such a case. 

Duffin then delved into the medical literature, managing to turn up more than two dozen similar cases reported 
around the world in the past 15 years or so. 

In many of these, researchers had carefully documented the tests they had carried out to eliminate the possibility 
of other bleeding disorders and the evidence they had found to suggest the presence of blood in the sweat ducts. 

“I came to the conclusion that it’s plausible and that it’s possible,” said Duffin. 

The majority of these cases involved young women or children. Many of the reports documented that the bleeding 
was preceded by emotional trauma, such as witnessing violence at home or at school. In all of the patients, the 
condition was transient, lasting anywhere from a month to four years. 

Little else - from its causes to how to halt the bleeding - is known, said Duffin. Some have hypothesised the 
condition could be caused by blood coagulation disorders or a rupture of the smaller blood vessels within tissues. 

While Duffin found references of the condition stretching back to the writings of Aristotle, the condition - described 
in one report as a “kind of modern-day stigmata” - is often referenced alongside Christianity and the crucifixion, an 
association that may make it more difficult to accept, she noted. 

“Blood is so pervasive - in not only religious mythology, but all mythology - that it makes people sort of think 
twice,” she said. “I began to wonder if one of the reasons journals don’t publish it, or are a little bit leery of it, is 
because it has kind of been owned by religious sources.” 
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This could be slowly changing. Of the 42 reports Duffin came 
across, almost half had appeared in the last five years, raising 
questions as to whether the incidence of the condition is 
increasing or whether it’s simply becoming more recognised by 
doctors. 

This latest report might also help to shine a spotlight the 
condition, noted Duffin. She said she had already heard from one 
man who believed his relative - a returning war veteran with 
PTSD - might also be afflicted. 

“The reason that I think it’s possible that there might be more out 
there than we know is that it seems that, although it’s 
spectacular, it’s benign,” she said. “In all of these cases I dug out 
- the 42 case reports - the patients all survived. They’re terrified because it’s really frightening to have this 
happen, but it seems to be quite innocuous as a symptom.” 

© 2017 Guardian News and Media Limited or its affiliated companies. All rights reserved. 
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7 began to wonder if one of the reasons journals don’t publish it, 
or are a little bit leery of it, is because it has kind of been owned 
by religious sources, ’ Duffin said. Photograph: CMAJ 
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Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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Here is a remarkable feat of arms 
recorded as a poem on an 
inscription, put up in AD 118 on 
the banks of the Danube by a 
Roman soldier, Soranus. Given 
that this is a public statement of 
the feat, we can assume that it 
actually happened. 

This is I, once the best 
known of the Pannonian 
shores and the first and 
strongest among one 

thousand Batavi [serving with Rome]. I managed - let Hadrian tell you how - to swim 
across the wide waters of the Danube with all my equipment, and while a shot from a 
bow hung up in the air and fell, I hit it with my arrow and snapped it, I the one that no 
Roman or Barbarian was ever able to outperform. Here it happened, here I have put 
down my deeds in memory in stone. Let’s see if anyone can do better after me. I am an 
example to myself; the first who managed such a thing. 

Ille ego Pannoniis quondam notissimus oris inter mille viros fortis primusq(ue) Batavos 
Hadriano potui qui iudice vasta profundi aequora Danuvii cunctis transnare sub armise 
missumq(ue) arcu dum pendet in aere telum ac redit ex alia fixi fregique sagittaquem 
neque Romanus potuit nec barbarus unquam non iaculo miles non arcu vincere Parthus 
hie situs hie memori saxo mea facta sacra vividerit an ne aliquis post me mea facta 
sequ[a]tur exemplo mihi sum primus qui talia gessi! 

The Batavians were a Germanic people who were brought into the Roman forces for their swimming 
abilities and their creative thugishness. Here our hero was swimming across the river and shot at an 
arrow in flight with his own bow and hit and broke the flying arrow. He perhaps justifiably felt that this 
deserved some celebration and Beach particularly loved exemplo mihi sum, ‘I’m an example to 
myself. CIL III, i, 3676. The problem is how the hell did he do it? If we are to believe the text, as we 
must, he had his full Roman armour on and was swimming across the river, when he took out his 
bow, notched an arrow - he was on his back? - and then shot at the arrow flying above. This just 
doesn’t seem possible. It has been suggested that he was on horseback, and that he was either 
swimming side by side with his horse or was on his horse: the Batavians were famous for crossing 
deep rivers with their mounts. At that point perhaps this all becomes a little easier to understand. 

The other question is whether the arrow just happened to be there (were they under attack?) and 
Soranus thought that he’d take a shot, or he accidentally hit the arrow. Or was this a competition? 
For example, fifty Batavians set off swimming, while the Emperor Hadrian watched, then the 


ILLE • EGO • PANNONlIS • QVONDAM • NOTISSIMVS • ORIS 
INTER • MILLE • VIROS • FORTIS • PRIMVSQ_- BATAVOS 
HADRIANO • POTVI • QVI • IVDICE • VASTA • PROFVNDI 
AEQVORA • DANVVI1- CVNCTIS • TRANSNARE • SVB • ARMIS 
5 EMISSVMQ_- ARCV • DVM • PENDET • IN • AERE • TELVM 
AC • REDIT • EX • ALIA • FIXI • FREGIQVE • SAGITTa 
QyEM-NEQVE-ROMANVS-POTVlT- NEC- BARBARVS-VNQVAM 
NON • IACVLO • MILES • NON • ARCV • VINCERE • PARTHVS 
HIC • SITVS • HIC • MEMORI • SAXO • MEA • FACTA • SACRAVI 
10 VIDERIT • AN • NE-ALIQV1S- POST-ME-MEA-FACTA-SEQVaTVR 
EXEMPLO • MIHI • SVM • PRIMVS • QVI • TALIA • GESSI 
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Batavians shot the arrows at an arrow that had been shot above their heads. Surely, the first is more 
likely. Thoughts? drbeachcoming AT yahoo DOT com 

Speidel suggested that Soranus belonged to the equites singulares Augusti, the Emperor’s elite 
horse archers who were known as the ‘Batavi’ because they fought in the Batavian fashion. In fact, it 
is possible that, as Spiedel notes, Soranus was not ethnically Batavian at all: though note the first 
line. 

Stephen D, 29 Sep 2017: Fascinating, but I’m not sure the text really means that the heroic Batavian 
shot an arrow to hit another one in flight while swimming the Danube in full kit. Either would be 
remarkable, to do both at once even more so. But if Soranus had done both at once, would there not 
have been some phrase in the inscription emphasising that extraordinary feat: ‘simul et semel’ or 
words to that effect? And he says ‘mea facta’ which is surely plural: my deeds, not ‘meum factum’, 
my deed. 

Soranus is a good Latin name, meaning a native of Sora, in Lazio, in the province of Frosinone. Not 
eminently Batavian. Under Augustus there was the legio IV Sorana, mostly enrolled there. No 
obvious connection. 

There were, probably among others, eminent bearers of the name: 

Soranus of Ephesus, eminent physician in the reign of Hadrian, author of On Acute and Chronic 
Diseases. I think nothing to do with our man. 

Quintus Valerius Solanus, tribune of the people, executed 82 BC under Sulla, allegedly for having 
revealed the secret name of Rome. Doubtful. 

Quintus Marcius Barea Soranus, consul 34 AD, proconsul of Africa 41-43, father of Quintus Marcius 
Barea Soranus, consul 52 AD, suicide 66 under Nero; and of the more fortunate Quintus Marcius 
Barea Sura, father-in-law of Vespasian’s son Titus, and hence grandfather of Trajan, who was of 
course Hadrian’s adoptive father. Getting close here, I think: could a genuine Batavian, getting 
Roman citizenship (or at least wanting a Roman identity) have chosen a name highly acceptable to 
Hadrian? 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 
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People in Switzerland Want to Know Who Is Clogging Their Toilets With 
Wads of Cash time.com 

Associated Press 
Sep 16, 2017 

(GENEVA) — Talk about flush with cash. 

A Geneva official has confirmed a newspaper report that said wads of cut-up 500-euro notes (about 
$600 each) mysteriously turned up jammed into the toilets of three neighborhood restaurants and a 
bank in separate episodes in recent months.Prosecutor's office spokesman Henri Della Casa 
confirmed Friday's report in the Tribune de Geneve, saying the shredded notes were once worth 
tens of thousands of euros in total. 

Preliminary clues from an investigation suggested the bounty once belonged to unnamed "Spanish 
women who had placed the loot in a Geneva vault several years ago," the report said. 

At one pizzeria, police were informed after the clogged toilet had overflowed. 

Della Casa said the origins of the cash were unknown. 

© 2017 Time Inc. All rights reserved. 


http://time.com/4944867/switzerland-toilets-clogged-with-money/?xid=fark_time 


1/1 



10/6/2017 


The Thing": The Mysterious Teenage Ghost That Haunted Taft's White House | Mental Floss 


"The Thing": The Mysterious Teenage Ghost That Haunted Taft's 
White House 

BY Shaunacy Ferro October 2, 2017 mentalfl0SS.C0m 

“My dear Clara,” Major Archie Butt wrote in the 
summer of 1911, “It seems that the White House is 
haunted.” So began what would become the only 
written record of the mysterious Executive Mansion 
ghost known only as "The Thing." 

That July, word of an apparition appearing to servants 
in William Howard Taft’s White House reached Butt, a 
military aide to the president who served as a kind of 
personal secretary and attache. Reported encounters 
with a ghost had been scaring domestic staffers for 
months, as he recounted in a letter to his sister-in-law 
Clara. The spooky tale he told her remains an 
enduring question mark for White House scholars 

As the gossip of the time went, The Thing was felt more often than seen. Taft’s housekeeper—“a 
spooky little thing herself,” as Butt put it—reported that servants told stories of feeling The Thing 
appear as a slight pressure on the shoulder, as if a curious kid were leaning over to see what they 
were doing. Butt scolded the housekeeper, telling her, "ghosts have not the sense of touch, at least 
those self-respecting ghosts of which I have heard." But the servants maintained that it was, in fact, 
the spirit touching them. 

“There’s a long tradition of White House ghosts,” Evan Phifer, a research historian at the White 
House Historical Society, tells Mental Floss. “Lincoln is a very popular one, Andrew Jackson—even 
a British soldier from the time of the War of 1812.” But The Thing is one of the more unusual White 
House spirits, because no one knows who he was. “It’s not a president or a first lady. It’s this 
unknown boy about 14 or 15 years old," Phifer says. 

Several of the White House staff reported feeling this mysterious pressure on their shoulder, only to 
turn around to an empty room. Just one member of the household, though, said she actually saw 
the ghost. Marsh, First Lady Helen Taft’s personal maid, reported not just feeling the ghost leaning 
over her shoulder, but seeing the ethereal figure, whom she described as a young boy with light, 
unkempt hair and sad blue eyes. “Now who on Earth this can be,” Butt mused, “I cannot imagine.” 

Taft responded to news of the spooky rumor with “towering rage,” Butt said, banning anyone in the 
house from speaking of the ghost under threat of firing. The president worried that the story would 
get out and the press would have a field day with the news. But his aide seemed to have a sense of 
humor about the whole situation. “I reminded him that the help was in such a state of mind that, if it 
was positively believed that the upper floor of the White House was haunted, the servants there 
could not be kept in their places by executive order,” Butt wrote. 

Still, both of them found their curiosity piqued. Taft was “as anxious to hear about the thing as I had 
been,” according to Butt. And the aide, who was often on the receiving end of the housekeeping 
staff’s complaints, was afraid to let on just how intrigued he was by The Thing. “I don’t dare let any 
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of them see how interested I am in it,” he told his sister-in-law. He hoped that the ghost would fade 
into the background as the year wore on and the staff got busier, relieving him of the duty of calming 
down superstitious domestic employees. 

But even while publicly scoffing at the story, Butt was privately planning to research the mysterious 
boy’s possible origins. He asked several different servants to tell him their stories about The Thing, 
and told Clara that he was “going to delve into the history of the White House” to see if any boy 
matching The Thing’s description had lived—or died—there. But he never mentioned it in his letters 
to Clara again. It seems that he never did find out who the ghost might have been. 

Modern White House historians are just as perplexed as he was. The only known youngster said to 
haunt the presidential residence is Willie Lincoln, who died during his father’s second year in office, 
possibly of typhoid fever. But Willie was 11 when he died, much younger than the description of The 
Thing. (Besides, Willie's ghost was already a known figure in Washington—the first reported 
sightings of his ghost in the White House date back to the 1870s.) 

Whoever the paranormal figure might have represented, Taft was seemingly successful in 
squashing the rumors before they reached beyond the White House walls. “I didn’t really see the 
story in any papers of the time, so you could say that Archie Butt did a good job of keeping the story 
under wraps,” Phifer says. “This seems to be the only mention in the historical record of this ghost.” 

Butt himself, though, was not long for this world. In April 1912, returning from Europe to the U.S. 
after a six-week leave of absence from the White House, he died in the sinking of the Titanic. And 
as for The Thing? Well, if Archie Butt ever did get to the bottom of the mystery, he took the story to 
his watery grave. 

©2017 Mental Floss, Inc. All rights reserved. Mental Floss® is a registered trademark owned by 
Felix Dennis, mentalfloss.com is a trademark owned by Felix Dennis. 

Dennis Publishing Limited, licensed by Felden 
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Ten sharks found in basement of upstate home nypost.com 

By Ruth Brown 

September 6, 2017 | 5:23pm | Updated September 6, 2017 | 5:38pm 
We’re gonna need a bigger basement. 

Ten sharks were found in the basement of an upstate New York home, state officials revealed 
Wednesday. 

State Environmental Conservation officers on Aug. 23 found seven sandbar sharks, two dead 
leopard sharks and a dead hammerhead shark in a 15-foot pool beneath the residence in 
Langrangeville in Dutchess County, the Albany Times-Union reports. 

The toothy predators were all between 2 feet and 4 feet long, NBC New York adds. 

Officials are yet to charge anyone for the super villain lair-esque situation, according to reports. 

The surviving sharks are now living out their days at the Long Island Aquarium. 

©2017 NYP Holdings, Inc. All Rights Reserved 

News Corp. is a network of leading companies in the world of diversified media, news, and 
information services. 

Copyright 2017 NYP Holdings. All rights reserved. 
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Testimony from the Trenches: personal 
journeys of WW1 

First-hand accounts of war provide us with details missing from official reports, and 
offer insights into personal survival strategies, ranging from the mundane and 
superficial to the profound. Collections at the National Archives . Imperial War 
Museum and National Army Museum cover official and non-official narratives, 
ranging from military documentation and papers of high-ranking or well-known 
officials, to the private collections of individuals from the rank-and-file. 

The British Library also holds personal archives relating to a number of conflicts, 
including the recently-catalogued archive of Alfred Forbes Johnson, which will shortly 
be available for consultation in our reading rooms (Add MS 89235). 



Letters in the archive, following re-housing. Copyright held by Tim Johnson, on behalf of the family of A F Johnson. 

Lieutenant Corporal Johnson was drafted into the Royal Garrison Artillery from the 
Artists’ Rifles in 1917, and discharged in the spring of 1919. His archive consists of 
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trench maps, retrospective war diaries, collected memorabilia and correspondence 
with family members. 



\ 


Portrait of Alfred 

Daily letters to his wife Essie allow a good grasp of how he, his colleagues and family 
managed and made sense of their imposed obligations. Alfred’s philosophy was to 
spend life productively, no matter the circumstances, and with good humour. 

'This is a weird state of affairs here. The Hun is shelling something about a quarter of 
a mile on the left, and on the right there is a band playing.' (\ 6/08/1918) 

His strategies included exploring the landscape, villages and towns of France and 
Belgium, engaging in debates of the day with Essie and the Mess, and involving 
himself in lectures, sports and intellectual activities. Most significantly, the British 
Museum employee read avidly, favouring satire, the humour of Dickens, and other 
classics, popular novels and magazines of the day. 

7 generally manage to read a book every time I am at the O.P. as there are generally 
many hours in the early part of the day when it is too hazy to see anything.' 
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Magazines which Alfred and colleagues read at the time are held in the Library’s journal collections. A flyer included 
advertises how reading material was distributed to the troops. The Sphere illustrates the first tube strike in London in 
1919, which Alfred discusses with Essie at the time. 

Alfred expresses regret at losing out on bonding with his new-born son Christopher in 
his two year absence. Yet he gained from his experience too: a Military Cross, a 
vastly enriched literary repertoire, skills in French, German, Italian, and even a new¬ 
found tolerance for Americans! 

The archive also includes letters from other serving family members. Alfred’s brother- 
in-law Reggie died of wounds following his involvement in supporting front-line duty. 
The battles at Loos and Polygon Wood have since become notorious landmarks for 
reckless objectives in warfare. 

'The German Minenwerfers are terrible things, you hear a slight pop & then see the 
bally thing coming over, it is very hard to judge where they will let, so you are kept in 
suspense with your eyes protruding out of your head watching the torpedo till it 
hisses down.... Dugouts werent much use against these blighters.' (20/04/1916) 

The young man eagerly describes his knowledge of German and British ammunition, 
makes frequent requests for Lemon Fizzers from his mother, and tells of his generally 
uncomfortable experience: 
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'In the night we have heaps of company, rats & mice & the other livestock., everytime 
you wake [the rats] are fighting & squeeking all over you., the other night one took a 
flying jump on to my face, he had been washing his feet I believe, it was just like a 
wet rag.' 

In what was to be Reggie’s last letter he anticipated that American involvement would 
bring about an end to the war; it was to be the last his family heard from him. 

'Essie hasn’t given my pants away has she? I shall want them when Peace is 
declared, which may be soon if America has declared war.' (04/05/1916). 



Photo sent on to Reggie's next of kin following his death 


Find further stories of servicemen from the British Library collections at Europeana 
1914-1918 . as well as many commissioned articles exploring the effects of the war. 

Layla Fedyk 

Cataloguer, Modern Archives and Mss 
Posted by Alex Hailey at 11:51 AM 
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Conflict . Modern history . War . World War One 
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Notes: 


• Basic spell check has been run though transcription. This has not altered the text. Namely, the 
archaic spelling of gipsy has been changed to gypsy for easy of reading. Errors produced in 
Archive's automated transcription process have been fixed, (speciahty - specialty, for example) 

• While the description and background information given might be considered politically 
incorrect, it has not been rewritten at all. 

• Pages 70-73, 75-77 are included both as images and transcribed here, along with the books 
copyright page and a link back to Archive.org's listing, should you be interested in downloading 
or otherwise tracking down the full book. Page 74 was blank and omitted. 

BY = PATHS IN THE MLMM by W. V. Herbert 1906 
(Captain Frederick William von Herbert) 

http://www.archive.org/details/bypathsinbalkansOOherbrich 

The '* hora " finishes the programme arranged for the mad, midnight - marauding millionaires." But we 
have been coached. Boldly we ask for the Yellow Cat. 

There is consternation, and a deal of hurry, scurry, and flurry. More brandy is passed and more coin 
dispersed, and the Yellow Cat is produced from under an upturned cart, where she has been sleeping 
peacefully. 

She is neither yellow, nor a cat: simply a maiden of fifteen, but looking twenty in our eyes, who is a 
little fearful: for she has stabbed a man in a fit of jealousy, and those silly gypsies are still looking for 
her. What a ridiculous fuss about such a trifle! She has the typical gypsy face, but is not particularly 
handsome; her rags are not even picturesque. In her eyes there is the green light peculiar to gypsy eyes, 
and her hair, which reaches to a foot below her waist, is " black as the raven-wings of midnight" — as 
Poe has it. 

The Yellow Cat is the name of a Turkish edition of an Oriental legend, set to a homespun recitative, the 
rendering of which is this girl's specialty, and a source of profit and stealthy fame. When the wind 
howls and the owl screeches and the prowling jackal barks ; when all is inky darkness and no outsider 
is within earshot: it is whispered, furtively and tremblingly, that this green-eyed maiden of fifteen 
summers not only 

sings the Yellow Cat, but is a yellow cat. Even the trees must not hear this ! For the yellow cat is the 
Eastern edition of the vampire legend — a woman who can at will assume the shape of a yellow cat 
(originally a leopard, presumably), and her victims are men, whose blood is her sustenance. 

The ballad is sung, without accompaniment, to a semi-recitative. The poem is in alternating dactiles 
and trochees, and to most of the short syllables one ground-note is allotted (e flat, I think), whilst the 
accentuated syllables rise and fall, chromatically, or nearly so, above it, according to sense and natural 
intonation. Again there is no musical division into periods ; the punctuation is that which the division of 
the text into sentences demands. 

That the rendering is masterly is the smallest consideration. The intonation is pure and true, the 
enunciation perfect; the wonderful vowel harmony, which makes Turkish to those who have an ear for 




it the most euphonious language in the world, is an additional charm. The gestures do not seem 
exaggerated in these wild environments ; facial and verbal expression are those of an actress of 
consummate skill, and — what is better — of a bom actress, one of “God's grace," as the Germans say. 

But the intensity of passion baffles description. The girl's eyes blaze green fire. I am not easily 
frightened — my military record, I think, proves it — but I own she has set me a-quiver. I can 
understand that gruesome, unnameable tribal fear. The wondrous song with which in the ballad the cat- 
maiden allures her victim to her den would make the blood of the most sluggish Philistine course faster. 
It is the old story ; we have it in the "Lorelei," in the 'Erlkings Daughter," in the Siren legends, in the 
"Strange Woman" of the Proverbs, in countless other shapes : frail man in face of the eternally 
feminine." 

Has the reader grasped the incidental object- lesson in splendid atavism? Hore is Nature's own child, 
fierce and free, speaking, in the language of aeons ago, the eternal truth, and — let us not shirk it — 
God's own image undefiled : for her faults, her follies, her crimes are those which an artificial 
civilization has forced on her. 

A cynic among American millionaires (I think it was the late lamented Jay Gould) once said he would 
give a magnificent reward to any one who would discover or invent a new sensation. Let him who is 
similarly inclined leam Turkish, and travel the length and breadth of the Balkan Peninsula until he has 
hunted down the Turkish gypsy girl nicknamed "Sari Kedi" — i.e. Yellow Cat. I met her last spring : I 
hope she is not in prison yet. He will then have such a sensation as will last him to the end of his days. 

THE YELLOW CAT 

{Translated from the Turkish). 

** Dear, the pang is brief, 

Do thy part, 

Have thy pleasure ! How perplexed 
Grows belief! 

Well, this cold clay clod 
Was man's heart: 

Crumble it, and what comes next ? " 

Browning ("In a Year"), 

THE Yellow Cat on the hilltop stood, 

With her eyes of glittering grey. 

She longed for a drink of purple blood, 

For the noise and joys of the fray. 

And all ye good people, remember that: 

Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

The Yellow Cat is a maiden bold, 

A maiden fair and frail; 

Her hair has the colour of burnished gold; 

'Twas pressed to her breast in the gale. 

And all ye good people, remember that: 



Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

The Yellow Cat can purr and kiss, 

And sing a wonderful tune. 

The Yellow Cat can scratch and hiss 
And bite and strike in the moon. 

And all ye good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

The young man saw the yellow-haired maid, 
And heard her entrancing wail. 

She purred and fawned and kissed and bade 
Him come to her home in the dale. 

And all ye good people, remember that: 

Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

She chanted divinely of earthly bliss, 

And heavenly joys ere long, 

With a wile and a smile and a lying kiss. 

And the call and the thrall of her song. 

And all ye good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

They found the young man, white and stark. 

As the mom dawned in gold and in rose. 
What are they whispering? what talking of? 
—Hark ! 

" 'Tis he whom the she-devil chose." 

And all ye good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

"What has felled him, sturdy and good?" 

"What smote him, passing fair?" 

"What is become of his purple blood?" 

"What blanched his nut-brown hair?" 

Oh, all ye good people, just think of that: 

His blood quenched the thirst of the Yellow Cat. 
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THE MYSTERIOUS 

AXMAN’S JAZZ 


(DONT SCARE ME PAPA) 


Neatorama is proud to bring you a guest post from history buff and 
Neatoramanaut WTM, who wishes to remain otherwise anonymous. 

In the spring of 1918, New Orleans, Louisiana (NOLA) was not exactly 
a city known for banking its fires. Although WWI was still in effect, the 
city’s motto then was as it is now - ‘Laissez les bons temps rouler’ - let 
the good times roll. And roll they did. NOLA had culture, a storied 
history, the country’s first movie theater, a booming financial district, any 
and all kinds of vice, Jax beer, jazz music, fine cuisine, the French 
Quarter, and Mardi Gras. NOLA was one of the nation’s busiest 
seaports, had a curious mix of wealth and poverty but relative overall 
prosperity, and was possessed of a diverse international citizenry and 
surprisingly good race relations for the day, thanks to its Cajun and 
Creole heritage. To its inhabitants, NOLA had all that one could want - and now it was about to have 
a serial killer. 



For all its splendor and 
romance, NOLA, the ‘Big 
Easy’, had a dark side. It 
was the site of the largest 
mass lynching in 
American history, had 
some organized crime 
connections, including the 
Mafia, and an active 
voodoo culture. As in any 
large city, there was 
crime, and the NOLA 
police department was 

kept busy, although in truth most of its calls were in the red-light district, where there was frequent 
trouble at one or other of the city’s many bordellos or saloons. There were murders, of course, but 
these were generally of the ‘typical’ variety - robbery, jealous suitors, cheating spouses, public 
insults, and so forth. Yet nothing in its dark side’s long history had prepared the NOLA metropolitan 
area for what was to become one of the greatest unsolved crimes of the 20th Century - that of the 
Axeman of New Orleans. 

Beginning in May 1918 and lasting through October 1919, a series of horrific assaults and murders 
engulfed the NOLA metropolitan area, the obvious work of a serial killer. These crimes were never 
solved, and they stopped as mysteriously as they had started. The murders became infamous not 
only for their blood-spattered violence but also for the bizarre modus operandi (MO) of the 
perpetrator. Each of the ‘canonical’ victims was Italian, and either a grocer or a baker. Family 
members were sometimes not spared; men, women, and even small children were mercilessly 
slaughtered, a most unusual behavior for a serial killer. While it is impossible to ascertain whether or 
not a single perpetrator was responsible for all of the atrocities ascribed to the Axeman, and there 
has never been any consensus as to the exact number of the Axeman’s victims (there were 
probable copycat murders), it is a fact that at least twelve people across metropolitan NOLA were 
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Like Jack the Ripper 
30 years earlier and 
the Cleveland Torso 
Killer 15 years later, 
this unknown criminal 
had several 
nicknames - the 
Boogeyman, the 
Axeman of New 
Orleans, or simply 
and most commonly, 
the Axeman (or 
Axman). But, unlike 

Jack the Ripper and the Cleveland Torso Killer, the Axeman would leave behind some survivors of 
his attacks, some eyewitnesses to his crimes, and all of his implements of murder. But for all that, he 
was never officially identified, much less apprehended. 


attacked by the Axeman over a 17 month period, at 
least seven of who died from their injuries. 


It all began on May 23, 1918, when an Italian grocer named Joseph Maggio and his wife were 
butchered while sleeping above their store. The police discovered that a panel in the rear door had 
been chiseled out, providing an entry point for the killer. The murder weapon, an axe belonging to 
the Maggios, was found in their bathtub. Nothing had been stolen, including jewelry and money that 
were in plain sight. 



NOLA police investigators began looking through 
old cases for similar crimes and discovered that 
three axe murders of Italian grocers had occurred 
in 1911. These crimes bore a strong 
resemblance to the Maggio crime and had been 
thought to be a Mafia vendetta against fellow 
Italians. All were unsolved. 


The 'Ax 


manV 


Victims One of the most 

baffling aspects of the 
Axeman’s crimes was 
that of his MO; he 
entered his victims’ 


single panel out of the 
rear exterior door. 

This method of entry 
in particular is quite 
surprising, given the 
amount of time and 
work (and risk) that it 

would take to chisel a panel out of a thick wood door and the relatively small size of the opening in 
the doorway that would be created. Yet, he apparently managed to fit through these rather small 
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entry points, even though it seemed that no adult male could possibly gain entry through them, most 
especially as most eyewitnesses later described the Axeman as a tall, dark-skinned, heavy-set man. 
After entering, he would then attack his victims in their sleep and bludgeon them with an axe. 
Curiously, the weapons he employed (axes, but upon occasion also knives and straight razors) were 
always abstracted from the houses he entered, and they were always left behind at or near the 
scenes of the crimes along with the chisels that he had used for removing the panels from the 
doors. So far as is known, he never robbed any of his victims. 

NOLA being NOLA, with its ingrained voodoo culture, some maintained that the Axeman was a 
creature from the world beyond. How else, they said, could eyewitnesses describe the killer as 
being a large man when only a small person could have slipped through the chiseled-out panels in 
the doors? The killer must have entered by supernatural means, as each door was still locked when 
the crimes were later discovered. In addition, his ability to quickly flee the scene “as if he had wings” 
led the citizens of New Orleans to wonder if the Axeman were even human or instead some sort of 
ungodly demon. If there were any skepticism about the latter, it was quickly dispelled by what was 
soon to follow. 


In March of 1919, the Axeman revealed himself as 
much as he ever would. A letter received by the NOLA 
Times-Picayune newspaper, purportedly from the 
Axeman, revealed that he loved jazz music and thus 
would spare anyone who played jazz through the night 
of Tuesday, March 18. This letter follows in full. 

Hell, March 13, 1919 

Esteemed Mortal: 


They have never caught me and they never will. 
They have never seen me, for I am invisible, even 
as the ether that surrounds your earth. I am not a 
human being, but a spirit and a demon from the hottest hell. I am what you Orleanians 
and your foolish police call the Axeman. 

When I see fit, I shall come and claim other victims. I alone know whom they shall be. I 
shall leave no clue except my bloody axe, besmeared with blood and brains of he whom 
I have sent below to keep me company. 

If you wish you may tell the police to be careful not to rile me. Of course, I am a 
reasonable spirit. I take no offense at the way they have conducted their investigations in 
the past. In fact, they have been so utterly stupid as to not only amuse me, but His 
Satanic Majesty, Francis Josef, etc. But tell them to beware. Let them not try to discover 
what I am, for it were better that they were never born than to incur the wrath of the 
Axeman. I don‘t think there is any need of such a warning, for I feel sure the police will 
always dodge me, as they have in the past. They are wise and know how to keep away 
from all harm. 

Undoubtedly, you Orleanians think of me as a most horrible murderer, which I am, but I 
could be much worse if I wanted to. If I wished, I could pay a visit to your city every night. 
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At will I could slay thousands of your best citizens, for I am in close relationship with the 
Angel of Death. 

Now, to be exact, at 12:15 (earthly time) on next Tuesday night, I am going to pass over 
New Orleans. In my infinite mercy, I am going to make a little proposition to you people. 

Here it is: 

I am very fond of jazz music, and I swear by all the devils in the nether regions that every 
person shall be spared in whose home a jazz band is in full swing at the time I have just 
mentioned. If everyone has a jazz band going, well, then, so much the better for you 
people. One thing is certain and that is that some of your people who do not jazz it on 
Tuesday night (if there be any) will get the axe. 

Well, as I am cold and crave the warmth of my native Tartarus, and it is about time I 
leave your earthly home, I will cease my discourse. Hoping that thou wilt publish this, 
that it may go well with thee, I have been, am and will be the worst spirit that ever existed 
either in fact or realm of fancy. 

The Axeman 

The citizens of metropolitan NOLA did their best to follow the Axeman’s instructions to the letter. 
Although many later claimed that they had participated just for the fun of it, it was clear that the 
populace as a whole was terrified. The night of March 18, people in NOLA partied as if their lives 
depended on it. Restaurants and clubs all over town that offered jazz music were jammed; friends 
and neighbors gathered in homes to “jazz it up”, and every musician in the city had been engaged in 
some venue. By midnight, practically every house in the city was alive with jazz, many of them 
pounding out a composition by a well-known local composer, Joseph Davilla, entitled “The 
Mysterious Axman’s Jazz”, which, NOLA being NOLA, soon became a smash hit. Listen to it here. 

As promised, no one playing jazz that night died at the hands of the Axeman. 

But the Axeman had been pushing his luck. There had been several aborted attempts at other of his 
crimes, one of which nearly got him shot. Households and entire communities began organizing 
such that someone armed was always on watch at night while others slept. Bands of vigilantes 
armed with shotguns conspicuously roamed the streets after dark. Some few even openly dared the 
Axeman to come calling, providing their addresses through newspaper ads. 

On October 27, 1919, the Axeman conducted his final 
slaughter, perhaps because NOLA was becoming too 
hot for him. An Italian grocer named Mike Pepitone (or 
Pipitone) was butchered, but his wife and children, 
asleep in another room, went unharmed. 

The horror then came to an abrupt end. This was the 
last canonical murder attributed to the Axeman. He was 
never seen or heard from again. No one would ever 
learn the identity of the Axeman - or would they? 

A year after the Pepitone murder, a man named Joseph 
Mumfre (also Momfre and other variant spellings) was 
shot and killed on the west coast, allegedly by Mike Pepitone’s widow, Esther Albano. She had been 
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eyewitness to his murder and was said to have 
recognized Mumfre as her husband’s killer. 
Mumfre had years earlier been ringleader of a 
blackmail gang which preyed on NOLA’s Italian 
community. He was sent to prison in 1911, just 
after the first series of axe murders. He was 
paroled in 1918, around the time that the 
Axeman’s murders began. Immediately after the 
Pepitone murder, Mumfre left NOLA for the west 
coast, and the Axeman vanished as well. In spite 
of all this circumstantial evidence, there was no 
actual evidence to link him to any of the Axeman’s 
crimes. 


Did Esther Albano really recognize the Axeman? And if she really knew his identity, why did she not 
inform the NOLA police? Had the Axeman then been apprehended and identified by Albano and the 
other eyewitnesses, he would either have quickly been tried, convicted, and executed or seized by a 
mob and lynched. But would even such an end have satisfied a bereaved widow and mother of six 
children, especially one of Italian heritage? After all, revenge is a dish best served cold. 



Was Joseph Mumfre really the Axeman? Was the 
Axeman instead someone who remains unknown 
today? Or was the Axeman actually what he claimed 
to be all along - a supernatural entity from the depths 
of Hell? Only one thing is certain after the passage of 
nearly a century; whoever - or whatever - the 
Axeman was, he is today legend, and legends never 
die. 

Sources and Further Reading 
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“The story often 
goes [that] the 
Hardanger fiddle 
was the devil’s 
instrument. And it 
wasn’t played in 
church,” said 
David Listug of 
Stoughton, 

Wisconsin. “And 
the reason being 
is because then 
people drank and 
they tossed their 
bodies around and 

things like that and fights broke out and this is unchurchly.” 

It’s fitting then that when, in 1941, Otto Rindlisbacher of Rice Lake, Wisconsin, played a Norwegian 
song on his Hardanger fiddle, the tune’s title was “Devil on the Wine Keg.” You can listen to it here. 

The Hardanger fiddle has come a long ways since then—now it’s seen as a staple of traditional 
Norwegian folk music. David Listug explained the history of the Hardanger fiddle in an interview at 
his home in May of 2017. Born in 1947 in Stoughton, Listug is a Norwegian-American musician who 
plays the violin, Hardanger fiddle, and the jaw harp. 

Growing up in Wisconsin, David’s father, the 
son of immigrants from Telemark, Norway, 
played the violin, although seldom in the 
home. Listug recalls that his mother used to 
say ‘“He’s not doing that scratching in this 
house.’ I remember there were just real 
battles.” Despite those squabbles, as an adult 
David developed an interest in Norwegian folk 
music. With a chuckle, he said, “I heard some 
music on in the ’80s and I said ‘wow this can’t 
be that difficult.” With help from a friend and 
years of practice - and probably a bit of 
scratching that would have led to yet another 
battle with his mother - David is still learning, 
nearly forty years later. Most of what he plays 
he’s learned by ear, listening to CDs, original recordings, and other musicians, again and again. 

Over the years the instruments and folk music of Norway have become an important part of Listug’s 
heritage. He plays at folk dances in Wisconsin - at places like Folklore Village where the Hardanger 




Two carved wooden figures: A man playing a fiddle, and a woman playing a wind 

instrument. 


http://folklorethursday.eom/folk-music/the-devils-instrument-hardanger-fiddles-and-norwegian-american-folk-music/#sthash.DMaUlozl.dpbs 


1/3 









9/22/2017 


The Devil’s Instrument: Hardanger Fiddles and Norwegian-American Folk Music - #FolkloreThursday 


Fiddle Association of America hosts the 
annual Hardanger Fiddle Music and Dance 
Workshop - and in Minnesota, sometimes 
with the American Swedish Institute’s 
Spelmanslag. (David jokes about Norwegian 
Americans playing Swedish music, saying, 

“I’m trying to bring them culture!”). 

The Hardanger fiddle, hardingfele in 
Norwegian, takes its name from the 
Hardanger region of Norway. Known for 
needlework, bunads - the traditional dress of 
Norway - and, of course, the fiddle, the region 
is also beautiful. Like postcard, can’t-take-a- 
bad-picture, beautiful. But beauty wasn’t 
enough to keep Norwegians from leaving the country. In fact, between 1865 and 1930, nearly 
800,000 Norwegians left for the United States. Some returned. But many settled in the New World. 

They had taken their music and their woodworking skills with them. The Hardanger fiddle is a piece 
of art before it is even played. A bowed instrument with four strings like a violin, the Hardanger fiddle 
also features four or five sympathetic strings - unbowed strings beneath the four bowed strings that 
resonate when the instrument is played. 



David Listug plays the Hardanger fiddle in his home in Stoughton, 
Wisconsin. © Marcus Cederstrom 


Usually decorated with inlaid pearl and scrolls 
and floral patterns drawn in black ink, the neck 
of the fiddle is adorned with a carved head. 
Often it is a lion or dragon that stares back at 
the fiddler as they play for the people who 
take to the dance floor. 

The lion that stares back at David is a replica 
of the lion that stared back at David’s great- 
great-grandfather. David met a Norwegian 
Hardanger fiddle player years ago who had 
purchased a fiddle from a farm in Telemark. 
Inscribed on the fiddle was a name - Jorund 
Lid. That small farm in Telemark was where 
David’s great-great-grandfather had worked as a younger man. And the name on the fiddle was 
David’s great-great-grandfather’s name. With photographs of the fiddle in hand, David 
commissioned a replica, connecting with his Norwegian heritage through the instrument and the 
music. 

(Check out this compilation video from the Hardanger Fiddle Association of America to hear what 
the Hardanger fiddle sounds like.) 

As Norwegians settled in the Upper Midwest, they continued playing the folk tunes they had learned 
in the Old World. They passed along those songs to their children in the New World along with their 
instruments, their language, and their stories. The children and grandchildren born in the United 
States didn’t always actively maintain those traditions, though. The Hardanger fiddle is a notoriously 
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difficult instrument to play, so perhaps it’s not surprising that while the instrument was initially quite 
popular with Norwegian Americans, it lost its lustre in the generations to follow. Listug mused, 

“I think World War II killed the traditional music because people started with radios and 
listening to things that were popular music at that [time] and the old Scandinavian tunes 
were really old-fashioned and nobody wanted to be old-fashioned.” 

But by the 1980s, a revival was afoot. 

That revival has taken root and today there’s an active group of Hardanger fiddlers who come 
together every year in Dodgeville, Wisconsin, as part of the Hardanger Fiddle Association of 
America. The University of Wisconsin - Madison has several original recordings of Norwegian- 
American fiddlers in their digital collections, a supplement to the Norwegian American Folk Music 
Portal. So with a little help from collectors, folklorists, and, most importantly, Hardanger fiddle 
players, the tradition lives on. The Hardanger fiddle has gone from being quite common during 
Norwegian migration to fading in the middle of the 1900s to a once-more thriving scene. And that’s 
the thing about folk traditions: they stick around (and change!) as long as they’re relevant. For many 
Norwegian Americans, the Hardanger fiddle is still relevant because of the way it connects them, 
visually, bodily, and of course aurally, with their Norwegian heritage. It’s a way to connect with their 
family, their community, and their culture. And, of course, it’s a way to get people out on the dance 
floor, tossing their bodies around and maybe sharing a drink or two. 
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1925 Tri-State Tornado Damage, NOAA 
Archives 

Neatorama is proud to bring you a guest 
post from history buff and Neatoramanaut 
WTM, who wishes to remain otherwise 
anonymous. 

In the early afternoon of March 18, 1925, 
there occurred over the Ozark Mountains of 
Missouri a mysterious weather phenomenon 
that had never before been observed and 
has not been observed since, this being the 
genesis of a one-of-a-kind (thus far) monster of a storm that was to become known as the Tri-State 
Tornado. 

It was the very end of winter, but temperatures in Missouri were unusually warm for mid-March, a 
balmy 65 degrees. Although each spring brought the threat of tornadoes to Tornado Alley, severe 
weather usually wasn’t a concern at this latitude until May, and after all, it was technically still winter. 
No one in the immediate area knew it, but a confluence of three independent weather systems had 
recently taken place overhead, an event that was soon to have the severest of ramifications. A low- 
pressure cyclone from Canada had brought cool dry air, a warm front drawn from the Gulf of Mexico 
by this low-pressure cyclone had brought warm moist air, and another warm front drawn from the 
desert southwest had brought warm dry air. 



The confluence of the three weather systems 
intensified the cyclone which had by then 
centered over the midwest, in which then 
developed unseasonable squall lines of severe 
thunderstorms, among them a massive type of 
mesocyclonic (rotating core) thunderstorm 
known as a supercell. Supercell thunderstorms 
are one of nature’s danger signals, like rattles 
on a rattlesnake, for they invariably produce 
severe weather such as torrential rain, golfball- 
to-grapefruit-sized hail, hurricane-force downbursts - and tornadoes. One ignores a supercell 
thunderstorm at one’s own peril, as thousands of people across three states were about to discover. 


40 * 





This particular supercell formed over the Ozark Mountains in Reynolds County, Missouri, in the 
southeastern corner of the state, as part of a related outbreak of twelve tornadic thunderstorms 
embedded in the squall lines, all of which were deadly and destructive in their own right. Although 
no one claims to have witnessed the touchdown of the tornado it spawned just before 1 pm, a rural 
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mail carrier about three miles north of Ellington, Missouri, reported seeing and hearing an “awful 
commotion” plunging across the land in front of him shortly after 1 pm. 

Thus began what was to become the deadliest tornado disaster in the history of the United States. 
Over the next three-and-a-half hours, 695 people would be killed in Missouri, Illinois, and Indiana 
(hence the name Tri-State Tornado), with still more dying later from their injuries, and at least two 
thousand more would be badly injured or maimed for life. By the end of its run, the storm would also 
demolish 15,000 homes and hundreds of family farms. Some few towns would be completely 
destroyed; all others in its path would be partially or mostly destroyed. 

1925 Tri-State Tornado Damage 

A combination of circumstances made this 
storm so extraordinarily deadly and 
destructive: 

1. It was still winter; people simply weren’t 
expecting a tornado then in that area of the 
country 

2. Eyewitnesses reported the tornado’s 
general appearance as a “smoky fog”; a 
funnel cloud or clouds were not evident for 
nearly its entire path, so most victims didn’t 
to escape. Its great forward speed, as high 

as 73 mph, gave little time to make for cover once it had been recognized as a tornado 

3. It was an F5 tornado, which, with its great forward speed, gave it an effective wind velocity of well 
over 300 mph 

4. The US Weather Bureau then did not allow forecasting of tornadoes or warning of tornadic 
conditions (a practice that, incredibly, was continued well into the 1950’s) because such forecasts 
produced ‘panic’ among the locals affected. (Apparently, it was acceptable to the federal 
government for you to be killed by a tornado, just so long as you did not panic beforehand.) 

5. The supercell thunderstorm formed within the cold front, about 80 miles behind the ‘triple-point’ 
intersection of the three fronts, a most unusual location for such development, and the low-pressure 
cyclone intensified by its confluence with the two warm fronts moved at just the right pace to keep its 
offspring supercell and its tornado in a favorable tornadic environment for the astonishing and 
unprecedented duration of three-and-a-half-hours 

6. The damage track was continuous and uninterrupted for 219 - 235 miles (opinions vary); there 
was no hopping or skipping, although the width of the track did vary from one-quarter to nearly one- 
and-one-half miles 

Judging from the many eyewitness accounts, the Tri-State Tornado was most probably a massive 
circulating multi-vortex, at times possessing two or three funnels that repeatedly combined and 
separated, all wrapped in rain and “smoky fog” that was part of a high precipitation (HP) supercell 
updraft. Occasionally the condensation funnels (the familiar ‘funnel cloud’) would (and did) become 
visible; but most of the time, they would have been (and were) enshrouded and hidden by a rotating 
veil of rain curtains and ‘fog’ that depleted and reformed constantly over nearly all of its 
life. Contemporary observations indicate that heavy ‘rain shafts’ can resemble low clouds and fog on 
the ground, and the Tri-State Tornado’s parent supercell was undoubtedly of the HP type. One 
eyewitness account runs thus: “All morning, before the tornado, it had rained. The day was dark and 



realize the storm was a tornado until it was far too late 
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gloomy. The air was heavy. There was no wind. Then the drizzle increased. The heavens seemed to 
open, pouring down a flood. The day grew black. Then the air was filled with 10,000 things.” 

No photographs of the Tri-State Tornado are known to exist (it was 1925), but judging from the 
eyewitness accounts it must have at some point looked something like a composite of these two HP 
supercells. Note the underlying and impenetrable darkness seen in both images, especially the 
second, (“the day grew black”) and the close proximity of the cloud bases to the ground (“it was a 
purple-black mass rolling over and over like a barrel”). The supercells shown are themselves 
massive and probably much like the supercell that spawned the Tri-State Tornado. 



Some meteorologists and storm chasers are of 
opinion that the April 2011 Birmingham tornado, as 
seen in this embedded video, is more representative 
of the camouflaged and rain-wrapped multi-vortex 
tornado that the fully-developed Tri-State Tornado 
must have been. Unfortunately, no one shall ever 
know for certain. 



(YouTube link) 

The Tri-State Tornado followed a path that 
closely matched those of other tornadic 
storms occurring in the US, i.e., from 
southwest to northeast. Only near the end of 
its life did it deviate slightly, turning 9 
degrees north near Owensville, Indiana. The 
map below shows its path, from its first 
reported sighting to its last, and embedded 
commentary describes the death and 
destruction that it wrought along the way. 


March 18,1925 Tri-State Tornado 



SCALC^Of MuES^ 


The Tri-State Tornado Track, courtesy "Illinois Tornadoes" by John W. Wilson 
and Stanley A Changnon, Jr., Illinois State Water Survey, Urbana, IL (1971). 


Track of the Tri-State Tornado as published by Wilson and 
Changnon (1971). Speeds they deduced for the tornado’s 
progression and other data are shown along the track. 

The Tri-State Tornado mesmerized many of those who saw it, 
which may also help explain why it proved to be so deadly. 
There are eyewitness accounts of the storm clouds possessing 
unusual colors and appearance, these coming from those who 
had not then recognized the storm as being a tornado. In one 
such account, two young women are standing in a house’s 
dining room, admiring the “beautiful cloud” that one of them 
had spied through the window, and they were still standing 
there in rapt admiration when a 600 lb cast-iron stove came 


crashing through the wall. 
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Damage throughout the Tri-State Tornado’s track frequently approached total destruction. Following 
are typical examples of what resulted, sadly and all too often, when the storm passed through 
inhabited areas. 



1925 Tri-State Tornado Damage 


1925 Tri-State Tornado Damage, West 
Frankfort, Illinois 


The level of destruction observed in DeSoto, 
Illinois, was eerily evocative of that seen in 
Hiroshima 20 years later. The photograph 
below is of a residential area in DeSoto, and it 
can be seen that the ground has practically 
been scraped clean, leaving little evidence of 
the homes that once stood there. 


1925 Tri-State Tornado Damage, 
DeSoto, Illinois 


At the end of its life, the Tri-State 
Tornado was speeding directly 
toward the town of Petersburg, 
Indiana, when, in an unnamed field 
three miles to the southwest, the 
tornado weakened, shrank, lifted, 
and dissipated around 4:30 pm. It 
had at last simply run out of steam, 
its parent supercell having finally 
outrun the cyclone that had fueled 
it. As if the day’s weather had not already 
been bizarre enough, the final surprise 


came when it then turned cold and snowed 


later that evening. 


As one might expect, the Tri-State Tornado 
made newspaper front-pages all over the 
tri-state area, as seen here. 


The Tri-State Tornado also made national and international news, as witnessed by these other 
newspaper front pages of March 19 and March 20. 
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FIRST PICTURES OF STORM DISASTER 
KEiRALbliirEXAMfNER 


Much of the local economic downturn the Tri- 
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10. Most missing victims, whose remains undoubtedly still lie in the deep woods into which they 
were flung 


Today, well over 92 years later, surprisingly few people outside of the tri-state area that was directly 
affected by the storm have ever even heard of the 1925 Tri-State Tornado. It has largely 
disappeared into history, obscured by the passage of annual killer tornadoes and nearly a century of 
other severe weather events, which is why the nickname of this incredible one-of-a-kind tornado is 
now The Forgotten Storm’. 
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By Paul siade planetslade.com 


It was a remarkable ceremony - and not just because the bride and groom 
were both eight feet tall. 

Queen Victoria had personally wished the couple well and given them the 
jewellery they now wore. The bride made her way up the aisle following 
the world's most famous singing Siamese twins, who then took a place in 
the front pew. Crowds of gawping strangers filled the rear of the church, 
jostling with newspaper reporters and society columnists for a better view. 
A mob of even rowdier spectators packed the central London square 
outside, where the police struggled to keep control. 

Still, at least the Daily Telegraph was sympathetic. "A man may get used 
to being eight feet high," it told readers. "But to be eight feet high and to be 
stared at by a devout congregation of idlers on the occasion of marrying a 
lady who is eight feet high also is a trying conjunction of matters. However, 
Captain Bates got through his difficulties tolerably well" (1). 

The scene of Captain Bates' ordeal was St Martin-in-the-Fields church in Trafalgar Square on June 
17, 1871. Martin van Buren Bates and his bride-to-be Anna Swan had first met in New Jersey two 
years earlier, and been unexpectedly reunited in April 1871 while sailing from New York to Liverpool 
with HP Ingalls' small circus troupe. They were both famous attractions by that time, Anna having 
exhibited herself for nine years and Martin for about six. Ingalls' troupe was completed by Millie and 
Christine McKoy, a pair of harmonising Siamese twins who billed themselves as "Millie-Christine, the 
two-headed nightingale". 

Martin and Anna, who barely knew each other before the ten-day voyage, were surprised to meet 
again on-board, as neither had known who else would be in the party when they joined. They began 
to spend a lot of time together, however, and by the time the ship docked at Liverpool on May 2, 
they were ready to announce their engagement. They'd each had several marriage proposals 
before, but always turned them down for fear that the suitors involved were really after the money 
and fame they'd earned in their sideshow careers. This time, it was different. 

The troupe's three-year stay in Europe began with a week in Liverpool, where Martin and Anna 
stayed at the city's Washington Hotel. Anna's career had brought her to Liverpool before but it was 
Martin's first visit. His commission in the Confederate Army had given him an undeniable military 
bearing, and this fact did not escape the Liverpool Daily Courier. "He is probably the finest specimen 
of a giant that our degenerate modern days have witnessed," it said. "He is a handsome, well- 
proportioned young fellow, neither weak-kneed nor round-shouldered, as well set-up as any of Her 
Majesty's Foot Guards" (2). The Daily Post added that Martin's conversation was "that of a self- 
possessed and highly intelligent London gentlemen" (3). 

The couple spent their first day in Liverpool riding round the city in a carriage to publicise the coming 
shows. Crowds gathered wherever they passed, and rumours began that they planned to marry. 
Everyone was delighted when they confirmed these plans two weeks later at a fashionable London 
reception, and Martin rented a London house for them at 45 Craven Street, next to the busy Charing 
Cross railway station. 

At the end of May, Martin and Anna - by then billing themselves as "The Tallest Couple Alive" - gave 
their first public performance together at an unidentified London venue. This would have been far 
more refined than the vulgar carnival affair we might imagine today. Martin would read some poetry, 
Anna would play the piano, and then the couple might mingle with their paying guests, chatting 
politely and sipping tea. Sometimes, they would perform in short playlets written around their size. 



Artwork © Rick Geary. Click here for a larger Image. 
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Evenings like this became a great success in London society, and it wasn't long before Buckingham 
Palace summoned Martin and Anna to appear before Queen Victoria herself. 

The bride walked up the aisle preceded by the world's most famous singing Siamese twins 

Victoria - then nearing a decade of mourning for her beloved Albert - was captivated by the giant 
sweethearts' charm, and presented them each with a huge gold watch. These were about the size 
of a saucer, studded with diamonds, and said to be worth $1,000 apiece. She also gave Anna a 
diamond cluster ring and a wedding gown as gifts for the coming nuptials (4). Some accounts claim 
she used her Royal clout to ensure that St Martin's, the monarch's parish church, was made 
available on Martin and Anna's chosen date. 

Booking a central London church for a Saturday wedding in June at less than six weeks' notice can't 
have been a simple matter, even in 1871, so perhaps this suggestion is less fanciful than it seems. 
All that would have been needed was for Victoria's staff to discretely make the Queen's wishes 
known. 

The weather on the big day was dry, but with murky and overcast skies. Sunshine, the Telegraph 
reported, was "transitory and fitful". Martin arrived at the church around 10:45am, and found a large 
crowd already gathered there hoping to catch a glimpse of him or Anna as they arrived. He took his 
place at the altar, and Anna arrived a few minutes later. She was preceded up the aisle by Millie- 
Christine. 

Ingalls gave Anna away at the altar, and the ceremony was conducted by Rev. Rupert Cochrane, a 
6' 3" friend of Anna's Nova Scotia family, who happened to be preaching in London at the time. 

Martin wore Victoria's gold watch and Anna the diamond cluster ring. I assume the lace gown Anna 
wore must have been the one Victoria gave her too - surely the offer would have been impossible to 
refuse? - but I've yet to see any confirmation of that. 

The rear pews of the church were full of curious spectators, creating what Harper's Bazaar 
sarcastically called "a reverential scene of whispering, giggling and climbing over pews" (5). The 
Telegraph was less sniffy, saying that "any disturbance was certainly not provoked by the group near 
the communion rails". Millie-Christine's arrival inevitably caused a bit of a fuss - Harper's mentions 
"a buzz of comment and much hilarity" - but the Telegraph's man noted that she, like everyone else 
in the wedding party, did her utmost to ensure the day did not turn into a circus. 

"The bride's dress became her well," the Telegraph continued. "And there 
was something of stateliness and dignity in the skill with which she 
managed a most imposing train. [...] Captain Bates, the bridegroom, may 
be pardoned for having looked rather less at ease in a blue coat, white 
waistcoat and grey or light-tinted trousers." Harper 1 s was unable to resist 
another snide comment at this point, remarking on the need to excuse 
Martin's "exceedingly blue tie". 

After signing the register, the newlyweds struggled through the crowds 
outside, making for their carriage and the Craven Street wedding breakfast 
that awaited them. If the mob blocking their path had known a little more 
about Martin's bloodthirsty progress through the American Civil War, they 
might not have been quite so quick to get in his way. 



Martin van Buren Bates was born on November 9, 1837, although he seems to have finessed this 
date a little in later life to extend his career (6). He was the 11th and youngest child of Kentucky 
farmers John and Sarah Bates. 
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The rest of the family were all normal size, and there seemed nothing exceptional about Martin until 
he turned seven. Then he began growing so fast - first fat, then tall - that his parents began fearing 
for his health and spared him from working on the farm. Instead, Martin concentrated on his 
education, learning to recite historical dates and events from memory by the time he was eight. 
Friends who knew the adult Martin credited him with what they called "almost a photographic 
memory", and this trait seems to have developed early. 

We don't have a record of Martin's height at this point, but we do know that he weighed 170lbs (just 
over 12 stone) at age 11 and 300lbs at 13. He was, as one astonished uncle remarked, "a mighty 
big boy, by heck". 

In his early twenties, Martin travelled to the nearby town of Whitesburg, passed the exams needed 
for his teaching certificate, and began working in a small log schoolhouse near the Bates' farm. 

"That 'Big Boy Bates' was a fellow none of us boys ever sassed," a former pupil recalled. "We didn't 
dare. Why, he was so big, his voice just sort of rumbled like a bull bellowing" (7). 

Martin was seven feet tall by this time, and made a truly terrifying sight on the battlefield 

The US Civil War started in 1861, and Martin joined up that September, fighting on the Confederate 
side as a private with the Fifth Kentucky Infantry. His courage quickly won him a string of battlefield 
promotions culminating - for the moment - in the rank of First Lieutenant. He fought in battles all 
over the state, including those at Middle Creek and Cumberland Gap, and did so with such ferocity 
that Unionist troops soon started singling him out. To them, he was "that Confederate giant who's a 
as big as five men and fights like 50". 

Martin was seven feet tall by this time, and must have made a truly terrifying sight on the battlefield. 
His great great nephew Bruce Bates describes it like this: "He used two colossal 71-calibre horse 
pistols that had been made specially for him at the Tredegar Iron Works in Richmond. He wore them 
strapped across his chest in black leather holsters. He had a sabre that was 18 inches longer than 
the standard weapon. He rode a huge Percheron horse that he took from a German farmer in 
Pennsylvania" (8). 

God knows how they did it, but somehow Unionist troops managed to capture Martin in Pike County, 
Kentucky, early in 1863. His first taste of life in showbiz came while imprisoned at Camp Chase in 
Ohio, where Union soldiers nick-named him "The Kentucky Giant" and came to gawp at him in his 
cell. He was later moved to another Union camp at Point Lookout, Maryland where, depending on 
whose account you believe, he either escaped or was freed in that May's exchange of prisoners (9). 
When the Kentucky Infantry was disbanded in November 1863, Martin joined the Virginia Infantry, 
only to find his unit there merged with the Seventh Confederate Cavalry, where his brother Robert 
was already serving. It was during his cavalry service that Martin made captain, a rank he continued 
to use for the rest of his life. 

One of his duties in the Seventh was to help suppress the anarchic guerrilla bands who robbed and 
murdered Kentucky and Virginia families throughout the Civil War. These men were neither 
Confederate nor Unionist, but simply out for themselves. When one gang in Crane's Nest, Virginia, 
became particularly troublesome, Martin took a group of men out there and found the gang's hideout 
at dead of night. 

Burdine Webb takes up the story in her 1941 essay The Giant of Letcher County. "A fire was 
hurriedly built. The flames spread upward, lighting a considerable distance and the soldiers put 
themselves in readiness. The guerrillas swept down to see about the conflagration, when hundreds 
of shots ran out. Twelve of the band fell, rolling down the mountainside. Twelve or 15 more were 
captured. The ruse worked well" (10). 

Martin's most memorable Civil War adventure was yet to come, however. Returning on leave to the 
family farm near Whitesburg, he found local Unionist sympathisers had kidnapped one of his 
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brothers and tortured him to death with their bayonets. Martin was enraged by this, gathered his 
men together, and set off to find the killers. One by one, they rounded them up, dragging some from 
their beds and winkling others out from the hilltop caverns where they'd chosen to hide. 

The eight captured men and their families were route-marched to a spot called Big Hollow and held 
there overnight. Wives, parents, grandparents and children of the condemned were all dragged 
along. Some of the women were pregnant, and some of the children so young that they had to be 
carried. 

Martin's men found two slim oaks growing about 12 feet apart and lashed a horizontal pole between 
them, about ten feet above the ground. Then they stripped a long beech log of its branches, laid that 
on the ground beneath, and strung eight nooses from the pole. At dawn, they awoke their prisoners. 

Here's how Bruce Bates describes what followed: “At the sight of 
the dangling ropes, the women began to wail. The giant appeared 
on his giant horse, his giant sword and pistols gleaming, his black 
eyes shining with contempt and hatred. His men appeared out of 
the gloomy mists herding the prisoners before them, each man's 
hands bound behind his back. 

“The prisoners were placed on the log, and a noose was dropped 
around each shrinking neck, the men pleading for their lives. [...] 
Then the giant raised his hand in a signal. Two men gave the log a 
shove and it rolled down the hill. The eight bound figures dropped a 
few inches and choked slowly to death. With swords and cocked 
pistols the women and children were kept at bay. None could 
render aid” (8). 

'The bodies turned to skeletons before the giant came back. Only bones were left for burial' 

But Martin had left the best till last. “The giant told the people not to touch the dead or take them 
down from the gallows,” Bruce says. “They were to hang there and rot by the road, their corruption 
warning all passers-by of the consequence of killing a Bates. If anyone violated his order, they would 
die in the same way. Absolutely no mercy would be shown. In addition, his family would be 
destroyed, his house burned, his stock killed. 'Take warning,' the giant said. 'Because no other 
warning will be given!' Then he and his men rode away, leaving the dead to twist in the wind and 
their kin to mourn them.” 

It was only when Martin returned briefly to Whitesburg at war's end in 1865 and gave his express 
permission for the bodies to removed that anyone dared touch them. “The bodies turned to 
skeletons before the giant came back,” Bruce tells us. “Only rattling bones were left for burial.” 

Martin refused to stay in Kentucky after the war, saying he wanted no part of the local feuds that 
continued there as old Civil War resentments played themselves out. He may also have feared that 
the families of the men he'd lynched would one day come in large enough numbers to extract a 
revenge of their own. “I've seen enough bloodshed,” he told his nephew John Wright. “I don't want 
any more.” 

Instead, Martin and John travelled to Cincinnati together, where they began working in Robinson's 
Circus. John performed as a trick rider and a sharpshooter there, while Martin exhibited himself and 
read poetry to show off his education. It was around this time that he reached his peak height of 7' 
IIV 2 ” and his settled weight of 525lbs. He was about 28 years old. 

Four years later, Martin met Anna for the first time, while visiting the New Jersey home of General 
Winfield Scott for what seems to have been a social occasion. Anna, who was touring the US with 
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PT Barnum's Circus, had been brought to the great impresario by HP Ingalls, who clearly never 
forgot her. In 1871, he signed Martin, Anna and Millie-Christine to individual contracts for the 
Barnum show he planned to take to Europe. Martin and Anna boarded the City of Brussels in New 
York Harbour for the trip to Liverpool on April 22, 1871. Less than two months later, they'd be 
married. 


Martin and Anna's neighbours made them welcome in Craven Street, but the couple had little 
chance to settle there for the next six months. First came their honeymoon in Richmond, Surrey, 
where they stayed at an inn called the Star & Garter. Martin was so amazed at the exorbitant bill 
presented to them when they left - £17 - that he took it home with him and framed it. 

They had a few weeks in London before embarking on their first UK tour, and used this time to 
squeeze in three more Royal Command appearances. First, they met the Prince of Wales (later 
Edward VII) at the Masonic Hall, where Grand Duke Vladimir from Russia and Prince John of 
Luxembourg also attended. Then came another performance for Victoria, and finally an encore for 
the Prince of Wales at Marlborough House. Less elevated Londoners got a chance to see them too, 
thanks to appearances at both St James's Hall and the Crystal Palace. 

The UK tour billed Martin and Anna as “The Largest Married Couple in the World” and took them as 
far north as Edinburgh. It was nearly Christmas when the couple returned to Craven Street. In April 
1872, they took part in a gala benefit show at Astley's Amphitheatre in London, where they shared a 
bill with Millie-Christine, Tom Thumb and Blondin, the famous tightrope walker. The show was 
arranged to raise funds for a popular English showman, whose sudden death had left his widow and 
children facing destitution. 

Anna must have been heavily pregnant during the Astley's show, because she gave birth just a 
month later. On May 19, 1872, she produced an 181b baby girl, who died at birth and was never 
named. Her gravestone identifies her only as “Sister”. 

Martin describes the birth in his autobiography The Kentucky River Giant. “Doctors Cross and 
Buckland were the physicians in charge,” he writes. “It was a girl weighing 18lbs and being 27” tall. 
This loss affected us both and by the advice of the doctors I took my wife upon the continent. There, 
we travelled for pleasure, only giving receptions when requested to do so by Royal Command” (11). 
It's thought that Martin allowed Sister's body to go to the London Hospital, where it could be studied 
for research into the causes of gigantism. The London Hospital Museum exhibited a giant baby's 
remains a few years later, but we don't know whether these were Sister's or not. 

After their trip to Europe, Martin and Anna briefly visited Ireland, and then returned to London. But 
Sister's death had left Craven Street full of unhappy memories, and neither of them had much 
stomach for remaining in the city. By June 1874, they were making plans to return to America. 

Anna Swan was born in the Canadian province of Nova Scotia on August 6, 1846, weighing in at 
over 18lbs. All the rest of the family were normal size. Her father Alexander had emigrated from 
Dumfries in Scotland and married Ann, a Nova Scotia girl with ancestors in the Orkneys. Anna was 
the third of their 13 children and worked, like everyone else, on the family farm. 

When she was just four years old, Anna was already tall and strong enough to carry two full buckets 
of water up the steep hill to their log farmhouse. Alexander launched her showbiz career early, 
exhibiting Anna at Halifax as “The Infant Giantess”. One newspaperman seeing her there wrote: 
“This healthy child, 4 years 7 months, was as rosy as a milkmaid, weighed over 94lbs and already 
had arms and wrists as large as a full-grown man” (12). 

Six months later, Anna was 4' 8” tall and weighed over lOOIbs. By the time she turned six, her father 
had become accustomed to the regular task of demolishing and rebuilding her bed to keep up with 
her growth. At eight, she was routinely wearing her mother's dresses when she played outside, 
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prompting one passer-by to stop and watch what he assumed was a retarded 
adult behaving like a child. 

Anna's teachers made her as comfortable as they could at school by building 
up a table on planks to serve as her desk and allowing her to sit on a high 
stool there. She began to excel in music and literature, read all the classics 
and was considered an intelligent young lady. At home, she would sit on the 
floor, propping her back against the wall in order to eat at the family's 
standard-size dinner table. Her only escape from this infuriatingly Lilliputian 
world was to spend as much time as she could outside, where she took long, 
solitary walks in the countryside or read beneath a tree. 

In 1860, a Quaker who'd seen Anna in New Annan told PT Barnum about her. 
Impressed by her measurements - the teenage Anna was then 7' 11” tall and 
weighed over 400lbs - he sent his scout, HP Ingalls, to find the giant girl and 
bring her to New York. Anna refused the offer, saying she had no interest in exhibiting herself and 
that her parents were against her moving to New York. 

Instead, she spent that summer living with her aunt in the Nova Scotia town of Truro, and began 
attending school there. But her aunt's house lacked the modifications Dad had made at home, which 
left Anna feeling uncomfortable there. Finding the people of Truro followed her around staring 
wherever she went, she quickly tired of the experience and returned to New Annan. 

When Anna turned 16, Ingalls approached her again, and found her resolve beginning to weaken. 
Her experiences in Truro had shown Anna that a normal life would never be possible for her, and at 
least Barnum's offer would allow her to pursue her education while earning a good living at the same 
time. It took one more visit from Ingalls to seal the deal, but this time Anna accepted. In 1862, she 
and her mother moved to New York. 

Barnum paid Anna a generous wage to exhibit herself at his American Museum on the corner of 
Broadway and Ann Street, near City Hall. Her remuneration package at the museum included $23 a 
week in gold, plus comfortable lodgings, the finest clothes, a private tutor, provision for her mother to 
stay in New York and occasional trips to Nova Scotia and back. Anna also received singing, acting 
and piano lessons. Anna's mother stayed with her in New York for the first 12 months and then, 
seeing her daughter was in good hands, returned home. 

Barnum advertised Anna as “The Tallest Girl in the World”, and had a spectacular dress made for 
her using 100 yards of satin and 50 yards of lace. The wily old showman had her pile her hair on top 
of her head to achieve an extra inch or so, and stressed Anna's size in publicity photos by posing 
her next to one of his many dwarves. Anna's peak height, recorded at about this time with Barnum's 
chosen hair-do in place, was 8' 1”. 

Barnum soon realised that Anna was wasted in the minor room where he first placed her, and 
promoted her to the museum's grand hall, where she would play piano, lecture on giants in history 
or pose in classical tableaux. On at least one occasion, she played Lady Macbeth. As the world's 
only known giantess, Anna pulled in enormous crowds. “She was an intelligent and by no means ill- 
looking girl,” Barnum wrote. “During the long period when she was in my employ, she was visited by 
thousands of persons.” 

Every now and then, Barnum would publicise the museum by sending Anna out on a carriage ride 
round New York. The giant carriage he built for this purpose was drawn by two huge Clydesdales, 
and drew such attention that crowds often followed it all the way back to Barnum's door, where box 
office staff waited to take their money. 

Other attractions at the museum during Anna's time there included two male giants, Monsieur Bihin 
and Colonel Goshen, who were jealous of one another and would often fight. Tom Thumb (2' 5”) and 
his wife Lavinia (2' 8”) were also there, and Anna became good friends with the couple. All the 
performers lived at the museum, where they were expected to share a communal kitchen and living 

http://www.planetslade.com/the-giants-wedding.htnnl 



6/15 



10/15/2017 


The Giants' Wedding | Paul Slade - Journalist 


room, which had to be furnished to accommodate everyone from giants and fat ladies to living 
skeletons and dwarves. 

In July 1865, Anna was trapped on the museum's third floor when a terrible fire broke out there. She 
was too big to escape through the window, the stairwell was filled with flames, and she feared the 
weakened stairs would not support her weight. The staff eventually got her out by commandeering a 
nearby derrick, smashing away the wall around the window to enlarge its opening and lowering 
Anna to the ground by block and tackle. 

“The giant girl, Anna Swan, was rescued with the utmost 
difficulty,” the New York Tribune reported. “A portion of the wall 
was broken off on each side of the window, the strong tackle was 
got in readiness, the tall woman was made fast to one end and 
swung over the heads of the people in the street, with 18 men 
grasping the other extremity of the line, and lowered down from 
the third storey amid enthusiastic applause” (13). 

The animals at the museum - lions, kangaroos, bears, tigers - 
were not so lucky. Those unable to escape into the streets of New 
York either turned on each other or died horribly in their 
enclosures. The Tribune estimated that 40,000 people gathered 
outside the museum to watch it burn and see the bedlam all 
around it. “Barnum's was always popular,” the paper said. “But it 
never drew so vast a crowd before.” 

The fire cost Anna $1,200 in gold from her savings, a lot of cash and most of her belongings 

The fire cost Anna $1,200 in gold from her savings, plus a substantial sum in cash and most of her 
other belongings. Barnum sent her home to New Annan to rest while he set about building a 
replacement venue. In September 1865, Anna returned to New York with an improved contract at 
Barnum's new American Museum, giving her 10% commission on the sale of all photographs, 
souvenirs and books carrying her likeness. 

Anna hadn't been back in New York long when Barnum's new building was destroyed by a fire of its 
own in March 1868. This time, the panicking animals woke his stars quickly enough for them to 
adjourn across the street to an all-night tavern and wait for the fire department there. They were 
fighting another blaze already, and so took an hour to arrive at Barnum's, by which time they found 
that night was so cold the water froze in their hosepipes and the building was lost. We know some of 
the animals escaped this time, because a New York cop later shot a tiger he found stalking round 
the streets. 

Anna had to work while reconstruction continued again, but knew her contract meant she'd have to 
pay Barnum a hefty royalty for any performances outside Nova Scotia and New Brunswick. In 
October 1868, she set off to tour the Nova Scotia towns of Albian Mines, Amherst and New Glasgow 
with a 3' 6" Scottish dwarf called Robert Bruce Jr as her support act. 

As part of the show, Anna would wrap a tape measure round her waist, and then invite a woman in 
the audience to do the same. The length of tape required to circle Anna's waist just once would go 
three times round the average woman's waist. She was internationally famous by now, and drew big 
crowds everywhere she went. At one stop of the tour, people followed her to milliners, where they 
were amused to see Anna sit down while the assistant stood on another chair behind her to adjust 
the hat she'd chosen. 

Anna was back with Barnum's operation in time for the 1869 US shows which led to her first 
meeting with Martin, then had Barnum book her on an eight-month European tour. A London diarist 
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called Arthur Munby paid a shilling to attend her reception at the Egyptian Hall in Piccadilly on 
March 15 that year. “She sat like a Colossos among the crowd, taller by a head than the men who 
stood around her; and when she rose there seemed no end of the rising,” he wrote. “I looked up at 
her and spoke to her with great interest. Even thus, it seemed, one might speak with some creature 
of a larger species from another world; not human, yet belonging to a like grade of being” (14). 

The British Library has a poster advertising Anna at the Egyptian Hall in what may well be the same 
show (15). This shows her as a solo act, billed "The Largest Woman in the World" and headlining 
above Chang and Eng, the original Siamese twins. The twins were big stars in Victorian London, 
and it's a measure of Anna's drawing power that she could force them from the top of the bill. Just 
two years later, she'd return as part of a double act with her equally impressive husband, and put 
even that fame in the shade. 


Martin and Anna left England for the last time on July 2, 1874, sailing to Nova Scotia. They spent 
some time with Anna's family in New Annan, where a ten-year-old girl joined the crowd outside their 
house. "They came out and mingled among the people in a very friendly manner," she later 
remembered. “When they returned to the house, not only did they have to stoop to get inside, but 
they had to turn sideways as well.” 

The next stop was Seville in Ohio, where Martin bought 120 acres of prime farmland. Anna had 
been diagnosed with consumption by this time, and they hoped Seville's lakeside site would help 
her condition. 

The Bates' stay in Europe had been a lucrative one, and they arrived in Seville with a lot of money 
to spend. They set about designing a custom-built house where everything could suit their size and 
engaged local builders to begin work. The house, built from yellow pine on a timber frame, was 
completed in 1876. It had 14-foot ceilings, 8/4-foot doors and giant furniture for Martin and Anna's 
use. After a lifetime of frustration at living in a world where everything seemed built to three-quarters 
scale, they finally had a home which suited their own bodies. 

Lee Cavin describes the house in his 1959 book There Were Giants on the Earth! “From a side 
view, the house seemed to be built in stair steps,” he writes. “The front portion, with high ceilings, 
doors and windows was for the use of Captain and Mrs Bates. It had two side entrance doors and a 
porch across the front. An open stairway and fireplaces with mantels of imported marble graced this 
portion. Sliding doors between rooms were panelled in rare woods. Toward the back, the house, 
which was in four sections, each nearly square, dropped in height. Local explanation for this was 
that rear portions were used exclusively by servants, and Captain Bates saw no need to waste 
ceiling space on people who didn't need it” (16). 

Martin, who had supervised the construction personally, stocked the surrounding farm with 
Percheron horse and shorthorn cattle. The carriage he and Anna had built was pulled by two huge 
Clydesdales, each 18 hands high. In the winter, they pulled the couple's sleigh instead. 

The Bates threw a housewarming party, staged in the giant section of the house, but found that 
none of their female guests would risk trying to tackle the out-size furniture. Victorian ladies valued 
their dignity, and the prospect of showing their knickers while clambering on or off a giant chair was 
too terrible to contemplate. Anna's sister Maggie would often visit the Seville farm in later years, but 
always had to endure Martin's teasing as she struggled to cope with the place. “The furniture was all 
built to order,” Martin writes in The Kentucky River Giant, “and to see our guests make use of it 
recalls most forcibly the good Dean Swift's traveller in the land of Brobdingnag.” 

Old friends from the circus and sideshow world would sometimes visit the farm too, including The 
Living Skeleton, Millie-Christine, Tom Thumb and his wife Lavinia. Martin and Anna picked up the 
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Thumbs from the railway station on one trip, but the ever- 
competitive Martin got into a carriage race with one of his 
neighbours on the way back. As they hurtled down the rough 
country road, tiny Lavinia was nearly bounced into the hedgerow 
before Anna could make Martin slow down. On another visit, one 
elderly Seville resident remembered, he saw Tom Thumb sitting 
beside Anna in the carriage “like a doll resting on the seat”. 

James Craven, a former animal trainer with Barnum's operation, 
owned a circus menagerie just west of Seville, and would 
sometimes give Martin and Anna one of his surplus animals. In 
this way, they acquired a boa constrictor and a monkey called 
Buttons, which Anna adopted as her pet. Buttons was kept on a 
chain at the centre of the circular lawn dividing the Bates' twin 
driveways, where he amused himself by throwing things at the staff. Not to be outdone, Martin 
installed a parrot on the front porch which he trained to screech “Get off my property” at a hated 
neighbour. 

As he got older, Martin became more inclined to bully anyone who crossed him 

Martin's construction work did not stop at their own property. A single service crammed into a 
standard pew at Seville's First Baptist Church prompted him to commission a giant replacement, 
which he told the carpenter to finish by the following Sunday. When it became clear this deadline 
wouldn't be met, Martin kicked at the carpenter, who grabbed the protruding foot and propped it on 
to his shoulder. This left Martin hopping helplessly on one leg until the man released him and ran 
away. Martin got his special pew in the end, but not without having to find a replacement carpenter 
first. 

This incident was a rare come-uppance for Martin, who seemed to become more bad-tempered as 
he got older, and more inclined to bully anyone who crossed him. He was walking with a cane by 
this time, which he sometimes used to hit people who displeased him. He also took to wearing his 
old Confederate uniform around Seville, hoping to provoke a reaction from someone. On one 
occasion, he got into an argument with two men at the town's barber shop and ended up fighting 
them both simultaneously. 

Dale Swan, Anna's great grand-nephew, sums up Martin as “a gruff, argumentative man”, while one 
of Cavin's Seville interviewees calls him “a man of violent temper”. But he had his kinder side too. 
After church each Sunday, local children would cluster round Martin to hear the giant watch Victoria 
had given him chime the hour, or climb him like a tree to get at the sweets he kept for them in his 
pockets. When a toddler called Mable Mapledoram got restless during the service one morning, 
Martin soothed her by holding his watch against her ear until the ticking sent her to sleep. 

Another little girl called Elgia Ogilvie was walking home after an errand at the Bates' house one day 
when Martin, driving his team hard, swept up the narrow road behind her and sent her scurrying into 
the ditch. She clambered out, her clothes ruined, and was so angry that she started shouting after 
the departing rig and throwing stones at it. Surprised, Martin returned to apologise, helped heron to 
the seat beside him and gave her a lift home. She arrived disarrayed, but triumphant. 

Anna led a far quieter life in Seville than her husband. While Martin was kicking carpenters, brawling 
in barbershops or driving little girls into ditches, she occupied herself with quilting bees, where she 
told stories of her adventures round the world, and teaching at the local Sunday school. She always 
insisted that the farm's workers wash and smarten themselves up before sitting down to the evening 
meal. 

Whatever the trials of having giants for your neighbours, most people in Seville seemed to regard 
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Martin and Anna with affection, recalling in old age the times they had been allowed to sit in the 
giants' laps as children or proudly pointing visitors to the local dance floor which had collapsed when 
Martin and Anna cut a measure there. In 2006, the town staged its first annual Giant Fest, a three- 
day event in the couple's honour. 

Things took a darker turn in 1878, when the couple found two years of non-stop building work had 
exhausted their savings. Martin had made matters worse by agreeing to lend money to several local 
enterprises, where he became a silent partner, but may never have seen any return. He's known to 
have launched several lawsuits over business matters too, which suggests that many of these loans 
proved ill-advised, and that Martin was not the shrewd businessman he imagined himself to be. 

Just two years earlier, Martin had been rich enough to present a handful of diamonds to anyone he 
wanted to impress, but now he and his wife needed to start earning again. They signed up for a tour 
headlining with the WW Cole Circus, where a specially chartered train took them round the mining 
towns of the American West. 

This was 1878, remember, and the American West was still very wild indeed. The real Al 
Swearengen - played by Ian McShane in the HBO series Deadwood - opened his Gem saloon there 
in April 1877, going on to run the prostitution and opium trades in a mining town every bit as squalid 
and lawless as the TV series depicts. Wild Bill Hickok had died only in 1876, Jesse James survived 
until 1882, and the indian wars lasted till 1890. 

Cole's circus pushed into each new territory as soon as a railway line was laid to take it there, and 
was often the first professional entertainment the town had ever seen. Many of the towns Martin and 
Anna visited during this phase of their careers must have been just as rough as Deadwood, and a 
very far cry from the European palaces they'd frequented seven years before. 



Martin and Anna's entry from St Martin-in-the Fields ' marriage register. June 17, 1871. 
Note the bride and groom's signatures, plus HP tngaiis'signature as a witness. 


Back in Seville, Anna entered 1879 preparing for the birth of her second child. She began a hellish 
labour on January 15, attended by AP Beach, the small but dapper local doctor. When Anna's 
waters broke, she produced an estimated six gallons of fluid, and Beach called in his colleague Dr 
Robinson for help. 

As the labour progressed, Beach and Robinson found the baby's head was too big to fit their 
forceps around it, and so they were forced to help him emerge by pulling at a strong bandage 
placed round his neck. The 221b baby boy who appeared in the early hours of January 19, died after 
just 11 hours and was never named. His gravestone reads only “Babe”. Contemporary models of the 
child, sculpted with an average baby for comparison, make Babe look like a toddler holding his 
infant brother. “He was 28” tall, weighed 22lbs and was perfect in every respect,” Martin later wrote. 
“He looked at birth like an ordinary child of six months” (11). 


Martin and Anna embarked on a second tour with Cole's circus later that year, partly to distract Anna 
from the pain of losing a second child, but they would never tour again. Their last public appearance 
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together came in 1882 at the Barnum and Bailey Spectacular in Cleveland, where old friends 
remarked how thin and pale Anna was looking. On August 5, 1888, she died peacefully of heart 
failure, brought on by the consumption she'd suffered since 1874. It was the day before her 42nd 
birthday. 


Anna left an estate of $40,000, willing $500 of this to each of her parents and $1,250 to each of her 
six surviving siblings. Martin commissioned a suitable coffin for her from a Cleveland company, 
sending them the required measurements by telegram. Unfortunately, the company decided these 
dimensions must be a mistake and delivered a standard coffin instead. It took Martin an agonising 
three days to get the proper casket made up and delivered, and he never forgot this experience. 

The funeral, watched by a large crowd, was conducted on the veranda of Martin and Anna's house, 
and she was buried at Seville's Mound Hill Cemetery alongside her son. Martin had a 15-foot statue 
of a woman in Greek robes erected there, meaning it as a tribute to Anna rather than a 
representation of her. His chosen inscription, from Psalm 17, read: “As for me, I will behold thy face 
in righteousness. I shall be satisfied when I awake with thy likeness.” 

A memorial service for Anna was held at the Baptist church she and Martin had attended, and their 
customised pew there was draped in mourning cloth. A stand full of flowers was placed where Anna 
used to sit. The Seville Times obituary mentioned her inquiring mind and thirst for knowledge, 
adding: “Her knowledge of the world was wide and varied, a fact which added in no small degree to 
her ability to entertain and instruct.” 

Martin married again 1900, this time to Lavonne Weatherby, the daughter of a Baptist minister, who 
stood just over five feet tall and was some 30 years his junior. Lavonne insisted they move out of the 
giants' house to a normal home in Seville's East Main Street. This building already had the high 
ceilings which Martin needed, but the bedroom had to be enlarged to fit his enormous bed. The old 
house in Seville was sold, and eventually demolished by a family who found it too expensive to heat 
and maintain. 

It was around this time that Martin - no doubt remembering his problems with Anna's coffin - 
commissioned a giant casket for himself and had it brought to Seville by train. A neighbour agreed 
to store it in his barn until it was required. That day came on January 19, 1919, when Martin 
succumbed to kidney failure at the age of 81. He was buried next to Anna, but not before enduring a 
somewhat disorderly funeral. 

Finding the casket was too long to fit properly inside his hearse, the undertaker padded the end 
against any damage, and left it poking out from the hearse's rear door. It was feared the six 
pallbearers Martin had named in his will would not be strong enough for the task, so eight younger 
men were recruited to replace them. The six original nominees flanked the coffin as a honour guard 
instead. 

And so the second of two truly remarkable lives came to its end. Few people remember Martin and 
Anna Bates today, let alone their wedding ceremony in the heart of Victorian London. For anyone 
who knows their story, though, it's impossible to pass through Trafalgar Square or glance up at St 
Martin's church without giving them a thought. Raise a glass to them next time you're there - and 
make it a tall one. 

Fora selection of Martin and Anna photographs, see http://phreeque.tripod.com/bates.html 


Appendix I: The two-headed nightingale 
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Millie-Christine played only a supporting role at Martin and Anna's wedding, but effortlessly 
outshone the giants at their first UK press conference. 

When the twins arrived in Liverpool in May 1871, the Daily Post called them "the most attractive 
feature of the new exhibition", and the Daily Courier" the most singular and psychologically- 
interesting member of the party". For the Liverpool Leader's man, it was love at first sight. "She has 
you on both sides," he wrote. "If you remove your head from one position, you are immediately the 
victim of another pair of eyes which fix you and, in fact, transfix you" (17). 

You can see his point. Millie and Christine McKoy were just as refined and charming as Martin or 
Anna, but had made an infinitely more difficult journey to get where they were. Born into slavery in 
1851, and tightly joined together at the base of their spines, the twins changed hands as property 
four times before their sixth birthday. 

Only one of their owners showed the girls any kindness, but that was enough for them to begin 
the long climb from wretched poverty to worldwide fame. 

The girls' parents were Jacob and Monemia McKay, two black slaves owned by Jabez McKay in 
Welches Creek, North Carolina. Jabez sold them to a showman called John Pervis for $1,000 when 
they were just ten months old. At first, McKay retained a 25% share of the profits Pervis earned from 
exhibiting the twins, but later gave this up for another $200 in cash (18). Pervis sold the girls on to 
another showman called Brower, who'd borrowed his own funds from Joseph Pearson Smith, a 
North Carolina merchant (19). Somewhere along the way, their surname switched vowels to become 
"McKoy". 

Brower took the twins to New Orleans, where a Texas con-man swindled them away from him in 
a fraudulent land deal and fled with the twins in tow. Without his star attraction, Brower had no way 
of repaying the loan, so Smith called in his collateral and found himself the girls' new owner - even if 
he didn't know where they were. 

Smith hired a private detective to track the twins down, who followed a trail through Philadelphia 
and New York before discovering they were no longer in America. By now, it was 1855, and they 
were owned by William Millar, who was showing them in England. Millar's former partner, William 
Thompson, was also chasing the twins, claiming Millar had stolen them from him in Philadelphia. 

Smith knew that an English court would not recognise any claim of ownership to the girls, but 
hoped it might rule that they should be returned to their mother. With this in mind, he purchased 
Jacob and Monemia from Jabez McKay and took Monemia to England with him. It's true that Millie 
and Christine represented a considerable investment for Smith, but he seems mostly to have been 
motivated by genuine kindness of heart and a desire to reunite their family. 

Smith persuaded the Birmingham police to help him and Monemia grab the twins in a dramatic 
scene at the city's Exchange Rooms show, and won the following court case arguing they should be 
returned to Monemia's custody. After a brief period trying to work with the treacherous Millar, he 
spirited mother and daughters off to Liverpool docks and took them back to North Carolina, arriving 
there in 1857 or 1858. 

Smith and his wife set about educating the girls, teaching them to read, write, sing, play piano 
and speak five languages. Simply by teaching slaves to read and write, they were breaking the law, 
and the girls never forgot Joseph's great kindness. "He seemed to us a father," they wrote in an 
1868 promotional booklet. "He was urbane, generous, patient-bearing and beloved by all" (20). They 
were equally fond of Joseph's wife. "We can trust her," they said. "And, what is more, we feel 
grateful to her and regard her with true filial affection." 

In 1862, Joseph died, willing Millie-Christine and Monemia to his son, Joseph Jr. His father's 
death meant the family needed to start earning money again, so Joseph resumed the girls' showbiz 
career, this time ensuring they received a fair share of all the money they made. 

When the end of the Civil War made them free women in 1865, Millie and Christine began 
sending money back to Jacob, their birth father, who used it to buy Welches Creek land. By 1871, 
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HP Ingalls' British promotional literature was claiming Jacob now owned the plantation where he 
and his daughters were born. 

It was also during their UK tour with Martin and Anna that Ingalls first coined the twins' "Two- 
headed Nightingale" billing. This was designed to capitalise on the popularity of Jenny Lind, a 
recently-retired soprano known as "The Swedish Nightingale". Lind was still remembered very 
fondly in England, and any link with her - however vague - could only boost the box office receipts. 

On June 24, 1871 - just three week's after Martin and Anna's appearance - Millie-Christine had a 
Royal Command of her own. Queen Victoria noted the occasion in her journal. “Directly after 
breakfast, went down with the children to see an extraordinary object, far more extraordinary than 
the Siamese twins,” she wrote. “A two-headed girl, or rather two girls, yet one, joined together by a 
sort of bar of flesh. [...] It is one of the most remarkable phenomena possible. They are very dark- 
coloured, if not exactly negro, and look very merry and happy. They sang duets with clear, fine 
voices”. 

Any reference to “the Siamese twins” at that time meant Chang and Eng, the first couple to use 
that billing. Victoria was not alone in preferring Millie-Christine, who most people agreed was more 
cheerful than the sometimes sour Chang and Eng, as well as more fluid in her movements. The girls 
had learned to co-ordinate their four legs well, incorporating a few dance numbers into their act, and 
never seemed to feel sorry for themselves. “Although we speak in the plural, we feel as but one 
person,” they wrote in 1868. “We would not wish to be severed, even if science could effect a 
separation. We are contented with our lot, and happy as the day is long” (20). 

When the Bates left for the continent in 1872, Millie-Christine stayed on in London, appearing at 
the Agricultural Hall, the South London Palace and the Standard Theatre. After a family holiday with 
the Smiths in Brighton, where they visited the Royal Pavilion, Millie-Christine and Joseph Jr left for 
Vienna to begin her own European tour. They were back in London for an 1875 show at St James's 
Hall. “She sings beautifully,” the poster declared. “She dances elegantly, talks with two persons on 
different subjects at the same time, and excites the wonder and admiration of all beholders” (21). 
Millie-Christine held a farewell tour of England in 1885, and then returned to Welches Creek where 
the girls bought a small farm and funded a school for North Carolina's black children. She must have 
continued touring in the US for a few years, because we have a string of memos from bemused 
railway officials all over America wondering whether she should be charged for one ticket or two. 

Joseph Jr, who was travelling with Millie-Christine at the time, was quick to claim a refund 
whenever an extra ticket was demanded, and most of the railway companies let him have his way. 
"Millie-Christine, the dual woman, is transported over these lines for one ticket," HM Emerson of the 
Atlantic Coast Line told his conductors. "Not withstanding the fact that she has two heads" (22). 

After a fire in 1909, which destroyed most of their possessions, Millie started to show signs of 
TB. She'd always been the weaker of the two sisters and died three years later, on October 8, 1912. 
Christine survived her by just 17 hours. They were 61 years old. 

Millie-Christine's joint remains have recently been exhumed from what had become an 
endangered site and given an honoured spot in Welches Creek Cemetery, where the town has 
named a nearby road after her (23). The sisters' original inscription, now replaced with two brief 
biographical sketches, read: "A soul with two thoughts. Two hearts that beat as one." 

Fora selection of Millie-Christine photos, see http://phreeque.tripod.com/mckoy_sisters.html 

***** 


Appendix II: Rick Geary's artwork for this piece 

I first stumbled across Martin and Anna's story in 2004 as a single sentence in a book of London 
walks, and set about researching it just for my own interest. As I found out more and more about 
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them, it struck me that the many dramatic visual elements of their story - the wedding, the Barnum 
fire, the Kentucky lynching - would make it ideal material for a graphic novel. As soon as that idea 
came to me, I knew Rick Geary would be the perfect artist. 

Rick's an American cartoonist whose work I've loved ever since I first saw it in National 
Lampoon back in the 1980s. In 2007, he completed a nine-volume series of graphic novels under 
the umbrella title A Treasury of Victorian Murder. Each of these meticulously-researched books tells 
the story of a different 19th Century killing, from the London Ripper murders to Lizzie Borden's 
double parricide and Abraham Lincoln's assassination. Rick's made the Victorian era something of a 
speciality, and always draws its characters and their world with great wit and charm. 

I sent Rick a copy of all my Martin and Anna research in early 2006 and suggested we pitch the 
idea round a few publishers. Just as I'd hoped, he found their story fascinating too, and confirmed it 
was just the sort of subject he liked to tackle. As ever, though, he was very busy, and had several 
other projects that would have to be completed first. The ball was in my court. 

You could buy $2 for every £1 then, which let me commission Rick to produce the sample splash 
page and the two portraits you see here. I framed the originals for my wall and started sending out 
photocopies and a synopsis to what I hoped were the most likely publishers. 

Of course, all that was before the Credit Crunch hit, so Lord knows whether the project will ever 
come to anything. In the meantime, we have the drawings here to savour, which Rick was kind 
enough to say I could reproduce on my site. 

For more of Rick's work, see: http://www.rickgeary.com 
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J. M. PLUMBLEY'S MONSTER MEET 


A blog about the vile things. 

September 6, 201/September 6, 2017 J. M. PlumbleyLeave a comment 

Let’s talk about lumberjacks. Even with the advent of modern technology, logging is one of the most dangerous 
professions out there. In 2008, the rate of on-the-job deaths was at about 108 per 100,000 workers, 30 times 
higher than any other industry overall. The risks are plenty: you’re exposed to the elements, working with sharp 
things that can slice you and heavy things that can crush you, often far from help. But nowadays things are much 
easier than they used to be. Less than a 100 years ago, the difficulty of the industry required not only that you 
adopt a profession, but a way of life. 

Traditional lumberjacks were the epitome of manliness. They brought down massive 
trees using only saws, axes, and their own muscle, enduring cold and hardship that 
would send the rest of us running away screaming. Paid little, lumberjacks lived in 
primitive conditions. They rarely washed their clothes, and generally did every 
stereotypical thing that manly men are supposed to do: roughhouse, try to out-eat 
each other, tell tall tails, etc. Their heroes were people like Jigger Johnson, a man 
who kicked knots of frozen trees with his bare feet, drank so much he hallucinated, 
and bit off a man’s ear when he was 12 years old. 

In short, lumberjacks were a stalwart bunch. They lived with danger every day, and 
so were fearless (and fearsome) men. 

So what scared the lumberjacks? 

The Hidebehind is a monster born from a simple but universal concept. You know 
how sometimes you’re walking alone and then you worry you’re not actually alone? 
When.you feel like something’s watching you, but when you whip around to check, nothing seems to be there? 

The lumberjacks felt that in the woods. They were capable men who knew the forests well, and so when the trees 
stood more still and more quiet than usual, they would, too. At a whisper of underbrush any man would whip 
around, breath in his throat, hands tight on his axe, but he was always unable to locate his pursuer. Occasionally 
someone would go missing. These men were normally never seen again. If they were, it was when someone 
stumbled upon their bodies some time later, mouths wide, intestines strewn across the forest floor. 

“Hidebehind” is a simple name to describe a primordial fear: a man-hunter that cannot be seen until it’s too late; a 
clever, quick monster that tucks itself behind trees, rocks, or whatever else is available as it closes the distance 
between itself and its prey. Word had it that the creature could make itself thin enough to hide behind trees only 10 
inches across. Its appearance (which must have been either conjecture or a tale passed down from a rare 
survivor) was said to be something like a bear on hind legs, 6 feet tall, covered in black fur, with heavy claws and 
no discernible face. 

The Hidebehind dined chiefly on human intestine, and was picky about the quality of what it ate. After scaring its 
victim half to death by stalking him through the forest, it would fall on him with a “demoniacal laugh,” either 
dragging him off to its lair or clawing open his torso then and there to get at the goodies within. One story had it 
that it would then run the intestines under its nose to smell them before it ate. If it detected any trace of alcohol 
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inside, it would throws the viscera back in the victim’s face and bound away with 
a laugh. 

The details about the exact intensity of the Hidebehind’s aversion to alcohol are 
a bit hazy. Some stories had it that no matter how much you drank, the 
Hidebehind would slice you open to get a sniff (as described above). Others said 
that as little as one beer (a bottle of Uno, according to the source) would keep a 
man safe “even in thickly infested country.” It seems that many lumberjacks 
shrugged and drank like fishes just in case. The monster’s odd Achilles’ heel 
makes you wonder if the whole thing wasn’t invented just to pressure younger 
lumberjacks to drink. 

Regardless, tales of the Hidebehind had an impact. One story tells of a 
lumberjack travelling alone through the winter woods. The man became nervous 
when a branch cracked behind him and he could find no natural explanation for 
the sound. Then he came across the remains of a fellow lumberjack, intestines 
staining the snow. Instead of being more frightened-or horrified-the man relaxed with relief. He’d heard that the 
Hidebehind could go for 7 years without eating, and since it had just dined on someone else, he himself was 
probably safe. 

How powerless were these manly men that they only thing they could do in the face of the Hidebehind’s horror 
was to be grateful that its latest victim wasn’t them? 




The traditional lumberjack has faded into 
history, but the Hidebehind has yet to go 
out of style. Versions of the monster have 
appeared in a number of different 
mediums, including books, games, 
television, and, most recently, on the 
Harry Potter themed news site 
Pottermore. Plaid flannel shirts may come 
and go, but much like a little black dress 
or darkwash jeans, the Hidebehind is 
truly timeless. 

What is the smallest diameter tree you 
can hide behind? Hawk your skills in the 
comments below. 
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The History Behind One Of New Mexico's Most Haunted Hotels 
Is Truly Terrifying 

October 30,2016 onlyinyourstate.com 


(9) ONLY IN YOUR STATE 

Given its long history, it’s no surprise that New Mexico is a pretty haunted state. You can encounter 
ghosts in locations as diverse as restaurants and battlefields. Many of these restless spirits date 
back to the days of the Wild West; during that period, one of the wildest places in the state was the 
Northern New Mexico town of Cimarron. 


The St. James Hotel and Restaurant, located in Cimarron, was built in 1872. 




Tripadvisor/Kathy R. 

At least 26 people have died in this hotel - many of them violently. In fact, there are still 20 plus 
bullet holes in the ceiling! 


Tripadvisor/Cindi K. 

It’s so haunted, that you can’t even stay in one 
of the rooms because it is permanently 
occupied... by the ghost of a man named 
Thomas James Wright! 

Yelp/Rachel R 

According to legend, Wright was shot in the 
back after winning the deed to the hotel in a 
bet. He dragged himself into his room where 
he died. His spirit is decidedly hostile and bad 
things are believed to happen whenever 
anyone enters room 18. 
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Tripadvisor/whatatripNewMexicoTripadvisor/whatatripNewMexico 
Fortunately, not all the ghosts at the St. James Hotel are so volatile. 

Yelp/R M. 

A Frenchman named Henri Lambert built 
the hotel. Lambert had served as President 
Lincoln’s chef until the latter’s 
assassination. After the tragedy, Lambert 
headed west, accompanied by his wife 
Mary. They settled in Cimarron and 
Lambert’s Saloon and Billiard Hall was 
born. In 1880, Lambert added on to his 
establishment, forming the St. James Hotel. 
The spirit of Mary Lambert is believed to 
linger in room 17, (the Mary Lambert room) 
which you can actually stay in. 



Tripadvisor/Shaiansmommy 

Guests and staff report smelling a strong rose perfume here, even when 
no one is around. 

To request a particular room, call the hotel directly. 

Tripadvisor/Clint B. 

The hotel has additional rooms in a 
modern annex, but it’s more fun to 
stay on the historic side, in the 
rooms named after previous guests. 
This is the Bill Cody room. 
Tripadvisor/B H 

The historical decor and dark wood 
paneling make it easy to imagine 
what this place was like back in the 
day. 

Flickr/Cyborglibrarian 
It certainly sets the stage for a 



possible paranormal encounter. 
Yelp/Rachel P. 
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After all, your average hotel doesn’t 
decorate with images of guests who’ve met 
their maker on site! 

The 1870s were a violent decade in 
Cimarron. An ongoing dispute about the 
Maxwell Land Grant led to corruption, angry 
mobs, and murder. 


Meet Francisco “Pancho” Griego. 
Flickr/Cyborglibrarian 
Griego was upset that his relative, an 
allegedly crooked constable, was killed by 

one such angry 
mob. Griego 
entered the St. 
James Saloon and 
picked a fight with 
Clay Allison, 
accusing him of 
being involved with 
the crime. Griego 
fanned his hat as a 
way to distract his 
quarry while he 
pulled his weapon. 
Allison was no fool 
and fired first, killing Griego. 

Over the years, staff and guests alike have 
reported strange happenings at the St. 
James... 

Yelp/Rachel P. 
...from lights that 
turn back on by 
themselves to 
mysterious tapping 
on the windows. 
The hotel has also 
been featured on 
several 
paranormal- 
themed television 
shows. 

If the idea of 

staying overnight at a haunted hotel is a bit much, you can stop by the hotel during daylight hours 
and dine in the restaurant. 

Historic St. James Hotel & Saloon 

Be sure to pause at the old mirrored bar. Some guests claim to have seen a cowboy looking back 
out at them! 

Facebook/Historic St. James Hotel & Saloon 
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The St. James Hotel is located at 617 S 
Collison Street, in Cimarron. 

Note: Ouija boards are banned at this 
establishment. 

Have you ever stayed here or at any other 
haunted New Mexico hotels? 


Juliet White 

Staff writer for Only In Your State and 
freelance writer. Juliet can be reached on 
Twitter @JulietWrites. 

©2017,Only In Your StateAll rights reserved. 
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The Little Skeleton - Haunted Ohio Books 


hauntedohiobooks.com 


This is the official website of the 7-volume 
Haunted Ohio series and the Ghosts of 
the Past series by Ohio author Chris 
Woodyard 

Phone (937) 681-8937 • Fax (937) 320 - 
1832 

1811 Stonewood Dr. Dayton, OH 45432- 
4002 • invisiblei@aol.com 

A busy day, so I offer a creepy tale of a ghostly woman, a phantom fire, 
and a little skeleton. 

I announce myself to the reader as the man who believes in Ghosts 
—perhaps. At any rate, I believe in my father, and he believed the 
story I am about to relate. My father resided at Ipswich, and once 
had occasion to go to London on business. It was during a period of 
great popular commotion, and, the city being very full, he had some 
trouble in finding a lodging. The master of the house observed that it 
was a good, large room—for he could get but one—and very 
comfortable, if he did not mind—but there he stopped, for his wife 
gave him a nudge. That made my father suspect something was not 
right. 

“It isn’t over a slaughter-house, or a burial-ground, or a dissecting-room, is it?” says my 
father. 

“Oh, dear, no!” says the landlord; “but some people say the next house is haunted; and 
that anybody who sleeps in this room can see a lady in white, crying, at that window that 
you can see there.” “Oh, is that all?” says my father; “perhaps there’s some poor maniac 
confined there. Whether or no, however, that’s no objection, for I don’t care a rush for all 
the ghost that were ever invented.” 

Well, he took possession of the room; and before night closed in he had an opportunity 
of taking an accurate survey of the neighboring premises. A lead roof, apparently over a 
workshop, lay between his window and that one where the ghost was said to appear, 
only there was this difference, that he could easily step out of his upon the leads, 
whereas the neighbor’s was about nine or ten feet higher. My father always vowed that 
he was perfectly sober when he went to bed. He couldn’t tell how long he had been 
asleep, when he was suddenly awakened by loud screams; and when he opened his 
eyes, he saw that the opposite house was on fire. He was out on the leads in a moment. 

The haunted room was filled with bright flames, and at the window stood a lovely young 
woman, clasping a baby in her arms, and screaming for help. 

“Oh, save my child—save my child!” she kept on crying, in tones of such anguish that 
they went to my father’s very heart. 
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“Give it to me,” he said, “and then jump out into my arms. The distance is nothing; you 
can not be hurt. Take courage! Now, give me the baby!” 

She leaned forward and dropped the baby, wrapped in a shawl, into my father’s arms. 
Just as he got it safe, it seemed to him that the roof fell in. There was a crashing noise, 
but not very loud; the flames disappeared, and so did the young lady. In at his window he 
rushed again, and through the house, shouting, “Fire! Fire!” with all his might, and with 
the baby still in his arms. Out rushed the landlord as pale as a ghost, and his wife after 
him, in such a monument of a night-cap, that it quite overawed my father, even in the 
midst of his agitation. The maid was shrieking “Murder!” down in the kitchen, and the 
apprentices had tumbled out from under the counter in the shop and were poking their 
noses cautiously out, and kindly inquiring who was killing her; and on every landing up 
the stairs the lodgers were calling out to know what was the matter. There was altogether 
a terrible row in the place. 

“The next house is on fire!” said my father. 

“It’s only the old story,” said the landlord. “Run upstairs, my dear, and tell them it’s a false 
alarm.” 

“But it is not a false alarm,” says my father, “for I saw the flames and I saw the roof fall in, 
and I fear the lady is buried under the ruins. Why don’t you come and help her? She had 
just dropped her child into my arms when the roof fell.” The landlady then first set eyes 
on the bundle, for her husband at that moment lighted a candle from the rushlight, which 
had very imperfectly illuminated the scene before. 

“A baby!” 

“Yes,” says my father, “and I think I’d better leave it with you, Ma’am, while I go and 
endeavor to rescue the mother.” 

The woman did not speak nor utter a sound, but she just lifted up the shawl from the 
child’s face, and dropped down like a lump of lead upon the floor. Instead of attending to 
her, but my father and the landlord looked into the shawl. It contained the skeleton of an 
infant, wrapped up in the rags of what had once been very costly garments. My father felt 
very sick, and the landlord staggered back against the wall and dropped the candle-stick 
out of his hand. 

When the landlady fell (she was a tall, heavy woman, and gave the house a good shake) 
the maid screamed “Murder!” louder than ever, and the lodgers called out more 
energetically to know what was the matter. That frightened the landlord back to his 
senses; for he thought if they came down and saw what my father had got, it would 
frighten them all out of the house. So he caught up the candle, which, luckily, was not 
extinguished by the fall, and pushed my father, with his bundle, into the bed-room. Then 
he called out that it was only the strange gentleman had had the nightmare, and his wife 
had been frightened into a fainting fit. So they all went, rumbling back to bed; and the 
man helped his wife into her room, where my father stood trembling and shaking, not 
having presence of mind enough to put down the bundle and not even daring to look into 
it again. 
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The little skeleton was quietly buried the next day by an old sexton, who asked no 
questions, as he knew the landlord was a respectable householder; and so they all 
concluded that the ghost was satisfied, and that that was the reason why she never 
appeared again. 

When my father examined the place closely by daylight, he saw evident marks of fire 
about the windows; but he was assured that these were the remains of a fire that 
happened there a great many years before. In short, the whole affair of the apparition 
seemed to shroud some fearful mystery, which was perfectly inexplicable. Some years 
after, when he was in London again, my father endeavored to find out the house, in the 
hope of obtaining a clue to the mystery; but he could discover nothing but a mass of ruin. 
That street and some others were just demolished to make way for that which is now 
Regent Street. 

New Philadelphia [OH] Democrat 1 November 1867: p. 1 

This is an abbreviated, unaccredited version of “The Little Skeleton” from Spell-Bound, or Tales of 
the supernatural, by Mrs. M.A. Bird, 1865, author of The Fate of Thorsghyll [in three volumes], 
Cozynook, and The Hawkshawes [short-changing the reader with just two volumes]. Beyond that I 
have no information on the author, who framed most of Spell-Bound as tales told by a group of 
medical students. 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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blogs.bl.uk 



05 October 2017 

Have you seen Werner Herzog's 1972 film Aguirre, Wrath of God? Although historically 
wildly inaccurate, it has always been a hugely popular cult film. TIME magazine included it 
in its list of 'All-Time 100 Best Films'. Herzog tells the story of the Spanish descent of the 
Amazon in 1560 - a quest for El Dorado. 


The movie starts well, with the huge expedition winding its way down from Andean foothills to where 
they built their boats. But the later part of the film, with a handful of men and a horse on a raft, is 
wrong in every way - the expedition had no horses, hundreds of men, and two or three proper 
boats. 


Spanish explorer from Edward Eggleston, The Household History of the United 
States and its people (London, 1889) BL flickr 

©EES El Dorado was an elusive rich kingdom, now thought to be associated with 
Noc the Omagua people on the main Amazon near the present Brazilian- 
Peruvian frontier, rather than in forests east of Quito. In 1560 a great expedition 
led by Pedro de Ursua built boats and embarked on the Amazon in northern Peru. 
But it found heavy rains, little food, and no wealth. The venture was hijacked by the 
embittered Basque arquebusier Lope de Aguirre. Ursua, his officers, and his 
beautiful mistress Inez de Atienza were all murdered. Aguirre wanted to descend 
the river as fast as possible, sail up the coast to Venezuela, and then march south 
to conquer Peru for his band of traitors. The voyage down the Amazon became a 
bloodbath, with the paranoid psychopath Aguirre killing a third of the Spaniards and 
marooning hundreds of native Andean porters. The story of the expedition was 
sensational, with El Dorado gold, Amazonian adventure, treachery, sex, class warfare and scores of 
murders. But it added almost nothing to knowledge of Amazonian geography or indigenous 
peoples. 

In 1570 Richard Hakluyt published Lopez Vaz's first-hand account of this disastrous descent of the 
Amazon by Pedro de Ursua and his murderer Lope de Aguirre. Hakluyt's English translation of this 
important source is the only known version, because the Spanish original is lost. 



SPANISH EXPLORER. 

Spanish explorer 


In 1861 the Hakluyt Society published The Expedition of Pedro de Ursua & Lope de Aguirre in 
Search of El Dorado and Omagua in 1560-1. It is unfortunate that William Bollaert chose to 
translate from the Franciscan friar Pedro Simon, whose Noticias historiales de las conquistas de 
Tierra Firme (Cuenca, 1627) were entirely plagiarized without acknowledgement from earlier 
sources. There were four eyewitness accounts by members of the ill-fated journey: Lopez Vaz, 
Captain Altamirano, Gonzalo de Zuniga, and Francisco Vazquez, Summaries were also written 
soon after the event by Diego de Aguilar y Cordoba (1578), Toribio de Ortiguera (1581), and Juan 
de Castellanos (1589). 
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THE EXPEDITION 




Noc 


&k ' ' 


PEDRO DE URSUA & LOPE DE AGUIRRE 


EL DORADO AND OMAGUA 


WILLIAM BOLLAERT, Esq., F.RG.S., 


WITH AN INTRODUCTION 


CLEMENTS K. MARKHAM, ESQ. 


LONDON: 

FOR THE HAKLUYT SOCIETY 


Bollaert front cover 


<©EEi^ 

Noc Clements R. Markham wrote a 


HISTORICAL NOTICE 

CONQUEST of TIERRA FIRME, 

in the WeJUm Indies . 

FATHER FRIAR PEDRO SIMON. 
Provincial of the feraphic order of San Francifco, of the 


stirring introduction to the Hakluyt Society 
edition - 

The blood-stained cruise of the “tyrant 
Aguirre”... is by far the most extraordinary 
adventure in search of El Dorado on 
record. The dauntless hardihood of those 
old Spaniards and Germans, who, 
undismayed by the reverses and 
sufferings of numerous predecessors, 
continued to force their way for hundreds 
of miles into the forest covered wilds, is 
sufficiently astonishing; but in this cruise 
of Aguirre all that is wildest, most romantic, most desperate, most appalling in the annals of Spanish 
enterprise seems to culminate in one wild orgie of madness and blood’. 


Containing the narrative of the expedition of Pedro de 
Urfua, and of the crimes of the tyrant 
Lope de Aguirre. 

Pedro Simon 


John Hemming 
Hakluyt Society 


Margaret Makepeace 

Lead Curator, East India Company Records 


Further reading: 

Richard Hakluyt, The Principal! navigations, voiages and discoveries of the English nation (London, 
1589) volume 8. 

The Expedition of Pedro de Ursua & Lope de Aguirre in Search of El Dorado and Omagua in 1560- 
1, (from Pedro Simon, Sixth Historical Notice of the Conquest ofTierra Firme), translated by William 
Bollaert with an introduction by Clements R. Markham, Hakluyt Society, 1 ser., 28, 1861. 


Posted by Margaret.Makepeace at 8:30 AM 


Copyright © The British Library Board 
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Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 

The outlandish, the anomalous and the curious from the last five thousand years 

Victorian Urban Legends: The Spanish Mayor September 28, 2017 


This story comes from a Spanish correspondent to a Victorian 
newspaper. This then, if as Beach suspects it is, an urban 
legend is a Spanish urban legend: note that it is a very old 
story, versions can be found in many different countries. 

From Arragon there is a curious story, which, if true, is 
rather unfavourable to the morality of the municipal 
authorities of that province. It is said that the Alcalde 
(Mayor) of a village had a sum of public money in his 
house, and, having occasion to absent himself for a day, 
he enjoined the utmost vigilance upon his teniente or 
adjoint, in order that the money might not be stolen. He 
then departed, but happening to meet upon the road 
some civil guards or gensdarmes [sic], he desired them 
to go to his house, and remain there until his return. 

About 1 in the morning, three men forced their way into the house, and by their menaces compelled 
the Alcalde’s wife to give up the money, but, before they could take possession of it they were shot 
down by the gensdarmes. On removing masks that covered their faces they were found to be the 
teniente-Alcalde himself, the secretary of the corporation, and a regidor, or Alderman. 

Why would the Alcalde be foolish enough to tell the civil guards to watch his house? Surely the implication is that, 
in Spain, in 1857, officers of the crown don’t carry out orders. The mayor got his comeuppance because these civil 
guards were rather more serious than the average. Any other versions: drbeachcombing At yahoo DOT com 

Royal Cornwall Gazette (19 Jun 1857) 

• © 2017 Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 


Author: Beach Combing \ in : Modern , trackback 
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The woodwose, or wild man, is believed to live in Yellowham Woods in Dorchester | Dorset Echo 


Encounters with the wild man of the woods 

i6th October dorsetecho.co.uk 


DorsetECHO 



Encounters with the wild man of the woods Yellowham Woods near Dorchester 
Picture: Jack Gritton 


AS AUTUMN thins the 
leaves of the oak trees 
and hazel coppices of 
Yellowham Woods, the 
ancient woodland 
adjacent to Puddletown Forest, just outside of 
Dorchester, this could very well be the best time of 
year to spot what purports to be Dorset's answer to 
Bigfoot! 

The simian-like creature of American folklore, 
otherwise known as Sasquatch, has long been a 
staple of the ‘Wild Men’ stories found among the 
indigenous peoples of the Pacific Northwest Coast. 

Said to inhabit the forests of that region, with 
sightings spread throughout North America however, 
Bigfoot is now something of a phenomenon in 
popular culture, yet he may have a British cousin... 

Legends of large, hairy, bipedal creatures are 
prevalent amongst many different cultures around 
the world, hence Bigfoot having so many different 
names; the Yeti stalks the regions around the 
Himalayas, sometimes called the Abominable 
Snowman, while the Yeren lives in the forests of 
China. 

Closer to home, however, tales of the ‘Woodwose’, 
or Wild Man, said to inhabit the forests of Europe 
have been doing the rounds since pre-Christian 
times. 

A mythical figure akin to the enduring leafy ‘Green 
Man’ of English folklore, the Woodwose appears in 
the artwork and literature of medieval Europe. Often 
likened to Silvanus, the Roman god of the 
woodlands, from the 12th century, these wild men, 
and indeed wild women were consistently depicted as being covered with hair, a defining characteristic of their 
‘wildness’, as one would expect! 

While various explanations have been put forward to explain the existence of Bigfoot, the scientific community 
typically attributes such sightings to either hoaxes or misidentification of known animals, with the tracks of black 
bears often posited as an explanation, yet while the American black bear is the world's most common bear 
species, the bears inhabiting the wild woods of our Isles became extinct around a 1000 years ago. So what 
monstrous creature is it that still lurks the environs of Yellowham Wood today, less than four miles from Dorchester 
town? 



Encounters with the wild man of the woods Yelowham Woods near Dorchester 
Picture: Jack Gritton 


It was said that the Woodwoses who frequented the woodlands around Yellowham Hill, savage, hairy, humanoid 
creatures, were more than partial to carrying off maidens from the nearby villages, and their convenient existence, 
not to mention their penchant for virgins was, in the past, often cited as probable cause for many young ladies who 
might have found themselves in a compromising position. 

Folklorist Aubrey L Parke, who preserved a rich and varied collection of stories passed down from previous 
generations of Dorset villagers, recounted the case of one expectant, but unmarried mother, who, on being 
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brought before the Dorchester Magistrates, laid the blame for her condition squarely with the Woodwose, 
exclaiming “Please your worshipfuls, 'twere the Wild Man of Yal'ham.” 

In Thomas Hardy’s fictional Wessex landscape, Yellowham Wood features as Yalbury Wood, and in view of 
Hardy’s acknowledged fascination with the folklore of Dorset he was certainly aware of the "superstition of 
Yellowham Wood, which was supposed to be haunted by the 'Wild Man o'Yall'm' who fathered many of the 'love- 
children' born in nearby villages." 

Historic accounts and literary references aside, Woodwose still makes his presence felt today. 

In the summer of 2014 two members of the BBR - the British Bigfoot Research organisation who actively 
investigate sightings of hairy, ape-men type creatures that occur in the UK, paid a visit to Yellowham Woods. 

Over the course of two evenings spent in the lonely forest, their ‘clapping’ technique was rewarded with responsive 
tree knocks, and the sound of ‘something’ moving through the woods near to their position. The discovery of a 
stick structure, possible tree breaks, and some impressions in the mud that may have been footprints, followed by 
further whooping howls certainly spooked them, as did what sounded like a tree being pushed over as they made 
for their car! 

Left in no doubt that something of the Bigfoot variety still calls Yellowham Wood its home, whether it be the 
'Wildman of Y'allam' said to have dwelt there for hundreds of years, if you go down in the woods today, you might 
be sure of a Bigfooted surprise! 

SUMMER STREVENS 

Comments 

Last Updated: 31st December 1969 4:00 pm 
Gandhis Dusty Flip Flops17th October 3:46 am 

More historical articles like this please! Dorset is a quirky place steeped in history so no shortage of material. Also 
enjoyed the series of articles exploring the origins of village names (could possibly do a further series on street 
name origins?). 

Last Updated: 17th October 6:34 am 
Eustacia Vye17th October 3:56 am 

I quite agree. It would be a job for life documenting the folklore of Dorset. 

"ThatGuy"12 hrs ago 
And the BS that goes with it! 

©Copyright 2001-2017. This site is part of Newsquest's audited local newspaper network. A Gannett Company. Newsquest Media Group Limited, 
Loudwater Mill, Station Road, High Wycombe, Buckinghamshire. HP10 9TY (1676637) Registered in England & Wales 
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BY-PATHS IN THE BALKANS 


The “ hora ” finishes the programme arranged 
for the mad, midnight - marauding “ millionair- 
milors.” But we have been coached. Boldly we 
ask for the Yellow Cat. 

There is consternation, and a deal of hurry, 
scurry, and flurry. More brandy is passed and 
more [coin dispersed, and the Yellow Cat is pro¬ 
duced from under an upturned cart, where she has 
been sleeping peacefully. 

She is neither yellow, nor a cat: Bimply a 
maiden of fifteen, but looking twenty in our eyes, 
who is a little fearful: for she has stabbed a man 
in a fit of jealousy, and those silly aapties are 
still looking for her. What a ridiculous fuss 
about such a trifle l She has the typical gipsy 
face, but is not particularly handsome; her rags 
are not even picturesque. In her eyes there is 
the green light peculiar to gipsy eyes, and her 
hair, which reaches to a foot below her waist, 
is “ black as the raven-wings of midnight ”—as 
Poe has it. 

The Yellow Cat is the name of a Turkish 
edition of an Oriental legend, set to a homespun 
recitative, the rendering of which is this girl’s 
speciality, and a source of profit and stealthy fame. 
When the wind howls and the owl screeches and 
the prowling jackal barks; when all is inky 
darkness and no outsider is within earshot: it is 
whispered, furtively and tremblingly, that this 
green-eyed maiden of fifteen summers not only 
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sings the Yellow Cat, but is a yellow cat. Even 
the trees must not hear this t For the yellow cat 
is the Eastern edition ol the vampire legend—a 
woman who can at will assume the shape of a 
yellow cat (originally a leopard, presumably), and 
her victims are men, whose blood is her sustenance. 

The ballad is sung, without accompaniment, 
to a semi-recitative. The poem is in alternating 
dactiles and trochees, and to most of the short 
syllables one ground-noto is allotted (e flat, I think), 
whilst the accentuated syllables rise and fall, chro¬ 
matically, or nearly so, above it, according to 
sense and natural intonation. Again there is no 
musical division into periods; the punctuation is 
that which the division of the text into sentences 
demands. 

That the rendering is masterly is the smallest 
consideration. The intonation is pure and true, 
the enunciation perfect; the wonderful vowel 
harmony, which makes Turkish to those who have 
an ear for it the most euphonious language in the 
world, is an additional charm. The gestures do 
not seem exaggerated in these wild environments; 
facial and verbal expression are those of an actress 
of consummate skill, and—what is better—of a 
bora actress, one of ” God's grace,” as the 
Germans say. 

But the intensity of passion baffles description. 
The girl's eyes blaze green fire. I am not easily 
frightened—my military record, I think, proves 
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it—but I own she haa set me a-quiver. I can 
understand that gruesome, unn am cable tribal fear. 
The wondrous song with which in the ballad the 
cat-maiden allures her victim to her den would 
make the blood of the most sluggish Philistine 
course faster. It is the old story; we have it in 
the “Lorelei," in the “Erlking’s Daughter,” in 
the Siren legends, in the “ Strange Woman ” of 
the Proverbs, in countless other shapes: frail man 
in face of the “ eternally feminine.” 

Has the reader grasped the-incidental object- 
lesson in splendid atavism? Here is Nature’s 
own child, fierce and free, speaking, in the 
language of £eons ago, the eternal truth, and—let 
ns not shirk it—God’s own image undefiled: for 
her faults, her follies, her crimes are those which 
an artificial civilization has forced on her. 

A cynic among American millionaires (I think 
it was the lato lamented Jay Gould) once said he 
would give a magnificent reward to any one who 
would discover or invent a new sensation. Let 
him who is similarly inclined learn Turkish, and 
travel the length and breadth of the Balkan 
Peninsula until he has hunted down the Turkish 
gipsy girl nicknamed “ Sari Kedi"— i.e. Yellow 
Cat. I met her last spring : I hope sho is not in 
prison yet. He will then have such a sensation 
as will last him to the end of his days. 



THE YELLOW CAT 



CHAPTER V 

THE YELLOW CAT 

(Translated fnm the Turkish)* 

“ Dear, the pang is brief, 

Do thy part, 

Have thy pleasure! How perplexed 
Grows belief I 
Well, this cold day clod 
Was man's heart: 

Crumble it, and what comes next?” 

Browisg (“tu a Year "}. 


T HE Yollow Cat on the hilltop stood, 
With her eyes of glittering grey. 

She longed for a drink of purple blood. 
For the noise and joys of the fray. 


And all ye good people, remember that: 


Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 


The Yellow Cat is a maiden bold, 

A maiden fair and frail; 

Her hair has the colour of burnished gold; 

’Twas pressed to her breast in the gale. 
And all ye good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 
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The Yellow Cat can purr and kiss, 

And sing a wonderful tune. 

The Yellow Cat can scratch and hiss 
And bite and strike in the moon. 

And all ye good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

The young man saw the yellow-haired maid, 
And heard her entrancing wail. 

She purred and fawned and kissed and 
bade 

Him come to her home in the dale. 

And all yo good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

She chanted divinely of earthly bliss, 

And heavenly joys ere long, 

With a wile and a smile and a lying kiss, 
And the call and the thrall of her song. 
And all yo good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 

They found the young man, white and stark, 
As the mom dawned in gold and in rose. 
What are they whispering? what talking of? 
—Hark! 

“ *Tis he whom the she-devil chose.” 

And all ye good people, remember that: 
Beware, if you dare, of the Yellow Cat. 



THE YELLOW CAT 
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“ What has felled him, sturdy and good ? ” 
“What smoto him, passing fair?” 

“What is become of his purple blood?” 

“What blanched his nut-brown hair?” 

Oh, all ye good people, just think of that: 
His blood quenched the thirst of the Yellow Gat. 
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There Never Was a Real Tulip Fever | History | Smithsonian 


There Never Was a Real Tulip Fever 


smithsonianmag.com 


A new movie sets its doomed entrepreneurs amidst 17th-century “tulipmania”—but 
historians of the phenomenon have their own bubble to burst 

The Tulip Fo//y(Wikimedia Commons) 

By Lorraine Boissoneault 
smithsonian.com 
September 18, 2017 

When tulips came to the Netherlands, all the world 
went mad. A sailor who mistook a rare tulip bulb for 
an onion and ate it with his herring sandwich was 
charged with a felony and thrown in prison. A bulb 
named Semper Augustus, notable for its flame-like 
white and red petals, sold for more than the cost of 
a mansion in a fashionable Amsterdam 
neighborhood, complete with coach and garden. As 
the tulip market grew, speculation exploded, with traders offering exorbitant prices for bulbs that had 
yet to flower. And then, as any financial bubble will do, the tulip market imploded, sending traders of 
all incomes into ruin. 

For decades, economists have pointed to 17th-century tulipmania as a warning about the perils of 
the free market. Writers and historians have reveled in the absurdity of the event. The incident even 
provides the backdrop for the new film Tulip Fever, based on a novel of the same name by Deborah 
Moggach. 

The only problem: none of these stories are true. 

What really happened and how did the story of Dutch tulip speculation get so distorted? Anne 
Goldgar discovered the historical reality when she dug into the archives to research her book, 
Tulipmania: Money, Honor, and Knowledge in the Dutch Golden Age. 

“I always joke that the book should be called Tulipmania: More Boring Than You Thought,’” says 
Goldgar, a professor of early modern history at King’s College London. “People are so interested in 
this incident because they think they can draw lessons from it. I don’t think that’s necessarily the 
case.” 

But before you even attempt to apply what happened in the Netherlands to more recent bubbles— 
the South Sea Bubble in 1700s England, the 19th-century railway bubble, the dot-com bubble and 
bitcoin are just a few comparisons Goldgar has seen—you have to understand Dutch society at the 
turn of the 17th century. 

For starters, the country experienced a major demographic shift during its war for independence 
from Spain, which began in the 1560s and continued into the 1600s. It was during this period that 
merchants arrived in port cities like Amsterdam, Haarlem and Delft and established trading outfits, 
including the famous Dutch East India Company. This explosion in international commerce brought 
enormous fortune to the Netherlands, despite the war. In their newly independent nation, the Dutch 
were mainly led by urban oligarchies comprised of wealthy merchants, unlike other European 
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countries of the era, which were controlled by landed nobility. As Goldgar writes in her book, “The 
resultant new faces, new money and new ideas helped to revolutionize the Dutch economy in the 
late 16th century.” 

As the economy changed, so, too, did social interactions and cultural values. A growing interest in 
natural history and a fascination with the exotic among the merchant class meant that goods from 
the Ottoman Empire and farther east fetched high prices. The influx of these goods also drove men 
of all social classes to acquire expertise in newly in-demand areas. One example Goldgar gives is 
fish auctioneer Adriaen Coenen, whose watercolor-i I lustrated manuscript Whale Book allowed him 
to actually meet the President of Holland. And when Dutch botanist Carolus Clusius established a 
botanical garden at the University of Leiden in the 1590s, the tulip quickly rose to a place of honor. 

Originally found growing wild in the valleys of the Tien Shan Mountains (at the border where China 
and Tibet meet Afghanistan and Russia), tulips were cultivated in Istanbul as early as 1055. By the 
15th century, Sultan Mehmed II of the Ottoman Empire had so many flowers in his 12 gardens that 
he required a staff of 920 gardeners. Tulips were among the most prized flowers, eventually 
becoming a symbol of the Ottomans, writes gardening correspondent for The Independent Anna 
Pavord in The Tulip. 

The Dutch learned that tulips could be grown from seeds or buds that grew on the mother bulb; a 
bulb that grows from seed would take 7 to 12 years before flowering, but a bulb itself could flower 
the very next year. Of particular interest to Clusius and other tulip traders were “broken bulbs”— 
tulips whose petals showed a striped, multicolor pattern rather than a single solid color. The effect 
was unpredictable, but the growing demand for these rare, “broken bulb” tulips led naturalists to 
study ways to reproduce them. (The pattern was later discovered to be the result of a mosaic virus 
that actually makes the bulbs sickly and less likely to reproduce.) “The high market price for tulips to 
which the current version of tulipmania refers were prices for particularly beautiful broken bulbs,” 
writes economist Peter Garber. “Since breaking was unpredictable, some have characterized 
tulipmania among growers as a gamble, with growers vying to produce better and more bizarre 
variegations and feathering.” 

After all the money Dutch speculators spent on the bulbs, they only produced flowers for about a 
week—but for tulip lovers, that week was a glorious one. “As luxury objects, tulips fit well into a 
culture of both abundant capital and new cosmopolitanism,” Goldgar writes. Tulips required 
expertise, an appreciation of beauty and the exotic, and, of course, an abundance of money. 

Here’s where the myth comes into play. According to popular legend, the tulip craze took hold of all 
levels of Dutch society in the 1630s. “The rage among the Dutch to possess them was so great that 
the ordinary industry of the country was neglected, and the population, even to its lowest dregs, 
embarked in the tulip trade,” wrote Scottish journalist Charles Mackay in his popular 1841 work 
Extraordinary Popular Delusions and the Madness of Crowds. According to this narrative, everyone 
from the wealthiest merchants to the poorest chimney sweeps jumped into the tulip fray, buying 
bulbs at high prices and selling them for even more. Companies formed just to deal with the tulip 
trade, which reached a fever pitch in late 1636. But by February 1637, the bottom fell out of the 
market. More and more people defaulted on their agreement to buy the tulips at the prices they’d 
promised, and the traders who had already made their payments were left in debt or bankrupted. At 
least that’s what has always been claimed. 

In fact, “There weren’t that many people involved and the economic repercussions were pretty 
minor,” Goldgar says. “I couldn’t find anybody that went bankrupt. If there had been really a 
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wholesale destruction of the economy as the myth suggests, that would’ve been a much harder 
thing to face.” 

That’s not to say that everything about the story is wrong; merchants really did engage in a frantic 
tulip trade, and they paid incredibly high prices for some bulbs. And when a number of buyers 
announced they couldn’t pay the high price previously agreed upon, the market did fall apart and 
cause a small crisis—but only because it undermined social expectations. 

“In this case it was very difficult to deal with the fact that almost all of your relationships are based 
on trust, and people said, ‘I don’t care that I said I’m going to buy this thing, I don’t want it anymore 
and I’m not going to pay for it.’ There was really no mechanism to make people pay because the 
courts were unwilling to get involved,” Goldgar says. 

But the trade didn’t affect all levels of society, and it didn’t cause the collapse of industry in 
Amsterdam and elsewhere. As Garber, the economist, writes, “While the lack of data precludes a 
solid conclusion, the results of the study indicate that the bulb speculation was not obvious 
madness.” 

So if tulipmania wasn’t actually a calamity, why was it made out to be one? We have tetchy Christian 
moralists to blame for that. With great wealth comes great social anxiety, or as historian Simon 
Schama writes in The Embarrassment of Riches: An Interpretation of Dutch Culture in the Golden 
Age, “The prodigious quality of their success went to their heads, but it also made them a bit 
queasy.” All the outlandish stories of economic ruin, of an innocent sailor thrown in prison for eating 
a tulip bulb, of chimney sweeps wading into the market in hopes of striking it rich—those come from 
propaganda pamphlets published by Dutch Calvinists worried that the tulip-propelled consumerism 
boom would lead to societal decay. Their insistence that such great wealth was ungodly has even 
stayed with us to this day. 

“Some of the stuff hasn’t lasted, like the idea that God punishes people who are overreaching by 
causing them to have the plague. That’s one of the things people said in the 1630s,” Goldgar says. 
“But the idea that you get punished if you overreach? You still hear that. It’s all, ‘pride goes before 
the fall.’” 

Goldgar doesn’t begrudge novelists and filmmakers for taking liberties with the past. It’s only when 
historians and economists neglect to do their research that she gets irked. She herself didn’t set out 
to be a mythbuster—she only stumbled upon the truth when she sat down to look through old 
documentation of the popular legend. “I had no way of knowing this existed before I started reading 
these documents,” Goldgar says. “That was an unexpected treasure.” 

Lorraine Boissoneault is a staff writer for SmithsonianMag.com covering history and archaeology. 
She has previously written for The Atlantic, Salon, Nautilus and others. She is also the author of The 
Last Voyageurs: Retracing La Salle's Journey Across America. Website: 
http://www.lboissoneault.com/ 

Read more from this author | Follow @boissolm 

/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. V .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% Umportant; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type {margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


http://www.smithsonianmag.com/history/there-never-was-real-tulip-fever-180964915/ 


3/3 



9/6/2017 


Tiger Shot And Killed After Running Loose In Neighborhood, Attacking Dog | HuffPost 


us 

EDITION 

NEWS 09/06/2017 11:18 am ET 

Tiger Shot And Killed After Running Loose In 
Neighborhood, Attacking Dog 

“The tiger jumped on top of my dog and the officers started firing rounds and took 
it down,” a witness said. 

By Nina Golgowski 



Authorities are investigating the origins of a tiger seen running around a Georgia neighborhood before attacking a dog, 
leading to its shooting death by police. 

The big cat was spotted around 6 a.m. Wednesday near 1-75 outside of Stockbridge, roughly 20 miles southeast of 
Atlanta, before it was fatally shot, the Henry County Police Department said. 

“The tiger began to run toward the Meadow Brook community off of Jodeco Road, to the back of a residence and began 
to attack a dog,” police said in a release that noted animal professionals were contacted. 



Henry County Police Department 

15 hours ago 


Media Release 

On September 6, 2017, at approximately 6 a.m., Henry County 911 received a call of a tiger loose 
on 1-75 near the Jodeco Road overpass. Henry County officers responded, locating the tiger and 
kept visual sight of it while animal professionals were contacted. The tiger began to run toward the 
Meadow Brook community off of Jodeco Road, to the back of a residence and began to attack a 
dog. 

With the tiger in close proximity to a school bus route in a densely popul... See More 
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Fearing for the public’s safety, officers fatally shot the animal, with police telling CBS 46 that they didn’t have time to 
retrieve a tranquilizer gun. 

Brittney Speck, who moved to the area two months ago, said it was her little dachshund named Journey that was 
attacked while in her backyard. 

“The tiger jumped on top of my dog and the officers just started firing rounds and took it down and then gave my dog 
back,” Speck told the Atlanta Journal-Constitution. 



AJC 

This small dog named Journey was seen wagging her tail after reportedly surviving an attack by a tiger in Georgia. 
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“She’s great, she’s OK,” she said of her brave dog, seen wagging her tail, though a bit timid of approaching reporters and 
their cameras. 

“She’s a little shaken up. I’m sure she’s had better mornings,” Speck said. She expressed relief that it wasn’t her three 
children — ages 3, 4, and 7 — who were outside at the time. 


Subscribe to the Weird News email 

Truth is stranger than fiction. Step into the world of weird news. 

address@email.com SUBSCRIBE 


“It was massive, it was huge,” she emphasized. 

Where the tiger came from remained unknown as of Wednesday morning. 


Watch: Homeowner's dog attacked by Tiger 


Noah’s Ark Animal Sanctuary in Locust Grove, Georgia, about 17 miles south of where the cat was killed, said that all of 
their tigers are accounted for. However, when police contacted them, they headed to the scene hoping to assist. 

“We responded immediately and were on the way to the scene with hopes of chemically immobilizing the tiger and 
bringing it to Noah’s Ark. Unfortunately, human life became at risk and the tiger was shot by the authorities,” the wildlife 
sanctuary said in a statement. “Thank you to the officers for trying their best to bring this animal to safety.” 


Gerri Yoder, Henry County’s animal control director, told the Atlanta Journal-Constitution that tigers are not legal to own 
without proper permitting. Because of that, the animal could have been “a victim of the exotic pet 1 
bred for the purpose of resale.” 


itM-.T-r.nf.d 


“There are a lot of theories, but who knows?” he said. 
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Alas! Poor Tom has tumbled off 
the perch, 

And left his gay Thalia in the 
lurch; 

Once high he stood upon the 
comic pinnacle, 

But when he slipp’d fell - Scrub 


- Sneak - Last - and Binnacle 


(Epitaph to Tom Weston) 

Thomas Weston was an actor/comedian who graced the stage of the Theatre Royal on Drury Lane but so much of 
his life seems to be told in tall tales that he has, to a certain extent, remained a man of mystery. Two facts are 
certain, however. That he was a great comedic actor is unquestionable, as is the fact that he was a larger than life 
character. 



,\r. Weston fc^I^GtwtiCKiM y (/MHictf)* of.Vatm, 
in the Stratagem # 

y, forJ.Smiih>T.tf,n*^idc&R.$«{yer,N?.<3 KW*1 Street,!>«• r *o,*77 l - 


Tom was born in 1737, the son of a man who was a cook to the court of George II. 
Shortly after Tom’s death, his Memoir was published, by an anonymous author. In 
this Memoir, his father is named as Thomas Weston. However, the only man with 
the surname Weston who was the cook to the king, and who appears on the lists 
of office holders at court, is a Charles Weston. There appear to be two possible 
baptisms in existence; the first took place on 31st August 1737, at St Paul’s, 
Covent Garden with the parents named as Thomas and Elizabeth and the second 
on 16th October 1737, at St James, Westminster, son of Charles and Elizabeth. 

If he was the son of Thomas and Elizabeth, the parish records of St Paul, Covent 
Garden show burials for both parents, Elizabeth on 22nd January 1755, wife of 
Thomas, and then Thomas’s burial on the 24th September 1757 (though Tom’s 
Memoirs suggest his father was alive after this date). We theorize that Tom 
Weston’s father was actually Charles Weston. 


Mr Weston and Mr Garrick in the Charles Weston started off as a kitchen boy in the king’s kitchen in 1724, rising to 

characters ofScrub and Archer m The the position of master cook to King George II in the same establishment thirty 

Museum, London years later. A tale about Mr Weston the master cook is told in The Table Book or 

Daily Recreation and Information: concerning remarkable men, manners, times, 
seasons, solemnities, merry-makings, antiquities and novelties, forming a complete history of the year, 1827. 


The Royal Table 

Origin of Making the King’s Dishes with the Cook’s Names 
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King George II was 
accustomed every other year 
to visit his German dominions 
with the greater part of the 
officers of his household and 
especially those belonging to 
the kitchen. Once on his 
passage at sea, his first cook 
was so ill with the sea¬ 
sickness, that he could not 
hold up his head to dress his 
majesty’s dinner; this being 
told to the king, he was 
exceedingly sorry for it, as he 
was famous for making a 
Rhenish soup, which his 

majesty was very fond of; he therefore ordered inquiry to be made among the assistant-cooks, if any 
of them could make the above soup. One named Weston (father of Tom Weston, the player) 
undertook it, and so pleased the king, that he declared it was full as good as that made by the first 
cook. Soon after the king’s return to England, the first cook died; when the king was informed of it, he 
said, that his steward of the household always appointed his cooks, but that he would now name one 
for himself, and therefore asking if one Weston was still in the kitchen, and being answered that he 
was, “That man,” said he, “shall be my first cook, for her makes the most excellent Rhenish soup.” 

This favour begot envy among all the servants, so that, when any dish was found fault with, they used 
to say it was Weston’s dressing: the king took notice of this, and said to the servants, it was very 
extraordinary, that every dish he disliked should happen to be Weston’s; “in future,” said he, “let every 
dish be marked with the name of the cook that makes it.” By this means the king detected their arts, 
and from that time Weston’s dishes pleased him most. The custom has continued ever since, and is 
still practised at the king’s table. 

In 1754 Mr Weston obtained the position of turnbroach for his son in the palace kitchen, which entailed turning the 
spit on which meat or poultry was roasting, a lowly position but one which was actually executed by a deputy. The 
position paid £30 a year and, of this, the deputy was paid some £7 or £8. Tom Weston seems to have lucratively 
retained this position until his death. It is also reported that he was made under-clerk to the clerk of the kitchen and 
sailed, with his father and the royal household to Holland on the way to Hanover. George II made his last visit to 
Hanover in April 1755, returning in the September of that year, so if Tom did indeed travel with his household this 
must have been the date of his trip. 

Back home Tom spent most of his time frequenting the local public houses and 
theatres. Soon he was dismissed from his position of under-clerk for misbehaviour 
and sent to sea as a midshipman instead (as his father was determined to keep him 
from the stage). Samuel Foote, the actor, playwright and theatre manager, recalled 
that Weston was placed aboard the Warspite under the command of Sir John Bentley 
and, as Bentley took command of this ship in 1759, so this must be the date of young 
Tom’s short-lived naval career. 

Weston’s genius triumphed over his father’s determinations; as soon after he 
was stationed on board this ship he contrived to run away; and being afraid to 
meet his father after this conduct, he entered into one of the strolling 
companies of the north, where he experienced all those strange vicissitudes of 
life which are so peculiarly incident to that situation. 

Tom enlisted a friend in the war office to help him escape from the Warspite. This 
friend was persuaded to write to him whilst the ship was docked in Long Reach on 
the Suffolk coast before it sailed for Portsmouth, sealing the letter with an official 
seal, telling Tom that there was an army commission waiting for him in London. Sir 
John Bentley allowed Tom to go to London, bidding him to return if he did not obtain the commission. There was 
no commission but Tom did not return. Instead, he travelled with several acting troops before setting off for London 



King George II (1683-1760) by John 
Shackleton, c. 1750; Government Art 
Collection 



Covent Garden Market by Balthasar Nebot, 1737; Tate 
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where the Covent Garden and Drury Lane actors Ned Shuter and Richard Yates had taken booths at the 
Bartholomew Fair, which began every year on the 24th August and ran for two weeks. Tom engaged to play with 
them. 


From a booth in the George Inn yard, Shuter put on, in 
1759, The French Flogg’d: or the English Sailors in 
America, a piece based on The Tempest. Yates had his 
own booth that year in the Greyhound Inn Yard where he 
put on a similar piece, The Ship-Wreck’d Lovers; or, French 
Perfidy Punished, ‘Interspersed with the comical and 
diverting Flumours and Adventures of Lieutenant Fireball, a 
true English Tar; Noddy Nestiecock, a distress’d Beau; 
Snivel Thimble, a Taylor; Split-farthing, an old Userer; and 
Glisterpipe, a Finical Surgeon. Both were eminently 
suitable for a former young midshipman to take to the stage 
in. A friend got Tom an engagement with Samuel Foote and 
he made his first appearance on the London stage on the 
28th September 1759, to the despair of his father, playing 
Sir Francis Gripe in Susannah Centilevre’s The Busy Body 
at the Flaymarket. His next appearance in London was on 
the 28th June 1760, playing in Samuel Foote’s The Minor, and it is possible he returned to the strolling troop 
playing the provinces in the interim. 



St Bartholomew’s Fair, Smithfield, London; Museum of London 


Reputedly, he now met and married a young lady who 
was a milliner in the Haymarket. This unnamed lady was 
encouraged by Tom to take to the stage too, appearing as 
Lucy in The Minor. Mr and Mrs Weston travelled the 
provinces, returning to London to play Jerry Sneak at the 
Haymarket. A sojourn at Dublin (without great success) 
followed and then Tom was hired at Drury Lane where he 
was paid £3 a week. 

His wife, if indeed she was so far no proof of a marriage 
has yet been found, had departed: she and Tom had 
argued whilst on tour in Wiltshire with Johnson’s Company 
and she took up with another actor, a Mr Price with whom 
she had several children, and she died around 1774 in 
Sunderland whilst on tour. 

Tom, back in London, lived in St James’s Street above a 
glass shop with a lady named Miss Lee during a short¬ 
lived liaison which reputedly saw her debut on stage at the Haymarket as Cherry in The Beaux’ Stratagem. She 
was mentioned in the 1773 edition of Harris’s List of Covent Garden Ladies. 

Miss Lee. Glass Shop, St. James’s-street 

“Doats upon the silliest things.” 

This lady had a connexion with a comedian of Drury-lane, which has lately been broke off, for what 
cause we cannot say, and madam now depends upon the generous public for support; but she is not 
unacquainted with the business, she is only returned to her old calling. She is a pretty black girl, 
about the middle size, with remarkable find dark eyes and hair. Her skin is very good, a little pock¬ 
marked, and not a bad companion. 

She has performed two or three little characters at Foote’s and came off decently; and ’tis said she 
intends to take up with the stage, and live honest:- Very honestly intended; but we are afraid it is not a 
school to cause such a happy reformation. 



Samuel Foote and Thomas Weston in ‘The Devil Upon Two Sticks’ by 
Foote, Flaymarket Theatre, 1768 (grisaille copy c.1769 after Johann 
Zoffany by John Finlayson); The Flolburne Museum 
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Always short of cash, Tom was perpetually chased by creditors and, to evade them, often missed rehearsals and 
even performances, behaviour which led to his discharge from the theatre but Samuel Foote stepped in to help, 
starting a subscription among the nobility to pay Tom’s debts and taking Tom with him to Edinburgh at £5 a week. 


At this time, Tom’s boon companion was Dick Hughes, brother to Mrs Elizabeth 
Steele (who was the confidante of the actress Sophia Baddeley). Dick was, 
apparently, famed for being able to hop upon one leg for an hour without 
changing and able to scale a brick wall with ease, a trick which got him in and out 
of the King’s Bench prison where he was often held for debt. When Tom was 
drunk he was inclined to be saucy and to get himself into trouble; Dick Hughes 
was the one to pacify the situation before it came to blows. 

On one night Tom and Dick had been out at The Black Lion tavern and were 
returning home in the early hours of the morning, rolling drunk, when they met 
two women, described in Tom’s Memoirs as ‘a couple of Dulcineas, whose garb 
did not promise any great things.’ Tom feeling amorous, they followed the 
women to their lodgings in Mutton Lane, Holborn, ‘a most desirable situation, 
being surrounded with dunghills, pig styes, slaughterhouses, and many other 
equally as agreeable neighbours.’ Tom, when he awoke in the morning, was 
rather pleased with his conquest for, although she was coarse in manner, she 
was young, pretty and in the full bloom of health. This girl was named Martha 
and continued as his lover for the rest of Tom’s life, taking his surname although we doubt there was a marriage. 



Samuel Foote by Jean Frangois Colson, 
1769; National Portrait Gallery, London 


Foote reconciled Tom and the managers of the Drury Lane 
Theatre and had his wage increased to £5 a week, with a 
further twenty shillings for the lady who called herself Mrs 
Weston. Tom was now a habitual drunkard, often appearing 
on-stage intoxicated but never forgetting his lines. He 
continued to evade his creditors which led to various 
adventures in getting to the theatre for his performance. For 
one whole season, he entered by the upper dressing room 
window which he was able to access, unnoticed, via the 
Tennis Court in St. James. Dick Hughes went ahead of him 
each time as an advance guard to make sure the coast was 
clear. 

Tom’s drinking took its toll. The Public Advertiser on the 22nd 
December 1775, reported that The School for Wives, which 
had been deferred at the Drury Lane Theatre on account of 
Mr Weston’s illness, would be performed soon after 

Christmas. 



Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, anonymous painting dating to c.1775. 
Victoria & Albert Museum. 


Reports of his death at his lodgings in Newington appeared in the newspapers soon after, but the Morning 
Chronicle stated on the 3rd January 1776, that: 

Mr. Weston, we hear, is not dead; but so dangerously ill, that he is given over by his physicians. 

His death is generally acknowledged to have occurred on the 18th January 1776, although the newspapers were 
giving reports of his passing from the 30th December 1775. Even in the matter of his death, he continues to leave 
vague reports behind him! 

It was said that, in the days leading up to his death, Tom had drawn up a facetious mock last will and testament. 
This was vehemently denied by Martha Weston, and a document purporting to be his genuine will was given, one 
witnessed by his old friend Richard (Dick) Hughes. Richard Hughes also sent a letter to the papers in support of 
Martha Weston, affirming the truth of this. If this second will was genuine we can, however, find no record of it 
being proved and it was, after the religious preamble, particularly short and sweet. 

First I give and bequeath my all to Martha Weston; and lastly my Scrub’s wig to Ned Shuter. 
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Thomas Weston 

Witness, D. Holdstock, Richard Hughes and Henry Kaylock 

For those who are interested, the mock will (which still has people arguing over 
its authenticity) is given below. 

Mr. WESTON’S WILL 

One afternoon, a few weeks before Mr. WESTON died, seeing a pen and 
ink upon the table, he said to a friend who was sitting with him, “If you’ll 
write for me, I’ll make my will,” which his friend accordingly did, and Tom 
dictated in the following manner: 

I Thomas Weston, comedian, hating all form and ceremony, shall use none 
to my will, but proceed immediately to the explaining my intentions. 

Imprimis. As from Mr. Foote I derived all my consequence in life, and as it 
is the best thing I am in possession of, I would, in gratitude at my decease, 
leave it to the said Mr. Foote, but I know he neither stands in need of it as a author, actor, or as a 
man; the public have fully proved it in the two first, and his good-nature and humanity have secured it 
to him in the last. 

Item. I owe some obligations to Mr. Garrick, I therefore bequeath him all the money I die possessed 
of, as there is nothing on earth he is so very fond of. 

Item. Though I own no obligations to Mr. Harris, yet his having shewn a sincere regard for the 
performers of his theatre, (by assisting them in their necessities, and yet taking no advantage thereof, 
by driving a Jew bargain at their signing fresh articles) demands from me, as an actor, some 
acknowledgement, I therefore leave him the entire possession of that satisfaction which must 
naturally result on reflecting, that during his management, he has never done any thing base or mean 
to sully his character as an honest man, or a gentleman. 

Item. I having played under the management of Mr. Jefferson, at Richmond, and received from him 
every politeness, I therefore leave him all my stock of prudence, it being the only good quality I think 
he stands in need of. 

Item. I give to Mr. Reddish a grain of honesty: ’tis indeed a small legacy, but being a rarity to him, I 
think he will not refuse to accept it. 

Item. I leave to Mr. Yates all my spirit. 

Item. I leave to Mrs. Yates all my humility. 

Item. Upon reflection, I think it wrong to give separate legacies to a man and his wife, therefore I 
revoke the above bequests, and leave to be enjoyed by them jointly, peace, harmony, and good 
nature. 

Item. Notwithstanding my illness, I think I shall outlive Ned Shuter; if I should not, I had thoughts of 
leaving him my example how to live, but that I am afraid would be of little use to him, I therefore leave 
him my example how to die. 

Item. I leave Mr. Brereton a small portion of modesty. Too much of one thing is good for nothing. 

Item. As Mr. Jacobs has been a long while eagerly waiting for dead mens shoes, I leave him two or 
three pair, (the worst I have) they being good enough in all conscience for him. 

Item. Though the want of vanity be a proof of understanding, yet I would recommend to my old friend 
Baddeley to make use of a little of the first, though it cost him more than he would willingly pay for it. - 
It will encrease not only his consequence with the public, but his salary with the managers; but 


m 



Mi* WJKSTOZ? in //if t/MSai'/erol ’<D*LJ.S% tn t/ie 
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Mr Weston in the character of Dr Last in 
Samuel Foote’s the Devil Upon Two 
Sticks. The Folger Library 
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however, should his stomach turn against it, as nauseous, he may use for a succedaneum a small 
quantity of opinion, and it will answer the purpose as well. 

Item. Mr. Quick has long laboured to obtain the applause of the public - the method he has taken is a 
vague one; the surest method to obtain his end is to copy Nature. - Experientia docet. 

Item. Miss Young has had some disputes with the Managers, about dressing her tail, complaining of 
the want of fringe, as fringe seems to be an absolute requisite in the ornamenting ladies tails, and I 
always loved to see them as they ought to be; I leave her therefore the fringe about the flaps of my 
waistcoat, in which I usually played Jerry Sneak. 

Item. As I would not forget my friends, particularly old ones, I leave Charles Bannister my portrait, to 
be taken when I am dead, and to be worn about his neck as a memento to him, that regularity is 
among the most certain methods to procure health and long life. 

Item. Dibble Davis claims something at my hands from the length of our acquaintance, I therefore 
leave him my constitution; but I am afraid when I die, it will scarcely better than his own. 

Item. I leave to the ladies in general, on the stage, (if not the reality, yet) the appearance of modesty; 
’twill serve them on more occasions than they are aware of. 

Item. To the gentlemen of the stage, some show of prudence. 

Item. To the authors of the present times, a smattering of humour. 

Item. To the public, a grateful heart. 

Here his voice failing him, he told his friend he would finish it as the next day, and bade him put it into 
his pocket, which he did; but Tom left it, as he did all his promises of amendment, only just begun. 


Apart from his Memoirs, a short account of Tom’s life was included in the book The Lives of The Players written by 
John Galt in 1831. 

Header image: An Audience at Drury Lane Theatre, undated, Yale Center for British Art, Paul Mellon Collection 
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We learn about causality to avoid dying. This is generally a good thing. Death is a suboptimal 
outcome. We don’t touch hot stoves. We don’t pet the saber-tooth tigers. We stay out of dark 
forests. In fact, we spend an inordinate amount of time calculating what cause produced which 
effect, mostly in the form of what product produces what currency, and “hey, who’s the new girl?” 

You see my point. We’ve extrapolated this and a measure of wishful thinking out into the universe. 
It’s about control. Of which we have little on the cosmic scale. We like the revised direction of our 
influence i.e. cause precedes effect, action and reaction. It makes us a player. In this case, 
scientific method and prayer seem to have an uncomfortable lot in common. That is, they are the 
input data for our risk-reward scenarios. Or our worst-case scenarios. Or decisions on our Tinder 
profiles. The agency this affords underlays the enthusiasm with which we embrace scientific 
epistemology, our only viable alternative as a secular ontology. Unfortunately, those pesky 
anomalies and heretical ideas that constitute the meat of strange phenomena, religion, and the 
grasping nature of consciousness force themselves upon us, for each “Theory of Everything” seems 
to require a companion “Theory of Everything Else”. 

Why can’t we reliably catch ghosts on camera? Where is Bigfoot hiding? Are there monsters under 
the bed? Was that a UFO? Where is that large automobile? My god, what have I done? Okay, 
maybe not the last two questions, but let’s face the sad truth that skeptics are to some degree 
correct. There. I said it. Loud and proud. Empirical evidence of the supernatural is not 
forthcoming, despite some keen minds applying themselves diligently to the case over the years. 
From the most scientific explanation to the most theologically arcane, perhaps we rely too heavily on 
the one thing we can’t have. Causality. 

While we all feel we have a solid understanding of cause and effect, most philosophers can agree (if 
upon nothing else) that causality is a subtle notion, implicit in ordinary language as we tend to live 
linearly, but requiring neither time or space. In fact, a strict Aristotelian logic, which normally I avoid 
like the plague, actually has little to say about causality except as “explanation”, since every cause 
can be an effect (necessitating a notion of “progression”, sufficient but unnecessary for the 
fundamental idea that one thing leads to another - progression is simply one interpretation). 

Aristotle was so fed up with this philosophical conundrum that he started inventing an entire 
taxonomy of causes: material, formal, efficient, and final (which if it exists doesn’t require the 
existence of any other type of cause). This line of thinking has pretty much guided every scholarly 
body that imagines itself to be a formal intellectual organization from the Inquisition (have you seen 
the detailed reports those guys wrote...they’d all be intelligence analysts these days) to the National 
Science Foundation. 

And it’s the final causes we are after, Aristotle’s prime, unmoved mover, a beautiful contemplation of 
indivisible perfection, a fantasy of orderliness and sensibility, a Causa di tutt’i Causa who will make 
you an ontological offer you can’t refuse. Personally, I wake up with a philosophical horse’s head in 
my bed every morning, so when it comes to causality, I’m willing to “go to the mattresses”. Now, I’ve 
left the gun, but brought the cannoli in the form of the Practopoietic Cycle (Loop) of Causation. 
Mostly because I like to know my odds, even if they are a mathematical invention predicated on a 
unidirectional concept of time and rooted in an existential fear of the insolubility of the unmoved 
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mover problem. You see, causality requires it to be “turtles all the way down”, a reference to a 
description of Hindu cosmology by a 16th Century Jesuit in Chandagiri, Nepal, who related that the 
world was supported in space by seven elephants that do not sink as they are balanced on the back 
of a giant tortoise. It is said that when philosopher, psychologist, and scholar of religions William 
James was asked what the turtle itself stood on, he answered “there are tortoises all the way down”. 

This is where it gets tricky, since we are borrowing a theory of system organization, which taken 
quite literally, mandates that in order to be a system, phenomena and noumena must be organized. 
Therefore, when causality is breached, in great confidence about our significance in the universe 
and opportunities for human agency, we stumble into the comforting idea of supervenience, or 
rather the principle of “downward causation”, the convenient concept that higher level elements of a 
system can have causal relationships to lower levels of the system. Mind affecting body or culture 
affecting behavior for example, from which it is only a short ideational hop to the shorthand of the 
mental affecting the physical. But don’t be deceived. Supervenience is a causality of explanatory 
convenience, but causality nonetheless. 

How does anomalistics get out of the trap of supervenience, so initially attractive as it seems to 
encompass all manner of weird and occult phenomena, from magic to extraterrestrial visitation? 
What we’ve stumbled into is the much ballyhooed philosophical “Explanatory Gap”, which fancy lads 
call ‘the non-physicality of qualia”, and the rest of us cover by saying, the “map ain’t the territory” or 
that the mind and brain are not identical phenomena. Some may accuse me of creating a straw 
man out of a gap in understanding, rather than a gap in nature. Screw them, I’m looking for turtles. 

One might look for a solution in a little theory called the Practopoietic cycle (loop) of causation, 
which despite including “causation” in its name (mostly for effect I assume - see what I did there?) 
suggests that the basic element of human consciousness is divorced from causality. Dr. Danko 
Nelik of the Max-Planck Institute for Brain Research and Frankfurt Institute for Advanced Studies 
once wrote, “In a practopoietic system it is only the top level of organization that acts on the system 
environment. Lower levels act indirectly by affecting the higher levels first, which in turn then act on 
the environment. The situation with receiving feedback from the environment is different. There is no 
more need for mediation through higher levels of organization. Lower levels may receive their own 
feedback. Alternatively, lower levels rely on the same sources of feedback as higher levels but 
extract their own information from that feedback—i.e., information that is relevant uniquely for 
them...This type of dynamics is referred to as practopoietic loop of causation. One property of this 
dynamics is that monitor-and-act units at lower levels of organization tend to be activated less 
intensively/frequently than those at higher levels”. But damn, when those higher levels activate, 
watch out. There reside our ghouls and goblins and things that go bump in the night. An infinite 
loop of causation is no causation at all. And we don’t like this. In fact, we suffer because of it. 

When we see our control slip, when the cosmos defies our will, when the comforts of causality seem 
to molt and our vertigo or ennui seems existential, it is there where we find a bit of meaning, or as 
William Wordsworth said, “Suffering is permanent, obscure and dark, and shares the nature of 
infinity”. 


Blog at WordPress.com. 
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Two more ‘Namapopa’ suspects killed in Malawi 
‘bloodsucking’ saga 


October 3, 2017 

Green Muheya -Nyasa Times 


The vampire paranoia has sparked several attacks on suspected bloodsuckers with two more people 
killed in mountainous tea growing district of Mulanje on Monday night following reports of some 
persons sucking people’s blood in the district, Police confirmed. 

Police in Mulanje said an angry mob at Namainja Village in Traditional Authority (T/A) Mabuka in 
Mulanje roughed two men and in the process killing them on suspicion that they were among the so- 
called bloodsuckers. 

The victims were beaten to death without any basis. 

Police spokesman in Mulanje, Gresham Ngwira, confirmed the killings, saying identities of the victims 
were being verified. 

“Two people were killed by a mob for allegedly being blood suckers,” he said. 

Stories of vampires sucking people’s blood in the dead of the night have been circulating in Mulanje 
for days. 

Known locally as ‘anamapopa,’ these fearsome forces are described as using both magical powers as 
well as modem technology to attack their victims. 

Their bizarre methodology is said to involve somehow disabling their target using an electrical charge 
or chemical substance, removing their blood via an unidentified instrument, and then vanishing in the 
form of a cat or dog. 

District Commissioner for Mulanje, Reinghard Chavula said the rumours have brought a devastating 
effect on people since residences have always been anxious about strangers in some areas and that they 
were sleeping outside their homes for fear of being blood sucked. 

The development comes after an angry mob on Sunday night in the area of Traditional Authority Mlolo 


https://www.nvasatimes.com/two-namapopa-suspects-killed-malawi-bloodsucking-saga/ Page 1 of 2 





10/03/17 at 02:26:34 AM 


Jfetsa ©mes 

v. ^ nldldni b rt]tihhiL| uiilint nevii stiume 



in Nsanje beat to death a village head for suspecting him to be coordinating with alleged blood suckers 
in the districts. 

Inspector General of the Malawi Police Services, Lexten Kachama has dismissed reports of some 
persons sucking people’s blood in Mulanje, saying the stories were mere speculations from deceitful 
people designed to instil fear in communities. 

Kachama said people should stop believing in such rumours and return to their normal routine after 
noting that many people were sleeping outside their homes in fear of the alleged blood suckers. 

“Currently nobody has died for being sucked of blood here in Mulanje. Some people have just created 
the story to breed fear among communities. We would like to assure residents of Mulanje that they are 
protected and that police investigations are underway to find the root cause of such and get to the 
bottom of the matter,” he said. 

He said the rumours were also affecting economic activity as agricultural workers stayed indoors. 

The Inspector General appealed to communities to refrain from mob justice in dealing with such issues 
and advised people to allow the law take its course. 
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Arkansas electric worker finds two-headed rattlesnake - UPI.com 


Arkansas electric worker finds two-headed rattlesnake 


upi.com 


Sept. 9 (UPI) -- An electrical worker discovered a 
two-headed rattlesnake while inspecting a home in 
Arkansas. 

Mark Young on Wednesday shared a photo of the 
rare two-headed snake, nicknamed "Deuce," after it 
was discovered and caught by Woodruff Electric 
District 2 manager, Rodney Kelso. 

"It is absolutely real! But I don't think it's a sign from 
God that the end times are near," Young said. 

The Arkansas Game and Fish Commission 
confirmed with KARK that the snake was real, 
before it was donated to Crowley's Ridge Arkansas Game and Fish Nature Center in Jonesboro. 

Kelso said he found the snake sunning itself while he was inspecting a home on on Arkansas 248. 

"Fifty years on the ridge and never have seen such," he told ArkansasOnline. 

The snake is still alive, which Cody Walker of the Nature Center said was unusual considering its 
condition. 

"It does happen from time to time in nature," he said of animals being born with multiple heads. "But 
usually they die from complications." 

Deuce is being cared for by professionals at the Nature Center and will be put on display after 
settling into the new home. 
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UK’s scariest locations revealed ahead of Halloween - but this spooky spot in Scotland has the most reported ghost sightings 


This Scottish spot has the most ghost sightings amid UK's 

scariest places thescottishsun.co.uk 


Kids and adults will be dressing up as ghosts and ghouls this weekend, but where do the real 
spectres and bloodthirsty beasts really reside? 

By Amy Jones 
28th October 2017,2:30 am 
Updated: 28th October 2017,9:35 am 
Comments 

GHOSTS and ghouls will be out in force this weekend thanks to lots of nifty costume-making, but 
where do the real ones live? 

Yorkshire, mostly, according to sightings collected by the Paranormal Database - but Scotland also 
has among the highest hauntings in the UK. 

12 

Find the counties collecting this year’s ‘Oscares’ for the most terrifying 
places in England 

The county has more ghost activity than anywhere else in the UK, while 
Cumbria is the most cursed area and Norfolk and Wiltshire have the worst 
infestations of slavering, flame-eyed hellhounds. 

Here, AMY JONES reveals the UK’s most haunted hotspots and brings 
you some of the most terrifying tales . . . 

YORKSHIRE: MOST HAUNTED 

YORKSHIRE has had 607 ghosts reported throughout history, more 
than any other region. 

12 

The terrifying ‘Black Monk of Pontefract’ climbing stairs 30 East Drive, 
Pontefract 

They range from floating heads seen in Bradford to a spectre that 
stalks a golf course in the form of a robin. 

Perhaps its most chilling case is the Black Monk of Pontefract, who 
terrorised the inhabitants of an unassuming Fifties terrace in the East 
Yorkshire town. 

Jean and Joe Pritchard moved into the home at 30 East Drive, below 
right, with son Phillip, 15, and Diane, 12, in August 1966. Strange 
things immediately began happening. 



Image North 



Find the counties collecting this 
year's 'Oscares' for the most 
terrifying places in England 
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UK’s scariest locations revealed ahead of Halloween - but this spooky spot in Scotland has the most reported ghost sightings 


An ‘expert’ claims the ‘Black Monk’ had been executed at a gallows just 
opposite the house for the rape and murder of a young girl 

Green foam would appear from the taps and toilet, lights would flicker on 
and off and plants leaped out of their pots. 

Cupboards would shake violently, treasured family photographs were 
slashed and objects - including a solid- oak sideboard - would hurl 
themselves across rooms. 


12 

Jean and Joe Pritchard 
moved into the home at 
30 East Drive, below 
right, with son Phillip, 15, 
and Diane, 12, in August 
1966 - strange things 
immediately began 
happening 



Image North 


Finally, the then- 
teenaged Diane was 
dragged kicking and 
screaming up the stairs, 

leaving her seriously traumatised and with visible finger marks on her throat. The family moved out 
in the early Seventies. 


Mercury Press 


Paranormal investigator Tom Cuniff spent years researching the case and believes the culprit is the 
ghost of a 16th century killer monk. He had been executed at a gallows just opposite the house for 
the rape and murder of a young girl. 

12 

Warning signs from within the property 

The house is now open to brave ghost enthusiasts, who have 
photographed alleged images of “the Black Monk of Pontefract” climbing 
stairs, main photo, and creeping through the corridors, above. 


READ MORE 

• First look at Ross Kemp’s trip behind walls of Glasgow’s notorious 
Barlinnie prison 

• Rangers legend Ally McCoist says a drunk ghost used to haunt his 
family home 

• Celtic WAG Helen Flanagan begs fans on Instagram to help in hunt 
for Glasgow hairdresser 

• Sunbed wars in Portugal as Scots teens fight with OAPS over lounger reserved with a 
towel 


IMPORTANT NOTICE! 

BY ENTERING 30 EAST DRIVE 
YOU AGREE THAT YOU ARE PERSONALLY 
LIABLE FOR YOUR OWN SAFETY. 

THE OWNER CANNOT BE 
HELD RESPONSIBLE. 

IF YOU ARE UNHAPPY WITH THIS 
YOU MUST LEAVE THE PROPERTY NOW. 


IMPORTANT NOTICE! 

30 EAST DRIVE HAS A STRICT 

NO 0UIJA BOARDS 

RULE AS WE DON’T WISH TO 
EXACERBATE THE SITUATION. 
ANYONE FOUND ABUSING THIS RULE 
WILL BE EJECTED FROM THE PROPERTY 1 
AND BLACKLISTED ON OUR WEBSITE. 1 


Warning signs from within the 
property 
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UK’s scariest locations revealed ahead of Halloween - but this spooky spot in Scotland has the most reported ghost sightings 


• Rangers star Kenny Miller’s wife Laura sticks boot into Pedro Caixinha - by liking our 
breaking story about his Ibrox sacking 

• Bellshill woman burst into tears after finding DEAD MOUSE in her pasta 

• Ewan McGregor cropped out photo by daughter Clara after snappers caught him snogging 
Fargo co-star 


WILTSHIRE & NORFOLK: MOST DEVIL DOGS 

BOTH Norfolk and Wiltshire have 28 reports each of hellhounds on the loose. 

Particularly notorious is the dog called the “Black Shuck”, which has prowled the Norfolk and Suffolk 
coast for centuries. 


12 

The ‘Black Shuck’, pictured in this artist’s 
impression, has prowled the Norfolk and 
Suffolk coast for centuries 

Reports go way back to 1577, when a huge 
thunderstorm raged around St Mary’s Church 
in Bungay, Suffolk, near the Norfolk border. 

As people inside knelt in fear, praying for 
mercy, a 7ft-tall hellhound with flame-red eyes 
tore through the church doors. It attacked the 
congregation, mauling two men to death. 

Describing the beast, above in an artist’s 
impression, historian W. A. Dutt wrote in 1901: “He takes the form of a huge black dog and prowls 
along dark lanes and lonesome field footpaths, where, although his howling makes the hearer’s 
blood run cold, his footfalls make no sound.” 

Graham Grant says he spotted the beast in 1972 while on night duty at the Gorleston coastal rescue 
HQ. 

He said: “I saw a large black hound-type dog on the beach, about a quarter of a mile north of the 
lookout. What made me look was that the dog was running then stopping, as if looking for 
someone. 

“I watched it for one or two minutes and then it vanished before my eyes. I kept on looking for a 
time but it did not reappear.” 

CUMBRIA: MOST CURSED 

CUMBRIA has seven reports of curses, more than anywhere else in England. 

Many locals blame their bad luck on a granite Cursing Stone created in 2001, below. 

12 



The 'Black Shuck' has prowled the Norfolk and Suffolk coast for 
centuries 
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UK’s scariest locations revealed ahead of Halloween - but this spooky spot in Scotland has the most reported ghost sightings 


The Cursing Stone artwork, above, was created in 
2001, and locals blame it for much of their bad luck 

The artwork by Andy Altman is inscribed with a long 
16th century curse, originally read from pulpits to 
frighten livestock thieves. 

Shortly after it was installed in Carlisle’s Millennium 
Gallery, livestock herds in Cumbria were wiped out by 
foot-and-mouth disease. Carlisle was plagued with 
devastating floods in 2005 and 2015, factories were 
shut down and Carlisle United dropped out of league 
football in 2004 for the first time since 1928. 

Local Lib Dem councillor Jim Tootle tried to have the stone destroyed in 2005, blaming the “non- 
Christian artefact” for “disasters reaching biblical proportions”. He died suddenly aged 59 a few 
years later. 

STAFFORDSHIRE: MOST WEREWOLVES 

THE place you’re most likely to see a werewolf is Staffordshire, with 20 sightings in the 
Cannock Chase forest alone. 

In April 2007, the West Midlands Ghost Club investigated the reports of a “werewolf-type creature” 
prowling around. 
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Alamy 
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Looking for a werewolf? Head to Staffordshire, with its 
20 sightings in the Cannock Chase forest alone 

Several people also claimed they had seen the “wolf 
walking on its hind legs in the German War Cemetery in 
the Chase. 

The club took “credible eyewitness accounts” from a 
local scoutmaster and postman, who claimed they had 
come face to face with the werewolf. 

Everyone interviewed thought that the creature was a 
large dog - until it raised itself up to its hind legs, 
standing at almost 7ft tall. The beast darted into the 

Some date the first sightings to 1975, when a local boy is said to have contacted Satan via a ouija 
board and sold his soul for the ability to become a werewolf. 

EDINBURGH: MOST SIGHTINGS PER PERSON 

EDINBURGH has the highest number of hauntings per capita of any UK city, with one out of 
100 people saying they have had a paranormal experience. 



Looking for a werewolf? Head to Staffordshire, with its 


20 sightings in the Cannock Chase forest alone 

bushes when it was startled. 
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UK’s scariest locations revealed ahead of Halloween - but this spooky spot in Scotland has the most reported ghost sightings 


The city’s most haunted spot is Greyfriars Kirkyard, where the ghost of a lawyer emerges from his 
own mausoleum, below, to cause havoc. 



Alamy 
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Greyfriars Kirkyard, where the ghost of a lawyer emerges from his own 
mausoleum 

George Mackenzie was infamous for persecuting Presbyterians. He 
imprisoned 1,200 of them in Greyfriars Kirkyard itself, where many died, 
earning him the nickname of “Bluidy” Mackenzie. Since his death in 1691 
his ghost has been blamed for attacking hundreds of visitors. They are 
typically left with bruises and scratches. 

Local Jan-Andrew Henderson once said: “I am a very scientific person, and 
I don’t know if I believe in ghosts or not, but I just don’t have an explanation 
for the sheer number of people who have collapsed, had their fingers 
broken or whatever.” 


ISLE OF WIGHT: MOST GHOSTS PER HECTARE 


WITH 74 accounts of ghostly goings-on, the Isle of Wight is not just the UK’s but the world’s 
most haunted island per square hectare. 


It’s hotspot is undoubtedly the site of Knighton Gorges Manor. It was pulled down except for its 
gateposts, below, in 1821 but every New Year’s Eve the grand house is said to reappear. 



Knighton Gorges Manor was pulled down - except for its 
gateposts - in 1821, but every New Year’s Eve the grand 
house is said to reappear 
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Knighton Gorges Manor was pulled down - except 
for its gateposts - in 1821, but every New Year’s 
Eve the grand house is said to reappear 

One year a traveller even knocked at the house to 
ask for shelter from the rain. 

He saw people inside in Regency clothes dancing, 
but when no one came to the door he went on to 
the village of Newchurch. In the morning he was 
taken to the site of the “house” to see nothing more 
than the lonely gateposts. 

LONDON: SPOOKIEST PLACE 


GREATER London is Britain’s spookiest place, with 547 hauntings reported. 


The capital’s most haunted place is the Tower Of London, where the ghosts of Guy Fawkes, Lady 
Jane Grey, Henry VI and Anne Boleyn are said to lurk. 


12 

In a snap Mary Ryan took of daughter Kayleigh at the Tower of London, a ghostly figure of a little 
boy appears above her shoulder 
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In January this year, visitors Mary Ryan, 40, and daughter Kayleigh, 18, 
from Liverpool, believe they had a ghostly encounter with another royal. 

In a snap Mary took of Kayleigh, a figure of a little boy appears above 
the teen’s shoulder, above. 

Mary believes it is Edward V, sent to the Tower aged 12 in 1483 with his 
young brother by King Richard III and never seen again. 

CORNWALL: MOST MYTHS & LEGENDS 

CORNWALL has 54 reports of myths and legends. 

One of its most treasured traditions is that the famous round table 
belonging to King Arthur, below, lies deep in the earth under Bossiney 
Mound in the county’s north. 

12 

If you a round table emerging from the Cornish soil - duck! The appearance of 
King Arthur’s Round Table signals the end of the world has arrived 

Legend has it that the 1,600-person table rises on Midsummer Night. Local 
19th century Reverend Sabine Baring-Gould wrote of what happens next: “The 
flash of light from it for the moment illumines the sky, after which the golden 
table sinks again. 

“At the end of the world it will come to the surface again and be carried to 
Heaven, and the Saints will sit and eat at it, and Christ will serve them.” 
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Found: Underwater Ruins Hidden off the Coast of Tunisia atlasobscura.com 


The city of Neapolis was destroyed by a tsunami in 365 A.D. 

by Sarah Laskow 
September 01,2017 


In the 4th century A.D., a Roman soldier and 
historian, Ammien Marcellin, recorded the fate 
of a coastal city in North Africa, Neapolis. Not 
many Roman historians bothered with 
Neapolis, after the city sided with Carthage in 
the third Punic War, in the 2nd century A.D. 
But Marcellin recorded its unfortunate fate, as 
The Independent reports: The same tsunami 
that hit Alexandria and Crete destroyed 
Neapolis almost entirely. 

Now, the AFP writes, after seven years of 
searching, a team of archaeologists has found 
evidence that this bit of history is true. In 
modern times, no one had been able to find 
any trace of Neapolis. But Mounir Fantar and his colleagues looked underwater and finally found 
about 50 acres of Roman ruins off the coast of Tunisia, near the modern town of Nabeul. 

The ruins include Roman streets and monuments, along with 100 tanks to ferment garum, the fish 
sauce used in Roman cuisine as a ubiquitous condiment. Finding the city, Fantar told the AFP, helps 
prove that this place was a major “center for the manufacture of garum and salt fish, probably the 
largest center in the Roman world,” before being thrashed by the water and disappearing from 
history. 

©2017 Atlas Obscura. All rights reserved. 
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Divers exploring the lost city, e Tunisian National Heritage Institute and 
the University of Sassari 
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Unsolved 'suicide' of Hitler's half-niece and romantic obsession Geli Raubal found face-down in a pool of blood 


Unsolved 'suicide' of Hitler's half-niece and romantic obsession thesun.co.uk 


SHOT BY UNCLE ADOLF? 

Unsolved ‘suicide’ of Hitler’s half-niece and romantic obsession Geli Raubal found face¬ 
down in a pool of blood 

Angela ‘Geli’ Raubal was said to be entranced by Hitler's celebrity, while he was besotted with her 
beauty 

By Sarah Barns 

5th October 2017, 8:35 pm 

Updated: 5th October 2017, 9:38 pm 

SHE was found face-down in a pool of blood, her red-stained nightdress pierced by a single bullet 
through the heart. 

Angela ‘Geli’ Raubal, the pretty half-niece of Adolf Hitler, was discovered by servants at the Nazi 
leader’s Munich apartment on September 18, 1931. She was just 23. 

Getty - Contributor 

Angela ‘Geli’ Raubal was said to be enamoured by Hitler's celebrity, while 
he was obsessed with her beauty 

Her death, by a bullet from the Fuhrer’s own pistol, was recorded as 
suicide - but there is evidence to suggest that Geli was the first victim of 
the tyrant who would be responsible for the deaths of more than 50 
million people. 

Born in Linz, Austria-Hungary, Geli was the second child of Leo Raubal 
Sr. and Hitler’s half-sister Angela Raubal. 

When Angela began working as Hitler’s housekeeper, Geli formed a 
close bond with the dictator, who was 19 years her senior. 

She was said to be entranced by his celebrity, while he was besotted with 
her beauty. The pair are rumoured to have embarked on a love affair. 

Getty - Contributor 

Hitler naps in a deckchair next to his half¬ 
niece Geli in the early 1930s 

As Hitler rose to power as leader, he became 
domineering and possessive of Geli. 

She was forced to travel all over the country 
with him, was not allowed to see her friends, 
and guards had to accompany her on 
shopping trips. 
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Unsolved 'suicide' of Hitler's half-niece and romantic obsession Geli Raubal found face-down in a pool of blood 
Hitler naps in a deckchair next to his half-niece Geli in the early 1930s Hitler flew into 3 rage when he discovered 
Geli was having a relationship with his chauffeur, Emil Maurice, and immediately fired him. 


Geli was in effect a prisoner. She planned to escape to Vienna, but Hitler refused to let her leave. 

Getty - Contributor 

Geli, left, pictured with her mother Angela who was Hitler's 
housekeeper 

They had a heated argument and she was later found dead from a 
gunshot wound in her bedroom. 

On her dressing table was a letter to a girlfriend which ended in the 
middle of the word "und" - German for "and": "When I come to Vienna - 
hopefully soon - we'll drive together to Semmering an..." 

No suicide note was found. There were reportedly injuries found on her 
body, including a broken nose. 

Pro-Nazi police closed the case without an inquest or autopsy, while 
Geli's body was quickly taken out of the country and buried in Vienna. 

Getty - Contributor 

Hitler and Geli photographed together at a 
garden party in the early 1930s 

Rumours dogged Hitler for years that he had 
murdered her. 

The bullet had entered above the heart and 
lodged in her lower back at hip level, 
meaning the gun had to be pointing 
downwards and the hand holding it higher 
than her heart. 

A journalist who was investigating the 
circumstances surrounding her suicide was 
arrested by the Nazis just before he was to publish his findings. He was executed months later at 
Dachau. 



Hitler and Geli photographed together at a garden party in the early 

1930s 



Following her death, Hitler sank into a depression. He declared Geli was the only woman he’d ever 
loved and kept her bedroom as she had left it. 

Previously, we told how the Nazis were so obsessed with the occult that they dedicated an entire SS 
division to hunting witches. 

We also revealed how Hitler had planned to win World War Two by developing terrifying and 
ambitious "wonder weapons" which could have turned the tide of the conflict. 
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Soviet scares: creep yourselF out 
this Halloween with these USSR 
urban legends 

30 OCTOBER 2017 • RUSSIA • SOVIET UNION 


Sick of glum ghosts, 
wearisome werewolves and 
mundane monsters ? Enter 
the surreal world of Soviet 
urban legends and creepy 
stories, just in time 
for Halloween 


TEXT 

Sasha Raspopina 


Soviet urban legends were first spread around Young Pioneer campfires 



Urban legends and creepy folklore were staples for those growing up in 
post-Soviet states. Since these countries had long remained closed to 
Western horror films, these stories offered some much-needed everyday 
spookiness. They were first told around fires at Young Pioneer camps in the 
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soviet Kids were always more likely to creep tneir mends out witn comns 
on wheels, red pianos and (for whatever reason) various shades of curtains. 

Many of these have been collected as part of 
studies of modern folklore — for example, 
by the folklore faculty of the Russian 
literature department at Nizhny Novgorod 
State University, who published their 
archive online (in Russian). Children’s 
author Eduard Uspensky, who gave the 
world the famous Cheburashka, also 
published two archives of children’s spooky 
stories. And while literary historians now 
say we have entered a dormant phase of 
scary children’s tales — the need for creepiness is now satisfied by modern 
horror films and video games — we still get to enjoy the existing ones, all of 
which have countless versions. 

They might not be the scariest thing you’ve ever read, but they present a 
phantasmagorical world where Ivan Tverdovsky’s Zoology meets Nikolai 
Gogol’s short stories and Soviet faith in figures of authority. Read on, if you 
dare. 


RELATED 

Digital nightmare 

How tech-horror became R 
film’s favourite new genre 

Horror show 

Are Russian scary movies < 
brink of big things? 

Fright night 

Eight horror films from the I 
East to watch this Hallowee 





The Red Piano 
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A little girl who really wanted to start playing piano got one as a birthday 
present from her parents. As it was delivered, the store gave the parents the 
contacts of the only person in town who could fix the piano — an old lady. 

The girl was excited to start practicing, but a few weeks later she started 
complaining to her parents that her fingertips hurt. She was told that this is 
normal — she was just bruising them through over-practice, but if she kept 
going her fingers would get used to the pressure. The girl continued to 
practice but started growing thinner and paler. 

Then, after a month, the piano broke. The old lady was invited over to fix it. 
When she arrived, she told the parents and the girl they needed to stay out 
of the room as she was working as she didn’t want any distractions. She 
shut the door to the room, and soon after emerged. The piano was fixed. 

The girl went back to her daily practices and continued to lose weight and 
colour in her cheeks. She was so weak she could barely walk across the 
room. Then the piano broke again. 
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inside tne room tnrougn tne keynoie. 

They saw the old lady open the piano and take out a glass jar filled with 
what looked like blood. Then she started to drink it. 

The parents rushed to call the police, who got to the house just in time to 
arrest the old lady. As they examined the piano they discovered that the 
keys had tiny needles built into them, so small they were practically 
invisible to the naked eye. As the girl played the piano she suffered tiny 
cuts which drained her blood, drop by tiny drop into the jar. The piano was 
also designed to “break” when the jar was full, so that the old lady could 
arrive and drink the blood. 


The Black Curtains 



A girl’s mother once sent her to the store to buy some curtains for the 
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ratner man go eisewnere. 

Later, the mother was annoyed but still put the curtains up. During the 
night, the girl’s father was strangled, and the night after the same 
happened to her mother and her brother. The girl ran to the police, who 
decided to set up an ambush to investigate the murders. They hid in the flat 
as the girl pretended to go to bed as normal. Then they saw the black 
curtains stretch, reaching for the girl’s bed to strangle her. The policemen 
opened fire on the curtains, which started screaming and bleeding as the 
bullets hit them. Then they fell to the floor, dead. The girl survived. 


The Coffin on Wheels 

A little girl’s mother was very sick and told her daughter that if she died, 
the daughter should never ever, under any circumstances paint her nails 
with red varnish. 

The girl’s mother died and after some time had passed the girl forgot about 
the ban and started painted her nails red. As she finished, the radio in the 
flat suddenly turned on and announced: “Hey, little girl! Remove the 
varnish from your nails! A coffin on wheels has found your town and is 
looking for your street.” 

The girl was confused, thinking that she had misheard the radio presenter. 
She turned on a TV show to take her mind off it, but the television took up 
the refrain: “Hey, little girl! The coffin on wheels has found your street and 
is looking for your apartment block. Take off your nail polish! ” 

The girl had definitely heard it right this time, and, growing scared, 
grabbed nail polish remover and began rubbing her nails. She rushed to the 
phone and dialed her friend’s number to ask for help. But instead of her 
friend’s voice on the other end of the line, she hears the same voice: “Hey, 
little girl! The coffin on wheels has found your apartment block. Now it’s 
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poiisn on tne last nan wouldn't come on. 8ne neara a imocK on tne door, 
looked out of the peephole and couldn’t see anybody. Assuming there was 
no danger, she opened the door. The coffin on wheels was standing in front 
of her door. The coffin opened and her mother stepped out. “Why didn’t 
you listen to me?” she asked. Then she strangled her daughter. 


The Black Tram 



Image: Thomas Timm under a CC licence 


A little boy lived in a small town. He knew the town quite well but once, on 
the way home from school, he suddenly found himself in an area he didn’t 
recognise. The strange, empty streets were lined with unfamiliar buildings 
and trees. It was also getting dark very fast, even though it was afternoon. 

He saw a tram stop and decided to catch a ride back to somewhere he 
knew. The route numbers on the board were confusing: there was one tram 
numbered 1932-1958, one numbered 1983-1995, and so on. Thev reminded 
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completely black, like a nearse. As it came to a stop ana tne aoors opened, 
the boy felt something drawing him inside, like a gust of wind pushing him 
forwards. But something made him take two steps back into the street. 

Suddenly, he was on a lively street that he knew, and the black tram was 
gone. He stood confused, thinking about what had stopped him from 
boarding it. Then, as he started walking home, it suddenly dawned on him: 
the route number on the black tram had been 1982, the year of his birth, 
and current year had been flickering, as if waiting for him to step inside. 


The Yellow Curtains 

A family of four moved into a new house which needed new curtains. As 
they went to the market they remembered that their recently deceased 
grandma had hated yellow curtains and always told them never to get 
yellow curtains even after her death. 

As they were walking around the market, all they saw were yellow 
curtains. Tired, they decided that since grandma was no longer around it 
was OK to ignore her warning. They brought them home and put them up 
in the room where their children — a boy and a girl — lived. 

In the middle of the following night the curtains moved and woke the boy 
up. “Hey boy, get up,” they said. The boy got up. “Hey boy, go wash vour 
a guidefmbe‘MuA eat breakfas lid as he 

“Hey boy, come to the window and see how your grandma’s hanging up 

* hast i uu 

■ re the laundry outside,” the curtains ordered. The boy was puzzled but 

Art™ 0 " 1 a PP roac h e d the window. The curtains then grabbed him and threw him out 
o Design of the window to his death as the family slept. 
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^ llm . The following night the curtain did the same to the girl — she washed her 
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Travel 

Vldeo investigators into tne nouse. me ponce became suspicious about tne 

Special Reports ° L L 

News curtains, which seemed to come to life when they were handled; several 
About officers tried to get a hold of them to take them off the window, but they 

failed. They decided to go and fmd the old lady who sold the curtains at the 
market. 

The old lady said that the only thing these strange curtains were afraid of 
was a particular magic scalpel hidden inside the giant star that tops the 
Kre mlin s. The policemen climbed the Kre mlin to open up the star, and 
indeed they found a scalpel inside. 

They brought the scalpel to the bereaved family’s flat and decided to cut a 
bit of fabric from the curtains for examination. But as soon as they touched 
the scalpel to the curtains both exploded, and after the dust had settled 
down there was no trace of either to be found. 
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Page Six TV By Diane Leeming, The Sun 

WEEKDAYS 

September 30, 2017 10:10pm Updated October 1, 2017 | 10:14am 


Controversial blogger Tracy Kiss has taken upcycling to a whole new 
level by using her own labia as jewelery. 

Tracy, from London had surgery to remove excess skin from her labia 
after suffering 29 years of painful problems, and decided to use it, not lose it. 



Tracy explained to Metro how she first realised something was wrong after feeling a burning 
sensation down below after exercising. 


Her doctor diagnosed a cyst caused by friction because of the excess skin on her labia and she was 
advised to have it removed. 


After the operation, Tracy asked her surgeon if she could keep the skin and proudly displayed it at 
home in a jar full of surgical fluid. 

Tracy explained: “I have kept my labia in a jar since my surgery to celebrate my freedom from pain 
as it took me 29 years to realise that anything was wrong with my tender protruding labia because 
nobody has ever talked about it.” 

After the unneeded flesh has been sitting in it’s jar for some months, it turned from pink to grey and 
Tracy started to look into ways of preserving it which would be more attractive. 

In a video on her blog, Tracy walks us through the steps it took to make two wrinkly, slug-like bits of 
her own flesh, into a glittery pendant she’s clearly proud to wear. 

The first step to making flesh into finery was to remove the pieces from the surgical fluid and dry 
them out for 48 hours. 


Tracy used a cereal box, cotton thread and tiny pegs normally used for hanging Christmas cards to 
create a tiny washing line for the labia. 

Once they were dry, a liberal coating of shiny pink paint was applied. 

After that followed an avalanche of glitter. 

Tracy then used crystal resin and a jewellery mould to make the final pendant design which she 
threaded onto a choker and proudly displayed. 

Tracy is passionate about speaking up about the issue of female genital surgery, and she hopes her 
unusual pendant will be a talking point. 

“Its contents may not be immediately obvious to the unsuspecting eye or to everybody’s taste” says 
Tracy, “but that’s the beauty of it.” 
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Tracy isn’t afraid of utilising whatever bodily parts or fluids she has to hand in her quest for fitness 
and happiness. She has made headlines before talking about her love of sperm smoothies and 
semen facials. 

©2017 NYP Holdings, Inc. All Rights Reserved 

News Corp. is a network of leading companies in the world of diversified media, news, and 
information services. 

Copyright 2017 NYP Holdings. All rights reserved. 
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Posted on October 2, 2017by Geri Walton 

There were a variety of vehicles found in France in the 1700 and 
1800s. Here is the list A to Z. 

Ambulance Volante - This translates to “flying ambulance” and 
was developed by a French battlefield surgeon named Dominque- 
Jean Larrey so that the wounded could be quickly transported from 
the battlefield to field hospitals. They were so named because of 
their speed (or ability to fly) when they carried the injured off the 
battlefield and to the rear where surgeons could more effectively 

Ambulance Volante (Flying Ambulance) . . , , , , 

developed by Larrey to quickly transport deal Wlth their wounds. The ambulance volante was manned with a 

the wounded from the battlefield to field trained crew and a horse-drawn wagon modeled after the “flying 
hospitals, courtesy of Wikipedia. artillery.” Crews assigned to each ambulance included a doctor, 
quartermaster, non-commissioned officer, a drummer boy (who carried the bandages), and 24 
infantrymen functioning as stretcher bearers. There had been a long-held tradition of waiting to 
collect the injured until after the battle ended, but after 1797, flying ambulances were always present 
with the army’s advance-guard and cared for the wounded on the battlefield. These ambulance 
volantes proved so effective and so serviceable to the critically wounded that they served as the 
forerunner to the modern military ambulance and triage system eventually adapted by armies 
throughout the world. 



Barouche - This vehicle was derived from Latin bis 
rotum, Italian biroccio, French caleche, and German 
barutsche. It was a member of the Coach family, and, in 
fact, a cut-down coach that consisted of an under¬ 
carriage and lower quarters of a coach, including the 
lower half of a door with a hood covering the back seat, 
in place of a full-paneled top or Landau top. Author, 
inventor, and locomotive engineer, William Bridge Adams 
once said, “for fine weather the Barouche is one of the 

most delightful of all carriages.”[1] 

Barouchet - Diminutive of Barouche. A member of the Coach family and essentially a Barouche 
with a “Coupe” body. The vehicle commonly called the Couplelet was more properly called the 
Barouchet. 

Berline - Called in German a Berlin, the Berline was a member of the Coach family. Derived in 
1770 “from Berlin, the capital city of Prussia, whence they were introduced,”[2] it flourished during 
the 1700s. It also marked an important era in the mechanical development of the Coach. It had a 
double perch and thorough braces and belonged to the period of gaudy ornamentation, when 
coaches were elaborately carved and gilded. In the 1800s, it was vaguely used to apply to a full- 
paneled Coach. This was also the type of coach that Louis XVI and his family used in their flight to 
Varennes. 

Berlinet or Berlinette - A smaller version of the Berline. 



Barouche. Public Domain. 
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Braeck - This was the same term used in Germany and was a corruption of the English term Break. 
It was a member of the Phaeton group and described as a heavy driving vehicle. It obtained its 
name in England being literally used to “break in” colts or unruly horses because its weight, 
substantial build, and high driving-seat gave the driver the required control. In the 1800s, the term 
was applied more generally to a heavy phaeton used by gentlemen with two insides seats placed 
y.i.$.-a-vi.S, and a raised seat at the rear for grooms and therefore might more properly termed a Drag 
Phaeton. It was generally driven with four horses when out for an airing in a park and only two 
horses when used in a chase. Such a carriage could accommodate from six to eight persons, 
including the driver and servants. 

Brett - This term was applied to a Barouche, having a Briska pillar or other relic of the Britska; but, 
by the late 1800s had no special significance. 

Briska - The English equivalent was Britzka and the German equivalent Britzschka. An alternative 
spelling was Britzska, commonly pronounced as if spelled bris-ka. It was derived from a Russian 
word said to be derived from the Polish bryczka, a diminutive of bryka, the freight wagon. The Briska 
was a member of the Coach group and said to be a variation of the basic Barouche. It was 
essentially a traveling carriage used throughout Europe during the first part of the 1800s. There 
were numerous accommodations for traveling in it and an endless variety of contrivances for 
sleeping, eating, reading, and carrying luggage. Author, inventor and locomotive engineer, William 
Bridge Adams claimed it became one of the most common of all carriages. “The reason,” he 
explained, “is its exceeding convenience, and adaptability to a great variety of purposes.”[3] Adams 
also described it in 1837 as follows: 

“It is very convenient carriage of traveling in foreign countries, especially for those who 
experience a difficulty in finding convenient beds, or who may be obliged to travel by 
night; there is ample room to lie at full length; and the step is placed outside, in order not 
to incommode the interior. A projection behind is adapted for bedding, and the front part 
is an elongation for the limbs. In addition to the ordinary lamps, a ready lamp can be 
attached behind to the back light, — an important convenience for traveling. One or two 
servants may be carried on the boot behind; and attached to the locker before is a board, 
which, when let down, forms a foot-board; a seat being placed on the locker, an 
arrangement is thus made for driving. An imperial can go on the roof; and, if the hind 
boot be taken away, one or two large trunks may be substituted. The front foot-board 
may also be let down to a horizontal level, and thus carry a large trunk.”[4] 

Brouette - By the late 1800s this term was obsolete. However, it described a French vehicle, the 
body of which resembled a Sedan Chair, mounted on two wheels, and drawn by a man. Brouettes 
were the contemporaries of Sedan Chairs, and the proprietors of the latter interfered to get 
Brouettes prohibited. They were successful for a time, but, in 1671, Brouettes were in general use in 
Paris as public hacks. 

Bouget - English equivalent was buggy and German buggie. The first mention of buggy occurs in 
the 1796 in the “Treatise on Carriages,” published in London by coachmaker William Felton. Felton 
said: 


“A Buggy is a cant name given to Phaetons or Chaises which can only contain one 
person or one seat; they are principally intended for lightness in draft, for the rider to sit 
snug in, and to preclude the possibility of an associate; mostly used with out-riders. They 
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are built like other Phaetons or Chaises, and, to ascertain their value, is to subtract one- 
twelfth from the statement of a common sized carriage, finished to any pattern.”[5] 

The buggy of the late 1800s was a member of the Phaeton family and was a typical American 
vehicle of primitive form and simple construction that consisted of a box body, accommodated one 
or two passengers, and mounted on four wheels. There were many types of Buggies including: 
Britton Buggy, Coal-box Buggy, Monitor Buggy, Tray-body Buggy, and Yacht Buggy. 

Cab - An abbreviation for Cabriolet and modification of the Cabriolet, thereby allying it to the Coach 
Family. It was a two-wheeled public vehicle. The term Cab was first used in France when the 
original two-wheeled Cabriolet became the street hack of Paris. Although the term was applied to a 
large variety of vehicles, it should be restricted to two-wheeled, one-horse, low-hung vehicles 
intended for public use. 


Cabriolet - The word cabriolet is French for “to caper” or 
“to prance.” This vehicle superseded the Curricle and ran 
on two wheels. It was related to the coach family 
because of its springy suspension. It was well suited for 
town but not for country driving. It was invented by a 
Frenchman named Colonel Grobert. The Cabriolet was 
doorless and held two people and their baggage 
comfortably. It was more elegant and showier than the 
Curricle. It also had a moveable head that could be 
opened or closed, small windows on either side, an 
apron to shelter people from inclement weather, and a 
removable tiger seat. Additionally, it was both heavy in weight and draught. Two horses were always 
required and sometimes three were used. They could be drawn abreast if desired or according to 
the traveler’s wishes. 

Caleche - Of French origins it was a carriage with a leather top, portable glass shutters on the 
sides, and a paneled front, with a sliding window. The whole front could be removed in a few 
minutes turning it into an elegant open Barouche, with a half-top over the back seat. It weighed 
about 1350 pounds. 

Cariole - Also carriol or carrioli, from the French carriole ,and a diminutive of the Celtic or Latin 
carrus. It was a nineteenth century vehicle that was small, light, and uni-axial. It was also open, 
horse-drawn, and usually for one person. 

Carrabas - a lumbering, jolting vehicle from the 1700s that held about twenty people and was 
described in the 1890s as a wretched and cheap means of traveling because its rate of speed was 
said to be “but two or three miles an hour.”[6] 

Carosse-Coupe - See Coupe. 

Chaire - An old French form for the word Chaise. 

Chaise - The old Chaise was nothing more than a seat or chair mounted on wheels and drawn by 
one horse. The term was later used for a great variety of vehicles, but always confined to two-wheel 
class vehicles, with the exception of the Post-Chaise, which was originally a two-wheel vehicle and 
retained its old name when mounted on four wheels. See Post-Chaise. 



Cabriolet. Author’s Collection. 
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Chaise-a-Porteurs - This was a French term that literally meant “chair by porters,” and was 
synonymous with the English term Sedan Chair. 

Chaise de poste (hired chaise) - It used post horses and was cheaper to travel in than a voiture or 
Diligence. In France, a chaise or conveyance was not hired from stage to stage, but for the whole 
journey. After arriving in Paris, the chaise (or cabriolet) was sent to Remise and “stands at the 
command of the hirer for 15 days.”[7] 

Chaise, Porte - A contraction of the Chaise-a-Porteurs. 

Chaise Roulante - This is a French term that literally means “a rolling chair.” It applied to vehicles 
used in the early 1700s in European courts and was used for short trips across a courtyard or from 
palace to palace, by courtiers and maids of honor. 

Char-a-Banc - This French term literally means a vehicle with benches or long seats arranged 
across the vehicle lengthwise rather than facing the horse, and sometimes tiered to afford 
uninterrupted views of the road. As many as twenty-four passengers could be accommodated. 
There were infinite styles, shapes, and sizes, but a true Char-a-Banc retained the previous-named 
characteristics. Char-a-Bancs were members of the Phaeton family and its English equivalent was 
the Wagonet. 

Charette - Known in English as a cart and in German as a karren. It was applied to a humble two- 
wheel vehicle of simple and primitive construction and distinguished from elaborately built carriages 
There were various types of carts, such as a Dog-cart (an aristocratic sporting vehicle) or a Grocer 
Cart, Tip Cart, Water Cart, etc. 

Cobillard - It was a funeral coach intended to convey dead bodies to the grave, and its the English 
hearse or the German Todten-Wagen was its equivalent. 

Coche - The English equivalent was coach and the German equivalent kutsche. It is generally 
agreed that the word comes from the “Gypsy Magyars, who traveled about in their vehicles, and in 
fact lived in them.”[8] Through all its changes the Coach identifies itself with the idea of suspension. 
There are various coaches, the “glass-front Coach, the “State Coach,” the “Stage Coach,” and the 
“Four-in-hand Coach.” However, the earliest coach appears to be the coach that Louis XIV entered 
Paris in about 1650. 

“[It] was suspended by short braces extending from upright pillars or posts to the corners 
of the body: when modified later by the influence of the Berlin, these braces were made 
to pass clear under the body ... and by successive development the perch was gradually 
curved until it assumed the forms known as ‘swan-neck’ and ‘crane-neck.’ Afterward 
came the idea of bending giving a little spring to the wooden pillars to which the braces 
were attached: from this movement originated a series of improvements which resulted 
in the ‘S-spring,’ afterward in the ‘whip-spring,’ and finally in the ‘C-spring’ used in the 
late 1800s. One of the most important developments in the construction of coaches 
consisted in framing the boot into the body; this change occurred in the early part of the 
present century. Another important change followed the invention of elliptic springs in 
1804, by Obadiah Elliot, of England; and later that of platform springs, which led to the 
abandonment of the perch.”[9] 
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Coupe - This word comes from the French coupe, which means to cut, and signified cutting a 
Coach cut in two pieces. The Coupe was a member of the Coach family. The term coupe technically 
described all forms of cutting down Coach bodies, but was eventually identified with one vehicle that 
was cut down. 

“When the Berlin was naturalized in France, it was there cut down in many ways, with a 
view to great elegance of shape, and superior compactness and convenience. It was cut 
longitudinally and latitudinally; it was halved and quartered; the front cut off, the top cut 
off, and, in fact, it was coupe’d in every manner which fancy could devise. ... When the 
Berlin was cut in halves longitudinally, the resulting vehicle was called the ‘Vis-a-vis’ ... in 
which form it accommodated two persons ... When the process of Coupeing was carried 
still further, and the Vis-a-vis was also cut down latitudinally, ... the Berlin was so 
dismembered that but one-quarter of it remained; this vehicle, accommodating one 
passenger only, was appropriately called a ‘Desobligeant’ or ‘Disobliger’ whose 
equivalent was afterward known in England as the Post-Chaise. The Carosse-Coupe or 
Berlingot, when first used for travel, was called a ‘Diligence,’ on account of the speed 
with which it performed the journey from Paris to Calais.”[10] 

During the late 1800s, the term Coupe in France was widened. It applied to the modern Diligence, 
the front compartment of a railway coach, and vehicles known in America as Coupes and 
Broughams. The term Coupe was never really used in England. However, they borrowed from the 
French one of the early forms of the Coupe, which they called the Chariot and the more compact 
form was known as the Brougham. 

Coupelet - This was the diminutive of Coupe. It was also a member of the coach family and 
modified by substituting a Caleche top for a paneled top. In addition, it differed from the Landaulet 
having no standing front. This vehicle would also be more precisely described as a Barouchet. 

Daumont, a la - This was driven by outriders or jockeys and had neither a coach-box or driving 
seat. It did have a small chest called a coffre situated upon the front gearing. Its name is sometimes 
appended to various vehicles, such as the Coach a la Daumont or Coupe a la Daumont. It used four 
horses, two jockeys, and usually two footmen in the rear. It was introduced under Napoleon I by an 
eccentric nobleman named the Duke d’Aumont. 

Demi-caleche - Looks like a Coupe but the top is contrived so that it could fall back after removing 
the door above the belt-rail, making it an open carriage. 

Desobligeant - This was a version of the small Chaise and accommodate one passenger. It was 
common in France in the 1700s. The English equivalent was the “Disobliger.” One man reported 
“that when he was in Calais, and a lady wished to travel in the same vehicle, as himself, he could 
not oblige her, at it would seat but one passenger; and so the lady had to wait for another disobliger 
in order to pursue her journey.”[11] 

Diligence - The Diligence was also called Voitures Publiques because they were a Frenchman’s 
main public conveyance vehicle and considered to be the most convenient form of travel. In 
Germany, the French diligence was called eilwagen (quick-coach)” and in Prussia it went by the 
name of schnellpost (quick-post). They could be found at every street corner departing for Germany, 
Switzerland, etc. or returning to Paris. The Diligence falls into the category of a traveling coach and 
was used in the 1700 and 1800s to travel long distances throughout continental Europe. It was a 
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solidly-built coach pulled by four or more horses. One 
early description of the diligence coach stated: 

“The body of the carriage rests upon large thongs 
of leather, fastened to heavy blocks of wood, 
instead of springs, and the whole is drawn by 
seven horses.”[12] 

The Diligence was often claimed to be a “species of 
omnibus, having four places to carry passengers.”[13] In 
total, most diligence coaches carried between “fourteen 
to seventeen persons, exclusive of the conducteur [sic] 
it claimed it was composed of three parts: 

“1. the front division, called Coupe, shaped like a chariot or post-chaise, holding 3 
persons, quite distinct from the rest of the passengers, so that ladies may resort to it 
without inconvenience, and by securing a 3 places to themselves, travel nearly as 
comfortable as in a private carriage. 2. Next to it comes the .... inside, holding 6 persons, 
and oppressively warm in summer. 3. Behind this is attached the Rotonde, the 
receptacle of dust, dirt, and bad company,’ the least desirable part of the diligence.”[15] 

The conductor rode on the imperial and was responsible “for the comfort of the passengers and 
safety of the luggage.”[16] When a team of five or more horses was involved, the conductor 
controlled the rear horses, while the postilions controlled the front horses. For more on the 
Diligence, click here. 

Diligence-Coupee or Diligence Coupe en Birouche. See Coupe. 

Dormeuse-Chariot - This was an old French traveling chariot used prior to the railway days. Its 
distinguishing characteristic was that it offered sleeping accommodations. 



Thomas Rowlandson’s, “The Paris Diligence.” Courtesy 
of Wikipedia. 


and the postillions.”[14] One description of 


Duc-Phaeton - This was not driven by outriders or coachmen from the skeleton-boot but rather by 
its occupant (usually a lady), with an attendant groom behind in the rumble. 





Le Fiacre by Edouard Manet 
(1878). Courtesy of Wikipedia. 


Fiacre - This was a general term in France for a public cab. Supposedly, it 
was named after St. Fiacre or Fiacrius, a son of an Irish King born in the 
year 600. Seventeenth-century pilgrims traveling to the relics of St. Fiacre 
adorned their coaches with pictures of him (either outside or inside). 
Therefore, the coaches were often called voitures de St. Fiacre, which was 
later shortened to Fiacre. 

Fourgon - An old French luggage vehicle that was later used in England 
before railway days. In England it was known as a Luggage Van and in 
America as a Baggage-Car. It usually resembled a Cabriolet body attached 
to a huge trunk. An attendant preceded it in a traveling coach and 
conveyed the baggage. By the 1880s, the term fourgon was used in 


connection with railways. 


Gondola - Derived from the Italian word to signify boat, it was so named because of its boat¬ 
shaped body that also had a bottom more rounded than the Coach. It was also an old term applied 
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in France, during the early part of the 1700s to a type of Coach that was characterized by its 
unusual size and could seat a dozen persons. 

Hopital Ambulant - This was a moving hospital. It was a two or four-wheeled vehicle, mainly used 
for hospital and war service to carry the sick or wounded. It was generally constructed with easy 
suspension, a spring bed, and numerous compartments for medical appliances and supplies. 
Because of the varieties of ambulants they were often named after their inventor. See also 
Ambulances Volantes. 

Landaulet Chaise - A pleasure carriage similar to the coupe that had above it a head (top) like the 
demi-caleche that could be thrown open in good weather. 

Limonieres - These were four-wheeled carriages with poles. They required three horses but only 
one postilion was necessary. 


Omnibus - Public vehicles to convey large masses of 
people seemed to originate almost simultaneously in 
France, England, and the United States, although it 
appears that France was the first country to introduce 
them, having accomplished this in 1819. “To these 
vehicles was given the general name of Omnibus, as a 
sort of classic invitation to the public to partake of their 
hospitality.”[17] The Omnibus belonged to the Wagonet 
class because it had two seat-boards extending 
lengthwise, with a rear entrance, paneled sides with 
numerous windows, and a standing top. One article talked about how the French Omnibus 
announced itself: 

“In every part of the northern portion of Paris you are are struck almost incessantly by 
the music of these carriages, which announces their presence by a few bars of music in 
a tone closely resembling that of the Scotch bagpipe, and which the driver has ... the 
power of producing, by pressing a spring — a contrivance equally simple and ingenious 
— and the sounds being audible at a considerable distance. This new mode of 
proclaiming its presence is unfailing, and is infinitely preferable to the horribly deafening 
bugling of your stage and mail-coach guards.”[18] 

Patache - A French vehicle that was a rustic cab, more like a covered cart, without easy motion 
where riders expected to be jolted. 

Post-Chaise - These were “simply a species of chair suspended between two poles or shafts, and 
supported by two wheels.”[19] The body of the Post-Chaise was later applied to the Chaise de poste 
and the resulting vehicle was given the same name, i.e., Desobligeante. The English Post-Chaise 
differed from the French one in that it was mounted on four wheels instead of two. It was known in 
England as the Chariot and in France as the Diligence or Berlingot but driven by postillions instead 
of from the box. Moreover, it was used for public conveyance or let out to individuals who wanted to 
undertake certain journeys. The Post-Chaise was also distinguishable from the Traveling Coach 
because it had a Coupe body instead of a full Coach body and was driven by postillions. 

Renault Voiturette - Known as the “Renault Little Car.” It was the invention of a French industrialist 
named Louis Renault and his first automobile. It was manufactured between 1898 and 1903. 



Omnibus. Author’s Collection. 
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Roulette - A French vehicle of the 1700s, also called a Brouette or Vinaigrette. See Brouette for 
more information. 

Tapcu - A French term that meant literally “seat-thumper.” It was applied to various carts in certain 
parts of France. 

Tapissiere - Tapissiere meant tapestry and this was a class of vehicles with hanging curtains. 

Triolet - A two-wheeled vehicle modeled after the Coupe that was invented by a M. Avril of Paris on 
6 December 1826. It carried three people and the driver, who sat on the front seat over the step. 

“[It was] suspended on a single half-elliptic spring, the center of which, resting on, was 
secured to the axle, with the raised ends protruding at the sides. To these ends were 
attached two upright standards, reaching higher than the roof, and connected by a cross¬ 
bar extending across the roof.”[20] 

Tumbrel or Tumbril - This vehicle was used during the French Revolution to convey condemned 
prisoners to the guillotine. At one point, it was also used as an army cart used to convey 
ammunition, tools, etc, and in 18th century England was said to be a synonym for Dung-cart. 

Victoria - Called the same in French or German. This 
vehicle was created by the French in honor of Queen 
Victoria and was member of the Coach Family. It was a 
four-wheeled vehicle with a Cabriolet body and hood. It 
also had a skeleton boot that was usually movable and 
was generally suspended on elliptic and C-springs. It 
was also more stately than a Cabriolet and driven with 
postillions. 

Vis-a-Vis - This was a derivation of the French vis-a-vis. 
It was a member of the Coach Family and applied to all 
vehicles whose seats were arranged crosswise so that 
occupants sat face to face, such as the Barouche and the Berline. “The French, in the course of 
cutting down the Coach in various forms, halved the Coach longitudinally, and called the resulting 
vehicle, which accommodated two persons only, sitting face to face, a Vis-a-vis.”[21] Since the time 
of the Vis-a-vis, the term has been applied to various other vehicles who had the same manner of 
seating. 

Voiture - Called carriage in English and wagen in German. This term was applied to any vehicle for 
passengers. It was also a slow but pleasant mode of travel and usually conveyed up to six people. 
Later it became a technical term that designated the part of the vehicle that supported or carried the 
body, the carriage-part, or the gearing. There were a number of types of voitures as noted below. 

• Voiture de Bains - This was a wagon used to convey a bathtub, hot water, etc., to private 
residents. It was in common use in France in the 1800s and could be drawn by one horse or 
by hand. 

• Voitures de Place - During the Regency, these were hackney coaches available for hire 
from five in the morning until midnight. Fares were regulated and there was an expectation 
that the coachman would receive a tip from occupants. The first of these coaches was 
established in the rue St. Antoine, which had for its sign the image of Saint Fiacre. See Fiacre. 



19th Century Example of a Victoria. Courtesy of 
Wikipedia. 
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• Voitures de Remise - These were glass coaches and during the Regency period, could be 
rented by the day, week, or month, along with the coachman and horses. The price varied 
depending on the time needed, the elegance of the vehicle, or the beauty horses. Smaller 
versions were known as the Voitures Petit de Remise. 

• Voitures hors de Paris - During the Regency, these vehicles traveled around the environs 
of Paris and went to such places as Versailles, Saint Cloud, Montmorency, etc. 

• Voitures Publiques - Essentially stage coaches or Diligences. See Diligences above. 
These vehicles were also considered to be the most convenient form of travel and could be 
found at every street corner departing for Germany, Switzerland or returning to Paris. 
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Gold bracelets and bangles were popular throughout the Victorian 
era. They came in a variety of styles, including thin bracelets, heavy 
bracelets, and bracelets adorned with jewels. Most were fairly 
commonplace in appearance; however, in the late nineteenth 
century, a new style emerged on the scene in the form of gold 
bracelets made to look—and sometimes function—like 
handcuffs. As the 1879 edition of Godey’s Lady’s Book reports; 

“A gold handcuff, presented by a gentleman, and locked on 
the wrist of the fair recipient, is a curious but not uncommon 
conceit in bracelets, and frequently is used instead of an 
engagement ring. ” 

In fact, bracelets—whether equipped with lock and key or not—are 
often mentioned as being a Victorian symbol of matrimonial 
bondage. In a humorous excerpt from A Son of Hagar by British novelist Hall Caine, printed in the 9 
February 1887 edition of the Fife Herald , a peddler by the name of Gubblum Ogelthorpe shows a 
gold bracelet to one of his customers, resulting in the following exchange: 

“Now, here’s a bracelet — reg’lar solid gold, that is—all prented [sic] over with marks and 
cuts and things. That’s the sort o’ thing as is in request in London, I can tell you. Every 
woman gets one o’ them when she’s going to be married.” 

“Why, Gubblum?” asked a perky little wench. 

“Well, my dear, you see it’s a sort of a handcuff; a bracelet is, and so it’s a symbol — 
maybe you don’t know what a symbol is—but it’s a sort of a symbol anyways —a symbol 
of matrimony — only, as I says, if it comes to symboling, it’s the men as ought to wear the 
handcuffs instead of the women. ” 

Despite being generally associated with matrimony, gold handcuff bracelets were not restricted to 
the wrists of engaged ladies. They were a distinctive style favoured by many fashionable women. 
According to the 13 July 1888 edition of the Dover Express: 

“Ladies have taken a fancy to appear in handcuffs; they are made of gold, but in all other 
respects are exactly similar to those used by detectives in the pursuit of their useful 
calling. The origin of this fashion is unknown. ” 

Handcuff bracelets inspired many a male quip. The Dover Express, for example, remarks on how 
women might use their locking jewellery to capture and confine unwitting men to whom they have 
taken a fancy. As the newspaper states: 

“The quickness with which a detective fastens on his bracelets may be learnt by ladies in 
a few lessons; then they may be able to ‘captivate’ an unsuspecting male whom they 
may have a design upon, if he should be in a lonely place, or without protection in a 
railway carriage. ” 



The New Bracelet by Frans Verhas, 


(1827-1897). 
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Unfortunately, I have found no pictures of handcuff bracelets in my research. There are hinged 
bracelets, bangles, and cuffs and bracelets that click shut with a latch, but—so far—I’ve seen 
nothing to match the description of bracelets made in the form of a Victorian detective’s handcuffs. If 
I find out anything more during the course of my research, I’ll update this article. Until then, I leave 
you with the following bit of bracelet humour from the 7 May 1881 edition of the Ulster Gazette: 

“Why do we call a handcuff a bracelet?” asked the Commissioner of an Irish recruit at a 
recent police examination. 

“Faith, bekase it is intended for arrist, ” replied the applicant, and he got the position at 
once. 

Mimi Matthews is the author of The Pug Who Bit Napoleon: Animal Tales of the 18th and 19th 
Centuries (Pen and Sword Books, November 2017), A Victorian Lady’s Guide to Fashion and 
Beauty (Pen and Sword Books, July 2018), and The Lost Letter: A Victorian Romance. She 
researches and writes on all aspects of nineteenth century history—from animals, art, and etiquette 
to fashion, beauty, feminism, and law. 
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Comments on "Victorian Flandcuff Bracelets for Engagement and Marriage" 

Wendy 

Share On TwitterShare On Google 
That final quote was perfect. ;D 

You know, Mimi, I think I sort of like the idea of these bracelets! If given and worn by the right 
person, the whole thing is sort of sweet and quaint. 

4 days 18 hours ago 
Mimi Matthews 

I agree, Wendy :) It’s an interesting alternative to an engagement ring! 

4 days 16 hours ago 
Nicol Valentin 
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Now that is something I’ve never heard of! In a weird way it reminds me of the puzzle rings. Maybe 
because both suggest the givers desire that the loved one not escape.:-) 

4 days 6 hours ago 
Mimi Matthews 

That definitely seems to be the underlying message with this kind of jewelry! 

4 days 4 minutes ago 
Laurie Welch 

Amazing. I had no idea! 

2 days 7 hours ago 
Mimi Matthews 

Copyright © 2017. Mimi Matthews. All Rights Reserved. 

James Tissot (French, 1836-1902), Young Woman in a Boat, 1870. Private Collection / Bridgeman 
Images. 

/* Copyright 2014 Evernote Corporation. All rights reserved. */ .en-markup-crop-options {top: 18px Umportant; left: 50% Umportant; 
margin-left: -lOOpx Umportant; width: 200px Umportant; border: 2px rgba(255,255,255,.38) solid Umportant; border-radius: 4px 
Umportant;} .en-markup-crop-options div div:first-of-type {margin-left: Opx Umportant;} 


https://www.mimimatthews.com/2017/10/02/victorian-handcuff-bracelets-for-engagement-and-marriage/ 


3/3 



11/10/2017 


Vignettes of 18th-century Life | Pen and Pension 


Pen and Pension 

Immerse yourself in Georgian and 
Regency England 


Vignettes of 18th-century Life 
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Looking through a single newspaper of the 18th century is usually enough to produce a series of 
vivid images of what life was really like at the time. Take these, chosen from one page of “The 
Norfolk Chronicle” for January 6th, 1776. 

First London Appearance of Mrs Sarah Siddons 

Last night a young lady, whose name is Siddons, made her first appearance at Drury-Lane 
Theatre, in the character of Portia in the Merchant of Venice. Allowing for her great natural 
diffidence, it was thought one of the most respectable first essays ever seen on either theatre royal. 

Her figure is a fine one, her features are beautifully expressive, her action graceful and easy, and 
her whole deportment that of a gentlewoman; but her forte seems to be that of enforcing the 
beauties of an author, by an emphatical, tho’easy art, almost peculiar to herself. Her fears last 
night prevented her from doing justice to her powers; that at times her voice was rather low; 
however it is judged from this specimen of her theatrical abilities that having now secured a 
footing in the first school, she cannot fail to rise to great eminence in her profession. She was 
received with the warmest applause, by a splendid and numerous audience. 

The Sad Fate of a Hunted Fox 

Extract of a letter from Carlow, in Ireland, December 23. 
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Last week a remarkable fox chase happened in the Queen’s County. — The gentlemen of the 
neighbourhood ofMountmelick unkennelled a fox at the wood, which they ran into the town of 
Portarlington, and being closely pursued as far as the French Church, in the centre of the said 
town, he climbed into the belfry, where he sat a considerable time barking at his pursuers, to the 
no small diversion of a great number of spectators; from which situation he could not be got, till a 
wag proposed ringing his knel [sic]; accordingly at the toll of the bell he leaped precipitately down, 
and was killed by the fall. 

The Equally Sad Fate of a Highwayman 

On Saturday last three highwaymen attacked two gentlemen in a post-chaise, on Hounslow- 
Heath, with intent to rob them: One of the gentlemen being prepared with arms, stood on his 
defence, on which one of the robbers snapped his pistol, but it missed fire; the gentleman then fired 
at the highwayman, and, as he believes, wounded him mortally; his two companions, who were 
on each side the chaise, fired at the gentleman, who at this instant happened to jump out of the 
chaise, received the balls in his clothes, and placing himself in the rear of the chaise, drove them all 
off. Information of the attack was immediately sent to the Public Office, in Bow Street; and last 
night an account of a very clandestine burial was brought to that Office, which on inquiry proves 
to be of the highwayman that was shot. After the accident, his two companions carried him to 
Uxbridge; to the house of Mrs. Hawke, Widow of the late highwayman of that name: from whence 
he was conveyed by night in a hearse to an ale-house in Oxford-Street; but the honest publican 
finding himself imposed on by the undertaker, and believing that the man had been shot in 
attempting a robbery, insisted on their carrying him away, which they did, and put him in a 
stable, from which place he was taken last night, and buried at St. Mary-le-bone. His name was 
Jones. Mrs. Hawke, and the woman that lived with him, and one of his companions, were 
mourners. These are supposed to be the three highwaymen that have infested the roads near 
Beaconsfield. 

The theatre, a fox hunt and highwaymen. What better encapsulation of middle and upper classi8th-century life 

could you ask for? 



About William Savage 

Independent researcher and author of mystery stories set in Georgian Norfolk. 
View all posts bv William Savage —» 
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4 Responses to Vignettes of 18th-century Life 


Xina Marie Uhl says: 
November 9, 2017 at 6:29 pm 


Interesting! Thanks for sharing these! 

★ Like 
Reply 


lizannellovd says: 

November 8, 2017 at 11:17 am 


A great selection of 18th century events. I’ve been just been reading William Bray’s diary when he writes of arriving in 
London to see Miss Siddons at Drury Lane theatre. 

★ Like 
Reply 


William Savage says: 

November 8, 2017 at 3:15 pm 


It’s amazing the impact she made so early in her career. I have a special interest in her, since she was a member of 
the Kemble clan, who originated from my home town. 

★ Liked by l person 
Reply 


lizannellovd says: 

November 8, 2017 at 4:04 pm 

I will have to read more about her. 


★ Like 


Pen and Pension 


Blog at WordPress.com. 
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WEIRD NEWS 09/06/2017 12:52 pm ET 

War Photographer Revealed To Be Fraud After 
Scamming Media, Fans 

Who is the real Eduardo Martins? No one really knows. 

By Jenna Amatulli 

Frank Abagnale, Jr. has nothing on Eduardo Martins, the pseudonym used by a person who fooled news agencies 
around the globe into believing he was an intrepid United Nations war photographer from Brazil. 

Fans of Eduardo Martins’ work would likely tell you that the accomplished photographer was not only handsome, but 
also a skilled surfer from Sao Paulo, and a survivor of childhood leukemia. 

They probably didn’t know, until now, that the 32-year-old is who had amassed more than 100,000 followers on his now- 
deleted Instagram account wasn’t Eduardo Martins at all. There was never an Eduardo Martins. 

The face of “Eduardo Martins” actually belongs to that of British surfer Max Hepworth-Povey, who doesn’t shoot war 
photography at all. 

So, who is the real person behind Eduardo Martins? Well, no one really knows. 

The whole facade came crashing down after war photographer and Waves site columnist Fernando Costa 
Netto published an interview with Martins, with whom he had developed an online friendship. The interview, published 
in July, lauded the photographer’s work. Shortly thereafter, Costa Netto received calls from BBC Brasil and an unknown 
English publication indicating Martins was a fraud. In an attempt to get the real story, Costa Netto questioned 
Martins, which led to Martins deleting his Instagram and WhatsApp, according to SBS. 

Prior to deleting his accounts, Martins told Costa Netto that he was “in Australia.” 

“I’ve made the decision to spend a year in a van,” he said. “I’ll delete everything online, including internet. I want to be in 
peace, we’ll see each other when I get back. For anything, write me at dudumartisn23@yahoo.com. A big hug. I’m going 
to delete the zap. God be with you. A hug.” 
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#FakeBrazilian photographer #EduardoMartins stole images 
Here his trick, discovered by Ignacio Aronovich 
Full story:sbs.com.au/yourlanguage/p... 

11:34 PM-Sep 3, 2017 
2 15 8 


That exchange led Costa Netto to publish a follow-up report with extremely damning accusations in August. Additionally, 
the BBC had previously published a long profile of Martins and his life story, which has since been retracted after Middle 
East-based BBC Brasil contributor Natasha Ribeiro became suspicious. Martins had contacted her and she realized that 
no one she knew in the region had ever actually met him, the BBC reported Wednesday. 

Ribeiro was able to confirm with the United Nations that no one named Eduardo Martins was ever employed by them. 

“No one, between authorities and non-governmental organizations in Syria or Iraq, said they had ever seen or heard of 
[him],” Ribeiro wrote. 

BBC Brasil also discovered that the images passed off as Martins’ face were of surfer Hepworth-Povey. The mystery 
fraudster had inserted Hepworth-Povey into dozens of photographs depicting war zones. Hepworth-Povey told BBC 
Brasil that “it’s crazy that some random guy decided to use my image among so many options across internet.” 

The false persona would be bad enough on its own, but when you factor in how widespread the images were, the con 
takes on a new significance. 

The mystery person doctored images from photographers all around the world, inverting and retouching them so they’d 
become unsearchable, then shared them on “Martins’” account. 
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#FakeBrazilian photographer #EduardoMartins stole images 
Here his trick, discovered by Ignacio Aronovich 
Full story:sbs.com.au/yourlanguage/p... 

11:34 PM-Sep 3, 2017 

2 15 8 


The phony images, taken in places including Gaza, Iraq, and Syria, were picked up by Getty Images, The Wall Street 
Journal, Le Monde, Al Jazeera, Deutsche Welle, and other outlets. 
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So far, Getty has since taken down all of the fraudulent Martins photos they had in circulation, and HuffPost has reached 
out to them for comment. 


Subscribe to the Weird News email 

Truth is stranger than fiction. Step into the world of weird news. 
address@email.com SUBSCRIBE 


Daniel C. Britt, one of the real photographers behind some of the stolen images, told Mashable that he was most 
disappointed that Martins “bastardized” his work and “gave people yet another reason to distrust the news” 

As for Martins, the real identity of the fake photographer is still unknown. For now, this mystery is unsolved. 
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New Zealand’s Greatest Villain, Baby Killer Minnie Dean, Should Not Have 

Been Hanged atlasobscura.com 


Revisiting the case of the only woman ever executed on its shores. 

by Natasha Frost 
November 01, 2017 


No flowers grow on the grave of Minnie Dean, the 
baby farmer. She killed her charges with abandon, 
and a hatpin. She was the daughter of a clergyman, 
but bound for hell. She was wicked and wanton, and 
deserved to die. And if you were a naughty child 
growing up in Southland, New Zealand, she was 
coming to get you. 

Despite 120-odd years of circulation, almost none of 
these “facts” about Dean, born Williamina McCulloch 
sometime around 1844, are true, according to 
historian Lynley Hood, author of Minnie Dean: Her 
Life and Crimes. Dean was the daughter of a train 
conductor, but passed herself off as educated and 
middle class. She was desperate and impetuous, 
though probably not evil—and hatpins didn’t come to 
New Zealand until well after her arrest. “In fact,” Hood writes, “there is no evidence that Minnie Dean ever stabbed 
anyone with anything.” She was, and likely will remain, the only woman in New Zealand ever to be executed. For 
decades, stories of Dean’s murderous spirit hung heavy over Winton, a southern town 20 miles from Invercargill, 
the city where she was tried and put to death. 



Police search the Deans’ garden in Winton. Public Domain/Te Ara 



Minnie Dean, pictured on the 
occasion of her wedding to Charles 
Dean in 1872. Public Domain 


Here is what we do know. Dean offered unwanted small children a home, for a fee, 
and some 27 of them passed through her life. Ten are known to have survived, six are 
thought to have died, three are unaccounted for despite efforts to find them, and the 
remaining eight—who knows? According to Te Ara, the Encyclopedia of New Zealand, 
“Dean claimed that seven children were adopted by families who wished to keep the 
adoptions secret. The police and the public believed that the missing children were 
murdered.” Either way, three tiny bodies were found buried in her garden, and two of 
those deaths were at the center of an 1895 trial that shook the nation. Even decades 
later, in 1922, a journalist writing for the New Zealand Truth stated: “No more 
remarkable series of crimes [was ever] committed in Australasia, few more 
remarkable in the world.” 



The Deans’ two-bedroom home, The Larches. Public 
Domain/Hocken Collections 


Today, we might call Dean a foster 
parent, but back then, she was what 
was rather callously known as a 
“baby farmer.” At the time, an 
illegitimate child was a path to social 
ostracism—and in Scotland, where 
Dean and many of these early 
settlers to New Zealand had come 
from, a concealed, out-of-wedlock 
pregnancy that resulted in an 
adoption could result in death or 
banishment for the disgraced 
mother, if she was found out. But 
just “£10 or £20 to someone like 
Minnie Dean could solve the 
problem,” writes New Zealand 
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historian James Belich. Desperate 
families would pay baby farmers a lump sum or a monthly stipend, or both, to assume care of the unwanted child. 
At least 16 of Dean’s charges are known to have been born out of wedlock. 

Baby farmers may have provided homes, even loving ones, for those children, but more importantly, they relieved 
the biological mothers of the consequences. “It was quietly accepted that the child’s chances of survival were not 
good,” Belich adds, though Hood disagrees. “They confidently believed that their unfortunate offspring would be 
under the charge of one who would, in every respect, prove a kind and exemplary mother,” she writes. 

Dean lived in near-destitution with her husband, Charles Dean, 
deep in New Zealand’s South Island. She is now thought to 
have come alone from Scotland to conceal an illegitimate child 
of her own. Save for an aunt, she knew almost no one in 
Southland except Charles, whom she met there. At the very 
bottom of the earth—dark, damp, remote—they sought to make 
a life for themselves on the frontiers of Western civilization. 
Charles is sometimes described by historians as an alcoholic, 
and he was certainly extremely bad with money. Papers at the 
time called him “mild and weak” or “feckless and dull.” The 
couple slipped in and out of bankruptcy, and eventually moved 
to Winton with nothing but the clothes on their backs. Charles 
found work as a laborer. Minnie’s options were more limited. 

She taught children locally, but turned to baby farming to make 
ends meet. 

Throughout the 1880s and 1890s, Dean placed a series of 
anonymous advertisements in newspapers across the South Island. “A respectable married woman wants to adopt 
a child; comfortable home in the country,” read one. “WANTED, by a respectable married woman with no young 
children—a baby to nurse, or one or two young children to bring up, or a baby to adopt,” went an earlier iteration. 

Dean simply did not have the means, even with payments from the biological families, to look after so many 
children, Hood writes. “There can be little doubt that Minnie loved her charges (though she may have loved some 
more than others) and she had every intention of caring for them all to the best of her ability.” This career choice 
was underpinned, she writes, by “a stubborn irrationality.” 

Around 1890, local police began to grow wise to the surfeit 
of babies at the Deans’ home, known as The Larches. At 
any one time, there may have been as many as nine 
children in her care under three years of age. The home was 
dirty, overcrowded, and inadequate to deal with a family 
even a fraction of that size. In 1889, a six-month-old baby 
had died. Two years later, a separate inquest deemed the 
cause of death of another tiny child, barely six weeks old, to 
have been inflammation of the heart valves and congestion 
of the lungs. 


_ Wanted, &c. 

W ANTED, for Cash, farm about sixty aorta 
near Dairy Factory. Address (wi'h 
price), office of this paper. malO 


B ULLOCKS—Wanted four good working 
bullocks, broken in. Apply A. Tapper, 
Tyne street. malO 


W ANTED, by a respectable married woman 
with no young children, a baby to nnrse, 
or one or two young children to bring up, or a 
baby to adopt. Thoroughly comfortable home 
in the country. Terms very moderate. Apply 
by letter addressed “ B.D., office of this paper. 

al7 

One of the advertisements Dean took out in the Southland Times 
in 1889. Public Domain/National Library of New Zealand 



Police grew concerned and started watching more closely. 
Dean’s anonymous newspaper advertisements revealed that 
she was still looking for more babies. There was also 
evidence that she was unsuccessfully attempting to take out 
life insurance policies on them (which wouldn’t have been 
especially unusual). By 1893, Dean had attracted still more 
attention, culminating in a letter from the commissioner of police to the Minister of Justice. A flood of babies were 
believed to be entering the Deans’ home—and no one knew exactly what was happening to them. Dean became 
more and more furtive. 


The main square of Invercargill shortly after Dean’s execution. Public 
Domain/Hocken Collections 


In 1895, the police found something. On May 2, a railway news agent spotted Dean boarding a train and carrying a 
baby and a hatbox. On the return trip, the baby was gone, and the hatbox appeared suspiciously heavy. In a 53- 


https://www.atlasobscura.com/articles/minnie-dean-baby-farmer-murder-new-zealand 


2/4 















11/4/2017 


Was Minnie Dean Really the Wickedest Woman in New Zealand History? - Atlas Obscura 

page statement written while awaiting trial, Dean stated: “When I got on the train, I laid the child down on the 
cushions. She was asleep.” Before boarding the evening train, she had dosed the sickly infant with laudanum, an 
opiate commonly given to children to ease coughing or agitation. But she had misjudged the quantity. Later on the 
journey, she looked over and realized the child was dead. Dean panicked. That night, in a hotel room, she stuffed 
the body in the box, tied it up, and, writes Hood, “set off for the railway station with her hat box, purse and parcel 
as if nothing had happened.” 

The news agent summoned the police, who searched fruitlessly along the tracks for the baby. Eventually, they 
found her corpse in Dean’s garden, buried alongside the bodies of two more young children. One was recently 
deceased, and the other a skeleton, from an older boy Dean claimed had drowned. The following month, Dean 
went on trial for murder, amid a media frenzy. “You can’t get past that public outcry over a woman harming kids in 
her care,” says New Zealand historian Bronwyn Dailey. There was outrage, certainly, but also the titillation and 
novelty of having a woman on the stand, facing serious charges. “This was the time when sensationalist crime 
reporting was booming, and many cases were presented in the papers quite theatrically,” Dailey adds. Outside the 
courts, enterprising locals sold grisly souvenirs—baby dolls in hatboxes. 

Dean was presented as a murdering monster, but more than 
that, says Dailey, “there was a real groundswell of opinion over 
baby-farming,” with other high-profile cases overseas— 
involving high volume and neglect—sparking massive public 
and police interest in the practice in New Zealand. All of this 
likely contributed to the outcome of Dean’s trial, and her place 
as the only woman in the country to be actually executed. (At 
least three other women had previously been sentenced to 
death for child murder, but had their sentences reduced to life 
imprisonment.) 

On the morning of August 12, 1895, Dean was hanged in 
Invercargill. It was midwinter, around the last dregs of the 
morning’s sunrise. At 7:57 a.m. she was escorted to a private 
gallows by a gaoler, surgeon, chaplain, sheriff, and hangman. A 
crowd swarmed outside the prison walls, even though nothing 
could be seen or heard. The sheriff asked whether she had any 
final words. “No,” said Dean, “except that I am innocent.” As she fell through the trap door, newspapers reported 
that she cried out: “Oh; God, let me not suffer!” 



Enterprising people sold baby dolls in hatboxes outside the trial. 
Public Domain/NZ History 


Dean was dead, and the New Zealand police sought to put 
an end to the practice of baby farming. She had directly 
inspired the 1893 Infant Life Protection Act, says Dailey. 
“Anyone who took in kids under two for more than three 
consecutive days with payment had to be registered as a 
foster home and were inspected by the police.” A few years 
later, in 1896, this was expanded to children under the age 
of four. But its effectiveness was curtailed by the many 
demands already on the police, says Dailey, who were “way 
too busy and unskilled to be trotting round inspecting the 
care of homes where kids [were] kept.” 

For almost a century, Dean was widely considered a kind of 
bogeyman, a specter to help get kids to behave. But in the 
1980s, a television series screened in New Zealand began 
to spark queries about her guilt—or, rather, her innocence. 
Next, Hood’s book, published 99 years after Dean’s death, revealed that most of what was thought to be known 
about Dean, including her origins, how she got to New Zealand, and her crimes, were fictitious. Hood’s sustained 
research revealed desperation and optimism to be more realistic motives than bloodlust, coupled with the not 
atypical use of laudanum to calm the children in her care. “Whether the real Minnie Dean deserves her terrible 
place in New Zealand’s folklore is far from certain,” writes Hood. In 2009, a distant Scottish relative paid for Dean 
to have a headstone on her unmarked grave in Winton cemetery. 



Dean’s 1895 death certificate. Archives New Zealand/CC BY-SA 2.0 
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Though Minnie Dean showed no remoree in her epeech or 
bearing, yet her conscience dragged upon her life. Here are 
some lines written by her and found by the searohing detec¬ 
tives during the Investigations at The Larohsa: 

Oh; that my father had never on me smiled. 

Oh, that my mother had never o*er me sung. 

Oh, that my cradle had never been rocked, 

"Best that 1 had died when I was young. 

Oh, that the grave it were my bed, # 

My blankets were my winding sheet— 

The clocks and the worms my bedfellow^ 

And, oh, sae sound as I should sleep! 

Little did my mothor think 
That day she cradled me, 

What land I was to travel In * 

Or what death I should dee. 


A poem by Dean reprinted in the New Zealand Truth in 1922. 
Public Domain/National Library of New Zealand 


Whether all of this has changed public opinion of one of New 
Zealand’s most notorious criminals, memorialized on stage, in 
verse, and on screen, remains to be seen. “There is a power in 
the stories people tell to explain things, and to guard against 
things, or to make things special,” says Dailey, “and no end of 
‘truth,’ and I use the word advisedly, will change that.” 

© 2017 Atlas Obscura. All rights reserved. 
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Courtesy of Lewis Walpole Library ‘The Brilliants’. Courtesy of the British 

Museum. 


What’s Your Tipple? 

On October 31, 2017November 1,2017 By Sarah 
Murdenln Recipes of the Georgian Era 

Tea, coffee or something a little stronger? Very much as 
today, the Georgians enjoyed their tea and coffee with 
coffee houses appearing all over London, but less so 
away from the capital. If you wanted something a little 
stronger, then ale or gin were popular choices. Those 
Georgians were nothing if not inventive and if they 
thought something could be used to make a drink they 
would certainly give it a go. They would also partake of 
some more unusual drinks that would perhaps have less 
appeal to us today. 



Courtesy of Lewis Walpole Library 


Birch Wine 

If you read a 
popular 
book of the 
1790s 

entitled ‘The 


Housekeeper’s valuable present: or, lady’s closet companion’, you would find a recipe or receipt as they were then 
known as, for Birch wine. This wine was made from birch trees when then sap was rising in early spring. 


The recipe states that to every gallon of birch water you should add two pounds of sugar, boil it for half an hour, 
pour away the grounds, then work it well with yeast and pour into your cask with brimstone. The author also 
recommended adding a small bag of raisins before leaving it to stand for three to four months before bottling it. 


White Mead 


Take three gallons of water and one quart of honey, if not strong enough add more honey. Boil it for an hour, then 
put it into a tub with ginger and spices, add the whites of eight eggs, work it well with yeast and when you perceive 
it to be done, bottle it. 

Milk Punch 


Take two quarts of milk, a quart of good brandy, the juice of six lemons and half a pound of sugar. Mix them well 
and strain through a jelly bag, add a little lemon peel. Strain the mixture and bottle it. It will keep for some 
considerable time. 
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Ratafia Cordial 

Take three gallons of molasses brandy, three and a half ounces 
of nutmeg. Infuse the nutmeg in the brandy. Add three grains of 
amber grease, one and a half pounds of bitter almonds and 
three pounds of Lisbon sugar. Infuse it all for seven or eight 
days before using. 

Cowslip Wine 

To six gallons of water put thirty pounds of Malaga raisins; boil 
the water for two hours, and then measure it out of the copper 
upon the raisins, which must be chopped small and put into a 
tub; let them work together for ten days, stirring it several times 
a day, then strain it off and squeeze the raisins hard to get out 
‘The Brilliants’. Courtesy of the British Museum. their strength. Take two spoons of good ale yeast, mix with six 

ounces of syrup of lemons, gradually add in three pecks of 
cowslips. Let all the ingredients work together for three days, stirring it three or four times a day, at the end of four 
months bottle it. 

Orgeat Syrup 

Mix well pounded Jordan almonds that had been blanched. Add a little orange water, two quarts of water strain 
through a fine sieve. Put the strained mixture into seven pints of sugar, boil to the degree called crack’d. Let it 
simmer for ten minutes, leave to cool, then bottle. 

Sweet Buttermilk 

Not feeling well, then why not try Dr Boerhaave’s sweet buttermilk 

Take the milk from the cow into a small churn, of about six shillings price; in about ten minutes begin churning and 
continue till the flakes of butter swim about pretty thick, and the milk is discharged of all the greasy particles and 
appear thin and blue. Strain it through a sieve and drink as frequently as possible. 

As recommended by Maria Eliza Rundell. No, we’re not sure about that one either! 

Would any of these recipes work or be palatable to us today, we really couldn’t comment, but it might be fun to try 
them. 



5 thoughts on “What’s Your Tipple?” 

1. 

Teresa Broderick 

There are certainly a few odd ones there and the buttermilk one, yeuck!!!!! Interesting post though. 

October 31,2017 at 9:03 pm Reply 
2 . 

Madame Hardy 

“Amber grease” is “ambergris”, a substance disgorged by whales and used as both a perfume ingredient 
and a flavor ingredient. I’ve drunk buttermilk and so have many, many other Southern Americans. I’ve made 
mead — that is actually metheglin, because it’s spiced — and it was very tasty. 

I wonder if “molasses brandy” is actually rum? 

November 1,2017 at 6:58 am Reply 
1. 
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Sarah Murden 

Thank you so much for your comments. Rum is produced by fermenting the juice from sugar cane 
and molasses whereas brandy is made from wine, so it’s quite possible that they actually meant what 
today we call rum. 

November 1,2017 at 8:55 am Reply 
3. 

Melinda Hammond 

There is a definite emphasis on sugar in all these recipes - a dentist’s nightmare! Thanks for sharing, I will 
probably stick with diet Cola for now! 

November 1,2017 at 9:38 am Reply 
1. 

Sarah Murden 

Yes, sorry about that! 

Amongst their many vices sugar was certainly high up on the list. The transportation of sugar from 
the plantations saw a dramatic increase in the Georgians sugar intake and so yes, a dentists 
nightmare, so we wouldn’t recommend any of them today 

November 1,2017 at 9:46 am Reply 

The articles published on All Things Georgian are copyright by their respective authors. An article may not be 
reproduced in any medium without the authors permission and full acknowledgement. You are welcome to cite or 
quote from an article provided you give full acknowledgement to the original author. 
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This is the official website of the 7-volume 
Haunted Ohio series and the Ghosts of 
the Past series by Ohio author Chris 
Woodyard 

Phone (937) 681-8937 • Fax (937) 320 - 
1832 

1811 Stonewood Dr. Dayton, OH 45432- 
4002 • invisiblei@aol.com 

A busy day here, so a brief post on a miner’s description of a token of 
death found in his lantern flame. Miners were often thought to be as 
superstitious as sailors, who were a notoriously nervous lot. Miners 
monitored their lamps carefully-a guttering or blue flame could signal 
blackdamp or some other invisible, yet earthly, threat. This miner, 
however, suggested that the surprisingly agile flame of his lamp had 
a more sinister purpose: singling out a man soon to die. 

MINERS’ SUPERSTITIONS. 


A Lantern’s Flame as a Warning of Death. 

The Virginia (Nevada ) Chronicle says: There are wonderful things to 
be studied in the vast laboratory where nature has stored her 
treasures. The men who toil in the caverns of the ground and tread the endless windings of the drifts 
have their presentiments of coming calamity, and at times feel the touch of death in the very air. A 
Chronicle reporter was talking with an old miner a few days ago who implicitly believed that no death 
ever took place in the mines without a warning of some kind. “You see,” he said, “death never 
comes of a sudden upon the men in the mines. You reporters write up accidents and tell how 
something gave way or fell quick and killed somebody. Now, this ain’t so. There’s always some 
warning. When I see my lantern begin to burn low down and blue, I know that there is danger 
ahead. If it keeps on for days and then begins to waver and flicker, I’ll watch it close to see where it 
points. Now, you may set me up for a fool, but what I’m tellin’ is the gospel truth. When the flame 
leans over (as if it was being worked by a blowpipe) and points to a man, death has marked him. 
Some years ago, when Bill Hendricks was killed in the Savage, the flame of my lantern pointed right 
to him for over an hour, and when he moved the flame would turn, just as if Bill was a loadstone and 
the flame was a mariner’s needle. I knew he was gone, and told him to be careful about the blast. 
Well, he got through that all right, and got on the cage. As we went up the candle kept acting 
strangely, and at times the flame would stretch out long and thin towards Bill. At length it gave a 
sudden flicker, and Bill reeled to one side and was caught in the timbers. I heard his dreadful cry as 
he disappeared down the shaft, and while he was bounding from side to side, dashing out his brains 
and scattering his flesh down to the bottom, my light went out. I never lit that lantern again. It hangs 
up in my cabin now, and it always will. There’s more in a candle-flame than people think. I’d rather 
see a cocked revolver pointed at me than a candle-flame; a revolver sometimes misses, but a 
candle-flame is sure to kill when it starts towards a man. I must start for my shift now. Don’t give my 
name to anybody. There are some who would laugh at me.” The man then picked up his bucket and 
walked away. 
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The News and Herald [Winnsboro SC] 7 November 1878: p. 1 

While I’ve written before about spook lights and other tokens of death, this directional flame is new 
to me. The closest I can come are corpse candles, which float into the cottage of the soon-to-be- 
corpse or drift along a victim’s last route. Other examples? 

Don’t point that thing at me... chriswoodyard8 AT gmail.com 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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Anomalies Research Society 

Evidence-based investigation of paranormal claims and anomalies 

Date: September 11, 2017Author: kennybiddleawsm 

Last weekend I had the opportunity to visit the White Hill 
Mansion, located in Fieldsboro, NJ. I received an invitation 
from Dawn, vice president of the Friends of White Hill 
Mansion, to investigate the mansion on my own. I’m 
attending a paranormal expo taking place there on 
September 23rd, and Dawn was interested in having me out 
prior to the event to see what I could find. Yes, she was well 
aware that I’m a skeptic...which is why she wanted me to 
come out. She wanted to see what I would come up with. 

To make things a little easier, I’m going to copy the history of 
the White Hill Mansion directly from The Friends of White Hill 
Mansion website... 

“Robert Field inherited the property from his father in 1757. A successful merchant, he built a 
comfortable mansion on the property. In 1765 Robert married Mary Peel. He drowned under mysterious 
circumstances January 29, 1775. The widow Mary lived at White Hill throughout the RevolutionaryWar. 

It was through her cunning intelligence that her property survived in tact. In 1797 Mary signed over the 
property to her son, Robert III. Unfortunately, he lost the entire property due to mismanagement in 1804. 

The Mansion changed hands many times, occupied by inventors, doctors, and a State Senator. In 
1923 Heinrich and Katrina Glenk opened an upscale German Restaurant often visited by New Jersey’s 
elite. In 1972 the Glenks sold the restaurant. It was twice sold and finally to the Stepan Company. When 
the Borough of Fieldsboro learned that Stepan planned to demolish the house, the Borough bought and 
now maintain the property.” 

The White Hill Mansion is currently on the New Jersey State Register of HistoricPIaces. A restoration 
project began in 2004. Two Archaeological digs were conducted by Dr. Richard Veit and students from 
Monmouth University. Over 30,000 artifacts were uncovered, as well as several building foundations and 
evidence of native American occupation.” (1) 

My wife and I arrived around 9:45 Sunday morning. As we approached the mansion, we could see the 
exterior had definitely seen better days. But...it certainly had potential. We were early, so I began taking 
some photographs of the exterior of the building. I took note of potential issues such as openings that 
animals could enter, gaps in windows and doors that would allow air pressure and noise reach the interior, 
and so on. I was also getting some artsy shots too! 

When Dawn arrived, we were greeted with a big smile. She opened the gate and once inside, she gave 
us a tour of the entire building. Dawn is very knowledgeable, straightforward, and down to earth. I like her 
- she makes no excuses and is open to finding a logical explanation for seemingly strange experiences. 

A prime example of this came from her personal experience in the basement. She described being behind 
the bar and leaning over to open a drawer. As she was leaning over trying to get the drawer open (it was 
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stuck), a plastic vase was thrown at her, 
nearly hitting her in the head. Two friends 
that were on the other side of the bar were 
busy on their phones and saw nothing. As 
she was telling us the story, she pointed out 
a dehumidifier that was on the bar and 
repositioned it to how it was at the time of 

her 


experience. Dawn herself pointed out that the power cord and drainage hose from the dehumidifier were 
in her path, and could have easily been moved by her as she struggled with the drawer. 



We first discussed the description of the 
event, focusing on words that can seem 
more dramatic yet are commonly used by 
everyone. “Thrown” is a word that is often 
used when describing objects which are 
thought to be moved by an entity with 
malicious intent. Dawn told us she was 
busy with the drawer and had not seen 
the vase until it went past her head and hit 
the floor. Her two friends weren’t paying 
any attention to the scene, so they saw 
nothing. So... no one actually saw the 
vase begin to move - be it picked up and 
thrown or otherwise. Working with Dawn, we found that the hose and power cord moved enough to hit the 
vase and tip it over. Later on, Donna and I recreated the event several times until we were able to get an 
experience that matched. We had taken video and showed it later to Dawn, who agreed that this was 
most likely what had happened. You can view the video here. 


After we were finished recreating that event, I saw a shadow figure move in the other part of the 
basement! Ok...ok, it wasn’t a shadow figure...but it was a good lesson I’m going to share with you. I was 
standing behind the bar, my wife and I was discussing how there is alleged “something” behind the bar 
that doesn’t like other people standing there. I glanced to my right, looking through the doorway that leads 
to the other part of the basement. I could see the wine cellar area and the short wall that separates it from 
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the rest of basement. A large shadow moved across the wall, looking as if it hurried into the adjoining 
cellar wall. It looked like a figure hunched over and scurrying quickly away. However, I also saw the bright 
spot flapping around that caused the shadow - a moth. The moth was close enough to the light bulb in 
that area to cast a large shadow onto the wall. Lucky for me, the position of the moth and my line of sight 
matched up, and I could immediately identify the cause of this particular shadow figure. 



During Dawn’s tour, while the 
three of us were in the 
basement, there was a rather 
loud noise that sounded like 
something had fallen on one of 
the upper floors. The sound was 
not incredibly loud, but definitely 
enough for all three of us to stop 
in concern 
that 

something 
had fallen to 
the floor. We 
immediately 
went upstairs 
and searched 
around, since 

we were the only ones scheduled to be here. After a few minutes of searching, we found no one else and 
nothing was found out of place. Before you get all “Omg, Kenny heard a ghost!”. No, I did not. We heard a 
noise we could not identify, and we did not find a source. The conclusion being “I don’t know what that 
was”. It had been raining off and on all day, there are trees around the property, and there are plenty of 
ways animals can get into the building. It’s possible any of these could have been the cause. I don’t know 
what caused it, so that’s what my answer is. 


While still down in the basement, we checked out the rest of the area, including the 
wine cellar area and the small entrance to one of the tunnels. The ceiling in this area 
is very low with wires, pipes, insulation, and lots of cobwebs hanging low enough that 
almost anyone can get their hair snagged, feeling as though it’s being touched or 
pulled. In one of the images provided, Donna is seen under a bunch of pipes and 
wires (and some cobwebs). As she came into the room, she turned and brushed 
against the wire by her head (our right) and got startled. These were all over the 
basement area. This is just something to look out for if you’re ever investigating the 
mansion since most ghost hunts take place in the dark. It’s easy to be tricked by 
these. 


One of the spots I wanted to see was the 2nd-floor bathroom, nicknamed “the Bloody Bathroom” - so you 
know I had to check it out. The nickname comes from the red-painted accents in the room. It also 
probably comes from the rumors that someone either was murdered or committed suicide in the tub. The 
tub was featured in an episode of Ghost Detectives (2) and also an episode of Paranormal Lockdown (3). 
In the Ghost Detectives show, we see several members sit in the tub. At one point text pops up on the 
screen telling us “Multiple teams investigate the bathroom, rumors & Psychic impressions were of 
someone taking their own life in the Tub[sicj”. Three of the members reported experiences ranging from 
not being able to move their head forward to one apparently choking, feeling as though they had their 
throat cut. In the Ghost Adventures show, we hear that several psychics claim they see the tub full of 
blood. We also get the story that a man had his throat slashed in this room (not necessarily in the tub, 
though it would contain the mess). 
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I asked Dawn about the tub stories, 
specifically if there any documentation 
that someone had died in the tub. Her 
answer was a flat out “No”. As far as 
she could recall, the story started with 
the episode of Ghost Detectives, which 
came out in 2015. After the visit, I did a 
little bit of digging and could find no 
mention of the tub being associated with 
paranormal activity before that year. I’m 
not one to believe in “psychic 
impressions”, but I do believe that 
imagination and suggestion can be a 
powerful mix. The room is painted with bright red accents; door frames, chair rail, and the radiator stands 
out in bold contrast to the rest of the room. The peeling and worn look of it screams “MURDER ROOM”, 
so I can see how people would get “impressions”. I saw the red paint and thought “blood, horror”, then I 
thought “Murder, Death, Kill” (Who gets the reference?). The bottom line here is a story was told and it 
took off, which is rather common in the paranormal community. There’s no supporting evidence for the 
story, and there’s not even a set story - it was either a man or a woman, a suicide or a murder. I sat in the 
tub. I had no issues with my neck, no heaviness in my chest, and didn’t choke...not even once. It’s a long 
tub and I felt comfortable sitting in it. And now I want one. 

When Dawn first invited me out to the mansion, I set out to find what kind of claims were being made 
concerning ghosts and if any were testable, meaning the details and experiences could be replicated to 
see if we came up with similar results. A good example is Dawn’s experience with the vase. We were able 
to recreate the event based on her information and get it to happen multiple times. When looking for other 
such claims, there wasn’t much. The majority were anecdotes about feelings and people claiming to see 
shadows in different parts of the house (one potential explanation for a shadow figure was addressed 
above). There’s nothing in the way of photographs or video that could be examined. I know many of you 
might be saying “What about the Kinect video that Nick & Katrina got on Paranormal Lockdown?” To be 
perfectly blunt, those two have no understanding of how the equipment works. The video they presented 
is due to operator error and how the software interprets the data. The stick figure was not a ghost, nor 
does the Kinect pick up ghosts. Please see my article on the Kinect for more information, the link is in the 
references (4) 

Although there was a lack of photos and video, EVPs kept coming up as a common phenomenon, with 
the majority of the alleged voices being attributed to Heinrich Glenk, “whose voice has been heard 
emanating from the attic space” (5) Mr. Glenk ran an upscale German restaurant in the mansion with his 
wife Katrina, from 1923 until 1972. Maybe Mr. Glenk has a lot to say and gosh-darnit, he’s gonna say it! 
But the main question that comes up, at least to me, is how do we know it’s Mr. Glenk speaking? As far 
as I could find, there are no audio recordings of Mr. Glenk available for comparison. To be fair, many of 
the websites listing this claim seem to be “copy & paste” versions, just repeating what they found on 
another website. 

After sending the first draft of this article to Dawn, she provided a little bit more information regarding why 
it is believed Mr. Glenk haunts the attic. Dawn told me “I’m sure that I know where the story of Mr. Glenk’s 
ghost came from. And that would be me. About five or six years ago we held a Descendant’s Party. 
Anyone who was descended from a former owner was invited. So many great stories that had been 
passed down through families were told. I met a relative of Mr. Glenk that day. We sat at the bar and 
talked for over an hour about stories that he remembered from his family. Maybe he had too many 
glasses of wine, lol, I don’t know, but he mentioned that it was his relative who haunted the attic. During 
tours, I would mention that it was rumored to be Heinrich Glenk’s ghost in the attic.”(6) Dawn states they 
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weren’t even talking about paranormal stuff at the 
time. Unfortunately, once he said it, he changed the 
subject and new people arriving at the event 
interrupted their conversation. It certainly is an odd 
thing to just blurt out, especially when it’s not in the 
context of the conversation. It’s interesting to note 
that the relative later denied making that statement. 
Nevertheless, it does give us the source of this part 
of the story. 

Something else to note during this discussion of 
EVPs is the possibility of noise contamination. The 
house is full of holes that not only go through walls 
to adjoining rooms but also through floors. There are a few huge openings that drop down a floor or two. 
Noise and voices will easily carry within the mansion, something to keep in mind when it’s common 
practice for teams to split up and head to different parts of the building. Outside the house, I noticed other 
issues. The railroad tracks are about a hundred feet from the house, down a steep drop. If people were 
walking along the tracks, you wouldn’t see them from the house. The Delaware river is just on the other 
side of the tracks, which sees a good amount of boat traffic. To the North and East, about four hundred 
feet away, begins a neighborhood with the potential for kids, adults, parties, etc. Most investigations are 
done over the weekend, so such noise contamination is always a possibility. About four hundred feet to 
the west is the Stepan company, a chemical manufacturer. I’m not saying these are definitely the cause of 
EVP recordings, I’m saying these are potential causes and should always be taken into consideration. 



We spent about three hours in the mansion, 
and I enjoyed wandering around and seeing the 
architecture. Talking with Dawn was fun, 
learning about the history of the place and the 
work she, and the other volunteers put into it. 

It’s a labor of love, no doubt. 

Is the White Hill Mansion haunted? Hmmm, I 
don’t think so. There are a lot of ghostly stories 
and some amazing history, but personally...I 
haven’t seen any sign of Casper yet. I’m still 
waiting, and I’ll still be looking. I’m heading back 
out to the mansion on September 23 for the 
History & Paranormal Expo. I’ll be speaking about deconstructing paranormal photography, and probably 
taking part in the Roundtable discussions. I’ll be there all day, and perhaps taking part in the ghost hunt 
that night. 



In addition, Dawn has extended an invitation for me to come back with some of my science-minded 
friends and stay the night. What’s particularly interesting is that Dawn is not out to “prove ghosts exist” to 
me, or anyone else. She not only invites explanations for strange experiences, she’s happy to have them. 


Even though I don’t believe the mansion is haunted, I DO think it’s worth visiting. Whether you attend the 
History & Paranormal Expo, or another event, I would take the time to visit this place. If you’re interested 
in learning more about the mansion and perhaps visiting, please visit The Friends of White Hill Mansion 
website. 
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This is a summary borrowed from Owen Davies’ excellent Witchcraft, Magic and Culture. 

In December 1924, Alfred John Matthews, aged forty-three, a small-holder of Clyst St 
Lawrence, Devon, appeared at the Cullhompton petty sessions for scratching and 
drawing blood from Ellen Garnsworthy, a middle-aged, married woman of the same 
village. Matthews had a sow which would not fatten, and suspected it had been ill-wished 
by Garnsworthy, who lived only two doors away from him. On 21 November, 

Garnsworthy was on her way to fetch water from the village pump, but as she passed 
Matthews’s door he took the opportunity to scratch her with a pin, saying ‘perhaps that 
will teach you to leave other people’s things alone’. 

The Matthews case is interesting for many reasons not least because poor old Matthews seems to 
have been under the impression that the court would deal with Ellen: presumably the faggots were 
being piled up outside in his imagination. Instead, he was put away for a month and was taken into 
custody shouting that they should search Garnsworth’s house! Now consider this record from 
Scotland in the nineteenth century. 

On Saturday last Donald Ross, fisherman, Hilton of Cadboll, in the parish of Fearn, was 
tried summarily before Sheriff Taylor, for assaulting a young girl belonging to the same 
village, under the following circumstances: - It appears that the panel had given or 
supposed that he had given, reason to the young woman to believe that she held a high 
place in his affections, but on ceasing to manifest any tender feelings towards her, he 
became unwell. He at once attributed his illness to witchcraft on the part of his dulcinea 
[as you do, Beach], and resolved to prevent any further injury to his health by performing 
an act which he considered an effective charm against any evil wishes, viz., to cut the 
lady’s forehead with a sharp instrument. He accordingly went to where the girl was, and, 
after struggling with her and throwing her down, succeeded in inflicting a scratch on her 
cheek, which bled pretty freely. She then escaped out of his arms in a state of great 
alarm, with her clothes torn and her person bruised. 

Donald got off with twenty shillings, frankly a disgrace. Now back to the seventeenth century. This is 
an account from Somerset in the verdant south. Do you see a pattern emerging? 

My daughter Brodrepp I thanke God, came hither well on Satterday, after the three 
weeks or more greate torments shee had indured, one whiles in her throate, another 
tyme at her harte, some tymes in her belly, & at other tymes in her backe, such strange 
paines as if shee was thrust with nayles or needles & at two of the clock every morning 
the torment enforced her to ryse, and found noe ease in any place, on Sunday last was 
sennight about two of the clocke, she had a violent fit and some tyme dead & about 4 of 
the clocke shee was assaulted more violently, Her eyes stretcht & swollen out her teeth 
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clench, her lipps onper her chin gathered upp like a button, and her hands & armes 
turned backward, & legs and armes soe stiff & distorted that they could not been bowed. 

For an hower shee remayned as dead, and lookt most gastly, but in this fit she softly 
groaned only once , Alice Knight have made mee guiddy upon they sent for Alice Knight 
thoe very unwillingy yet came to the house but when she came neare the house she fell 
a trembling, assoone as she came in she prest to see my daughter and the childe, but 
instead of that, they after much adoe drewe some bloud from her arme by a bramble & 
then made her kneele & pray that neyther the divell nor any of his instruments might doe 
her any more hurte. 

For those who can’t be bothered with the archaic English. Brodrepp falls ill and while in a semi-coma 
mentions the name of a local woman who supposedly had bewitched her. Poor old Alice Knight is 
dragged out, in the middle of the night, and cut with some brambles and then forced to pray. What 
might you ask did the local magistrate do? Was Brodrepp’s father put away for a month or fined a 
shiny sovereign. Well, actually, Brodrepp’s father was the local magistrate (Robert Hunt), so that 
tells you all you need to know about the difference between the seventeenth and nineteenth 
centuries. In any case, back to the common theme, the bleeding. There was a well established 
belief that bleeding a witch caused a spell to be broken. Where does it come from? And when 
does it first appear in our records? Drbeachcombing At yahoo DOT com We’ve been able to find 
no twentieth or twenty-first century study. For shame. 

-k-k-k 


15 May 2013: Chris from HauntedOhioBooks writes: When you say “We’ve been able to find no 
twentieth or twenty-first century study.” Do you mean a study of witchcraft and blood? Or do you 
mean 20th/21st century cases of people hitting “witches” to break a spell? If the latter, NEIGHBORS 
Charge an Indiana Woman With Witchcraft. Jasper, Ind., June 14. Catherine Ferry, aged 67, an 
intelligent woman, came here yesterday afternoon badly bruised. She alleged that her neighbors 
charge her with witchcraft, and that she is held responsible whenever a death occurs in the 
neighborhood, whether of man or beast. Yesterday a horse owned by a neighbor, became 
unmanageable. He charged the animal with being bewitched, and assaulted Mrs. Ferry with a black- 
snake whip, knocking her down and beating and kicking her. The authorities are investigating. Akron 
[OH] Daily Democrat 14 June 1901: p. 1 WITCHES AFTER HIM Henry Schaeffer, 70, who resides 
at 408 Lindsay Street, imagines that his neighbors, the family of Mr. Robert Newell, are witches, and 
that they have him under their spell. He got out yesterday with a big butcher knife and alarmed the 
people in that vicinity by starting after the evil spirits. Officer Matthews had a good tussle with him, 
but finally got him into the patrol wagon. He will be watched. Cincinnati [OH] Enquirer 13 October 
1900: p. 15 HAMILTON COUNTY ‘WITCH’S’ WHISKEY SPOILED HER VOICE, WOMAN TELLS 
COURT She Then Drew Blood From Face to Banish Evil Spirits Which Had Been Called The 
Husband Is To Blame Scenes of Witchcraft Days Are Enacted in Pottsville Court by Mrs. Short 
Pottsville, Pa., Nov. 19. It might have been Salem, Mass., and the time two centuries ago from the 
character of the testimony in the celebrated “witchcraft” case from Turkey Run, on trial before Judge 
Koch. Mrs. Katie Short, aged, wrinkled and bent, wearing a hood over her shoulders is alleged to be 
a “German witch in league with the Evil One,” Mrs. Michaelana Zamowski alleges that Mrs. Short, 
“from her incantations and sorceries and alliances with the devil,” cast a spell over her so that for a 
year she lost her voice and was ill otherwise. Mrs. Zamowski was told that if she attacked the allege 
witch and made her blood flow, the spell would be broken. Accordingly she attacked Mrs. Short as 
she was walking the streets three months ago and scratched her on the face, and the result was a 
suit by Mrs. Short for assault and battery. As the testimony showed that Mrs. Zamowski was ordered 
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by her husband to assault Mrs. Short, court ordered the acquittal of the woman, as under the law in 
Pennsylvania a woman is supposed to be coerced when ordered to commit an unlawful act by her 
husband, and the latter is responsible for her deeds. The husband was convicted. Wilkes-Barre [PA] 
Times-Leader 19 November 1914: p. 4 If the former, not really a clue, although this article has some 
bits about eating blood/witchcraft in the Old Testament: EATING THE BLOOD: SAUL AND THE 
WITCH OF ENDOR. Authors: Reis, Pamela Tamarkin Source: Journal for the Study of the Old 
Testament. Marl 997, Issue 73, p3. 21 p. Does the association of witchcraft/blood come from 
Leviticus 19: 26? “You shall not eat any flesh with the blood in it. You shall not interpret omens or tell 
fortunes.” I don’t know if, in the original, the two verses are actually linked contextually or are simply 
sequential. And I’m not sure how that could be twisted to mean “drawing blood above the mouth (so 
the witch doesn’t eat blood) will break the spell.” Or perhaps the drawing of blood is merely meant to 
symbolically weaken the witch by taking some vital fluid. April, on the other hand, has this to offer: 

As we all know, and have for eons known, bleeding is not only a sound medical practice, it is also 
the bodies own way of cleansing a wound. Of course too much bleeding can cause general 
weakness and apathy bringing about an inability, or at least a disinclination, to protect or standup for 
one’s self — the self having been drained out as it were. Since magic, spell casting, binding, 
weaving and other eclectic sorts of witch — not to mean the leaving-out of wizardry — craft are all 
dependent, in large measure, on sympathetic forces, and since it has been proven time and again 
that if the sympathy is removed so too is the magic and/or what not, the logical answer then is just 
that, removal of sympathetic forces. This fact was first discerned, in relation to witches, during 
episodes of dunking, pressing, burning-at-the-staking and other suchlike, often lethal, ways of 
finding witchery out. The people, if you will, of the times realized shortly that killing a witch certainly 
removed her (or him) from the population, but did not always remove, and at times even added to, 
the curses and/or, shall we say, spells. It became evident, over time, that if sympathy were removed 
more gently the results were more acceptable to all involved. Lashing enough to cause a bit of, but 
not too much, bleeding became the du jour method of solving the curse, spell, etcetera sorts of 
issues up until and including, this author is told, the better portion of the 18th century. As we 
entered the more modern era — with its microscopes and understanding of extremely small wriggly 
things — it became obvious just how little blood was really needed to diagnose a problem. And as 
has so often been the historical case of medicine being bound up with alchemy and alchemy owing 
it truest heart to witchcraft, less and less blood has been needed to break a spell or the like, as 
might be the case. Of course, as is clear from your examples, more blood than is necessary is at 
times let, in which cases the bleeder, rather than the bled, receives such punishment, in our 
moderning days, as is deemed commensurate with the crime at hand. Today, wee amounts of 
bloodletting are deemed, in the standard “western view,” as being no crime at all. The term “western 
view” being set off here due to its less messy sense of justice than, say, the “east by southeasterly 
view” of things and so on. As to the when of the historical recording of your last question, alas, I 
confess to being impuissant on this point. Thanks April and Chris 

31 May 2013: KR writes here: re scratching witches with thorns. This folklore might have a lot to do 
with scratching a witch with a “witch-thorn” and the practice is likely due to jumble of old half-recalled 
lore. On this link, scroll down to “Folklore and Myth” for some folklore connecting thorns with witches 
and fairies. The thorn is still a favorite as a “walking-stick” due to its mythic associations, bringing 
thorns and magic from ancient times into present. Interesting how certain folklore just keeps going 
on and on through vast ages of time, starting in times when literacy was rare amongst the general 
population. I forgot also to mention the association with the thorn-crown of Christ, which might 
cause people to think that a “holy thorn” from the plant which gave that crown, might counteract the 
“unholiness” believed to be associated with a witch’s spirits or powers. As the thorn brought forth the 
blood of Christ, it became holy by that blood: thus, by bringing forth the witch’s blood, it might 
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eliminate her unholiness, or at least the power behind it... This is just a logical guess of mine, not 
associated with a written source I know about, although there might be such: never do I assume that 
my ideas have not been thought before. As to how these things stay in the folk-lore: I write once 
more on this subject with a little true tale from only six years ago. I was having a path cleared 
through a small wood and laid with gravel. When the workmen started to cut a scraggly thorn bush, I 
blurted “Oh, try not to cut down thorn bushes, it’s said to be bad luck.” Now, I hadn’t really thought 
before speaking which is unusual for me: I think BEFORE I speak. Undoubtedly I had got this lore 
from something or other I had read, probably in an old herb-book: it wasn’t, (at least, I don’t think it 
was) passed on to me by family. It popped into my head and into my speech almost simultaneously. 

I wasn’t particularly embarrassed by it, but I remember thinking, “Now what made me say THAT?” 
The workmen, no doubt, thought I was a nut-case or else a witch, but I would be willing to bet they 
still pass the “lore” along. If you could only have seen the looks on their faces, you would know it 
made an impression. I hope their luck didn’t change for worse thereafter, the impression thereby 
reinforced, and their tales all the scarier. As for me, I can only hope witch-burning does not come 
back into fashion: I don’t think I am one, but they might...’ Southern Man writes in, meanwhile: ‘it is 
interesting but in lots of sources it is written that it is not enough to draw a witch’s blood but that the 
cut has to be above the mouth. Is this a symbolic mutilation or shaming?’ Thanks KR and SM! 

22 Dec 2013: Jill sends in this report from 1871: At Wincanton, in Somersetshire, the magistrates 
have had before them a charge arising out of the belief witchcraft which still prevails in that county. 
Ann Green accused a labourer named William assaulting her. It appeared that the defendant had 
long laboured under the delusion that he was ‘overlooked’ by the complainant, and order to break 
the spell he stabbed her twice. The sleeves of the garments which were worn by the complainant in 
court, saturated with blood. Tho prisoner gravely informed the bench that he did it to destroy Mrs. 
Green’s power over him, but that he had not yet found any relief. The prisoner’s mother said she 
had not been able to rest for a fortnight past, as he was constantly saying that Mrs. Green was 
‘overlooking’ him, and that it would kill him. He was ordered to find sureties, to be imprisoned for 
three weeks. Essex Newsman - Saturday 01 July 1871,4. Thanks Jill! 

25 Jan 2014: Jill again: ‘On the farm of K-, in the parish of P-, Aberdeenshire, lived the grandfather 
of the present tenant. For a considerableti me after he entered on the farm his cattle did not thrive. 
He could account for this in no way, and at last he came to the conclusion that witch influence was 
at work. One morning he set out on horseback to consult ‘Sawtie,’ a noted man of wisdom in 
Buchan in those days. He was cordially received, and told his errand. ‘Oh, aye,’ said Sawtie ‘an I 
can lat ye see the man’s face it’s deein ye a the ill, an y’ill nivver get yir nowt t’ thrive til ye draw 
bleed o’ him abeen the breath.’ In somewhat vigorous words the farmer said he would soon do that, 
mounted his horse, and rode home as fast as possible. On reaching home and getting rid of his 
horse he went into the kitchen to fetch a knife to carry out his instruction-to ‘draw bleed abeen the 
breath.’ The girl of the kitchen happened to be baking oatmeal cakes, and he seized hold of the ” 
gullie ” with which she was cutting each cake into quarters and turning them on the ‘girdle.’ With this 
he went straight to a neighbouring farmer, who was ploughing in a field not far off. He seized him, at 
the same time using a few strong words about his being a witch, and adding that he would soon 
take away his power of doing mischief to his cattle. Being a strong man, he threw him on the 
ground, held him down, and with the ‘gullie’ inflicted on his forehead, just over the eyebrows, two 
cuts in the form of a cross. The cattle throve daily afterwards.-Told by a man, aged 77, living in the 
parish of Pitsligo. Gregor, Walter ‘Stories of Fairies from Scotland’ The Folk-Lore Journal 1 (1883), 
55-58 at 58' Thanks Jill! 


http://www.strangehistory.net/2013/05/09/witches-and-brambles/ 



9/30/2017 


Witches and Brambles - Beachcombing's Bizarre History Blog 


15 Jan 2015: Neil writes ‘Do you want to add this to your “when was the last time someone 
assaulted someone else for bewitching them” contest? Case adjourned to 27 April so perhaps we 
should await the outcome. You need to bear in mind this is Glastonbury so as the GPs and 
Psychiatrists used to write “NFG” (Normal For Glastonbury)’ Thanks Neil and just in case the link 
disappears: 11 Dec 2014 Cent Somer Gazette A GLASTONBURY woman accused of harassment 
claimed the victim had been using witchcraft and putting curses on her at the time. Hilary Joy 
Osborne, aged 45, of Selwood Road, appeared before District Judge David Taylor, sitting at 
Yeovil. She pleaded not guilty that between November 19, 2013 and September 15, 2014 at 
Glastonbury she pursued a course of conduct amounting to the harassment of Lynda Brown in that 
on 17 separate occasions she verbally abused her and caused her great distress. Christine Hart, 
prosecuting, said that the complainant was a Pagan and spiritualist and Osborne believed that she 
had put curses on her and used witchcraft against her. A review of the matter was carried out and 
the case was adjourned for a trial to take place on April 27. Until her next court appearance Osborne 
was given conditional bail on the understanding she does not contact the complainant directly or 
indirectly.’ 

30 Oct 2015: Jill kindly writes in with this brief description from When Gossips Meet by S. A. Capp. 
This is a screen capture from google books. No reference unfortunately. 

29 Sep 2017: Jill again with a great one from 
Nottinghamshire. 
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W omen and Neighbour?: Female Disputes 


right to beat a suspected thief, either as summary justice or to extract a 
confession. In June 1656 Martha Taylor of East Smithfield assaulted a 
woman she accused of stealing a silver cup, a suspicion she had had 
confirmed by two cunning men. She probably lacked hard evidence, and 
was hoping to cow the victim into confessing and returning it. 161 Some 
attacked women suspected to be witches, and the custom of‘scratching’ 
a witch to remove her spell sanctioned a certain level of unauthorized 
violence. In 1646 Elizabeth Croslcy, a poor Yorkshire woman, was 
assaulted by a maidservant who looked after the small child Crosley was 
thought to have bewitched. More striking, perhaps, was the readiness of 
two grown-up daughters of a Dorset gentleman and magistrate in 1605 to 
attack a suspected witch and scratch her face with a bramble. Though the 
injur)' was trivial, a witness noted that it had shamed the victim and 
encouraged others to attack her. Part of the significance of symbolic 
violence bv women was to invite more serious assaults. 162 


when gossips meet 

Newcastle Daily Chronicle - Tuesday 30 October 1866 < page 2 of4 
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Salvador Dali: Woman is not Dali's daughter, DNA test reveals - CNN 


DNA test shows woman is not Salvador Dali's daughter 

Updated 10:22 PM EJ, Wed September 6, 2017 

2017-09-07T02:22:04Z Cnn.COITl 


u.s. 

Story highlights 

• Surrealist artist Dali was exhumed on court order to prove Martinez's claims 
• Results could end her decade-long quest to prove Dali is her father 

(CNN)New DNA test results have refuted claims by a Spanish woman that surrealist artist Salvador 
Dali was her biological father. 

According to a statement released by the Dali Foundation Wednesday, a court-ordered test on the 
exhumed body of the famous artist "exclude Salvador Dali as the biological father of Maria Pilar 
Abel Martinez." 

A Spanish court had ordered Dali to be exhumed in July 2017 at Martinez's request, a ruling which 
was highly controversial at the time. 

A large stone slab had to be removed so forensic scientists could access the embalmed body and 


Undertakers take a casket inside for 
the exhumation of Salvador Dali's 
remains in Figueras on July 20. 

In their statement on Wednesday, 
the Dali Foundation said they were 
unsurprised by the discovery. "There 
was no indication from the very 
beginning that this paternity claim 
had any veracity," it said. 

But Martinez's lawyer, Enrique 
Blanqes, said he would not 
comment until he has read the 
forensic report. 

One of history's greatest surrealist artists, Dali was known for his pencil-thin mustache, eclectic 
persona and bizarre painted works. He died in 1989 at the age of 84. 

He had never given any indication he had fathered any children, once saying, "Great geniuses 
produce mediocre children, and I don't want to go through that experience." 

Maria Pilar Abel claims "all [she] is missing is the mustache." 

Decade-old quest finished? 

The 61-year-old Martinez said her mother, a maid at one of Dali's homes in Port Lligat, had 
maintained a clandestine relationship with the artist. 

She has been attempting to prove Dali is her father for more than a decade. 

Martinez previously attempted to get a paternity result from Dali's old belongings in 2007 but the 
results proved inconclusive, leading the Madrid Supreme Court to agree there were no other reliable 
remains. 

At the time, the Dali Foundation objected saying there was "no evidence" of the claim. 


take samples of DNA from Dali's hair and teeth. 
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"The only grounds provided 
constitute a notarial statement from 
a woman who claims to be a friend 
of the mother, stating that the latter 
told her that her daughter's father 
was Salvador Dali," the Foundation 
said in a statement. 

CNN's Katie Polglase and Claudia 
Rebaza contributed to this report. 


© 2017 Cable News Network. Turner Broadcasting System, Inc. All Rights Reserved. CNN Sans ™ &© 2016 Cable News Network. 
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Death Rays: The Local X-Ray Murder 
Trial That Made International News 

By Kelli Huggins, Education Coordinator 

Earlier this year, I wrote a longer paper for the Empire State 
Library Network’s Researching the Empire State contest about 
a sensational local murder trial. You can read that full piece 
here, but I wanted to share some of the story on our blog. I first 
uncovered the Orme/Punzo murder trial when I was doing 
research on early forensic science for our Crime and 
Punishment exhibit. I was hooked by the story’s mix of science 
and scandal and had to know more. 
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On July 8,1897, George A.C. Orme walked into the 
Horseheads home of his estranged wife, Susan Orme, and 
proceeded to shoot her and her alleged lover, James Punzo. 
Susan Orme was shot in the face and James Punzo in the back 
of the head. Both somehow survived the initial assault. Mrs. 
Orme escaped serious injury, but her ability to speak clearly 
was hindered by the wound. Punzo was rushed to the Arnot 
Ogdon Hospital, where he slipped in and out of consciousness 
as doctors prepped for emergency surgery. 
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George Orme was arrested and brought to the Chemung 
County Jail, where he waited while Punzo clung to life in the 
hospital. He somehow survived the surgery, but the doctors 
had been unable to locate and remove the bullet. Knowing that 
they couldn’t leave it in his brain, doctors decided to use the 
newly-discovered x-ray technology to find where the bullet had 
lodged. The team of physicians, led in part by Dr. Frank Ward 
Ross, anesthetized the patient and performed the x-ray, but the 
image produced was unclear. 



Skull x-ray from our Van Aken photograph collection. While not related to the 
trial, this image would have dated from around the same time. After x-rays were 
discovered in November 1895, word of the technology spread quickly. With 
rather minimal supplies, even amateur photographers could produce the 
powerful rays. 

Punzo was miraculously still alive and talking in the wake of 
the procedure. But fearing they were running out of time, the 
physicians made another attempt at an x-ray on July 27. That 
again failed. They tried one last time, on July 31. The two 
exposures on July 31 lasted a combined 36 minutes. Those 
images again failed to show the bullet. After the final x-ray, 
Punzo’s health quickly declined and he died on August 10 or 11. 
But that was just the beginning of the scandal. 

George Orme’s lawyer argued that it was the x-rays that had 
killed Punzo, not his client’s bullet. The trial proceeded with 
conflicting expert testimony; some physicians, like Ross, 
argued that the technology was completely safe and that it was 
the bullet and ensuing infection that caused Punzo’s death. 
Other physicians, like Dr. John Pitkin of Buffalo, claimed that 
the physicians had outdated technology and had been 
negligent. The curious public packed the Chemung County 
Courthouse to witness the testimony and courtroom 
demonstrations of the x-ray machine. 
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When the arguments were over, the jury took little time to 
return a verdict of not guilty. The press and x-ray experts 
attributed this to the jury’s confusion over the safety of the 
rays. Since there was doubt, they found Orme innocent. 

The Orme case continued to spark international debate about 
x-rays and their use in legal proceedings. Both Drs. Ross and 
Pitkin continued to argue for their sides. But no matter the role 
that the x-rays played in Punzo’s death, the trial did open up 
dialog about the very real and devastating health effects that 
prolonged x-ray exposure had on the physicians and scientists 
who first experimented with the technology. 
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To read more about the case and the aftermath, check out my 
article here. 
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Yellow, Kitty! The kitty cat in yellow 
https://www.google.eom/culturalinstitute/t 
iron-cat-s-head/IgG WD1 tbxeq3eg 


Continuing 
with our 


paranormal colors series, yellow is the color of cowardice, of choleric miasmas, tornado skies, 
Parisian decadence, and lurid journalism. It is, like orange, a relatively rare color among ghosts, 
although there are plenty of superstitions surrounding it. 


Let’s start with the superstitions. To a collector of death-lore, these two are impressive: 


If you wake in the morning with the death mold (yellow spots) on your hand, it is a sign 
that a dead man has shaken hands with you. 


It is believed that the pictures of dead people turn yellow. The Frank C. Brown Collection 
of North Carolina Folklore, Vol. Seven, Popular Beliefs and Superstitions from North 
Carolina, Wayland D. Hand, 1964: p. 16 and 31 


Yellow garters, made and worn under specific conditions, were said to be an infallible love charm. 


Does any one know where or how the yellow garter fad started? If you get somebody to 
knit you one and wear it on Easter, you’ll be engaged before the year is out. This is 
absolutely certain, for I know a girl who tried it last year. She was married in February 
and engaged four times, besides. So, you see, it brings real true love. Worcester [MA] 
Daily Spy 25 March 1894: p. 5 


Yet, as the traditional marriage rhyme cautions: Marry in yellow, got the wrong fellow. 


Actors, always superstitious at the best of times, loathed the color yellow. 
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Actors abhor the color yellow. They think is very unlucky to have a yellow trunk. It is unlucky for an 
actor to appear in any part in yellow, if it is the first time he has played the part. Encyclopedia of 
Superstitions, Folklore, and the Occult Sciences of the World, Cora Linn Daniels, Charles McClellan 
Stevens, 1903: p. 560 

A Superstition About Yellow. 

“Did you ever know that actors and circus people have a superstitious dread of anything 
yellow,” asked Billy Thompson, a member of the profession, of the corridor man at the 
Lindell. “It’s true, nevertheless. If a yellow dog should run across a field where a circus 
was erecting its tent it would consider it an omen of bad luck and would at once change it 
locality. Remember one incident that occurred down in Tennessee a few years ago that 
particularly bears out my statement. I was then a member of a travelling variety troupe, 
and we had been doing an exceptionally good business until one day one of the boys 
bought a yellow clarinet, [flageolet in other accounts] From that day business began to 
fall off, and finally got so bad that we were playing to almost empty houses. Of course we 
all agreed that the new yellow instrument was the case of our hard luck and besought its 
owner to dispose of it. He finally sold it to a fellow who was a member of a local band in 
the town, and just to show you how misfortune travelled with it, the very night he bought 
it, while on his way home with the clarinet under his arm, he fell down and broke his leg. 

After we got the yellow thing out of the company business commenced to pick up again, 
and we did a good business the rest of the season. Windsor [NC] Ledger 9 May 1894: p. 

1 

In a labored article (which might be tongue-in-cheek) a journalist blames the poor scheduling and 
late arrivals of Northern Pacific Railway trains on the fact that the timetable is printed on yellow 
paper. Anaconda [MT] Standard 26 August 1900: p.1 4 

Yellow cats, like black ones, might be lucky or unlucky. 

If a yellow cat passing in front of your path turns over, you may expect bad 

luck. Kentucky Superstitions, Daniel Lindsey Thomas, Ph.D. and Lucy Blayney Thomas, 

M.A., 1920: p.245 

On the other hand, inhabitants of Cane River, Louisiana said: 

A yellow cat means money and gold; never turn one away, should it come to your house. 
Kansas City [MO] Star 28 September 1925: p. 26 

Yellow cats might be a witch’s familiar or a witch’s disguise. For example, Bett Mellon of Ballycomer 
[Ballyconnell?], believed to be a witch by the locals, kept a yellow cat, with whom she closely 
identified: 

A great yellow cat shared her hut, and with this beast she was wont to fall out frequently. 

Then a strange sight was witnessed by the neighbours. Bett Mellon, throwing herself 
upon her hands and knees, would arch her back exactly in the fashion of her familiar; 
and the two would spit, growl, and finally spring at each other in the true spirit of feline 
warfare,—fighting savagely, and rolling over and over upon the earthen floor, until some 
venturesome neighbour came to tear them apart. MacMillan’s Magazine, Vol. 85, 

December 1901: p. 114 
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Harrassed by a yellow cat-witch, this man found an effective use for a broom. 

BROOM-CHARM. 

[Written by Nannie Williams in 1899.] 

(Version a. 1) Once an old colored man was harassed several nights by what he said was an old 
witch riding him, so he planned to catch her. She came every night in the form of a yellow cat. This 
night, as the old man lay down before the open fire-arch, which had in it a big hot fire, he saw this 
same yellow cat come in the door and take her seat right before the big fire in front of him. He 
immediately got up, and took his broom and put it across the door; and then he went back, stirred 
the fire up, put on several more logs, and made it as hot as possible. The yellow cat, which was the 
old witch, could not move out of her place, but simply turned from one side to the other. She could 
not move as long as the broom lay across the door. After the old man had burned almost all the fur 
and skin off the cat, he removed the broom and told her to go. No sooner was the broom removed 
than the cat flew. The old man said that he knew who she was: so the next day he went to this 
neighbor’s house to see how she was; and before he got there, the woman’s husband met him, and 
asked why he burned his wife so badly last night. He said that she was in bed, with the skin burnt off 
of her. 

The author then adds a startling detail: 

If it is a white cat, it is a white woman; a yellow cat, a yellow woman; and a black cat, a black 
woman; and if you put the broom across the door when the cats come in, they cannot leave until the 
broom is removed, so it is said. Journal of American Folklore, 1922: p. 284 

Folklorist Vance Randolph witnessed first-hand, the expulsion of a yellow-cat “witch.” 

A big yellow cat once walked into a cabin where I was sitting with an aged tie hacker and 
his wife. The woman began to shout “Witch! Witch!” at the top of her voice. The old man 
sprang up, crossed the fingers of both hands, and chanted something that sounded like 
“Pulley-bone holy-ghost double-yoke! Pulley bone holy-ghost double-yoke!” The cat 
walked in a wide circle past the hearth, stared fixedly at the old gentleman for a moment, 
and then strolled out across the threshold. We followed a moment later, but the animal 
was nowhere in sight. It may have crawled under the cabin, or under a corncrib which 
stood only a few yards away, but the old couple insisted that it had vanished by reason of 
some supernatural dispensation. Ozark Superstitions, Vance Randolph, 1947: p. 154 

Now, on to yellow phantoms. A cursory look at the literature (and www.paranormaldatabase.com) 
turned up the following: 

“Sailor Sam,” a phantom in yellow oilskins who appears on the Ross Revenge, home of the pirate 
radio station Radio Caroline. 

A “Lady in Yellow” who haunts the Rose Room of Little Dean Hall. 

A yellow dog of the Black Shuck variety, Godley Green, Manchester 

A yellow monkey (described by some as an “immense yellow ape”) haunting Drumlanrig Castle. 
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And, my personal favorite, a putrid, pale yellow head accompanied by the smell of rotting flesh at 
Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge, University. 

Ghost hunter/fantasist Elliott O’Donnell, in particular, had a taste for yellow miasmas and jaundiced 
phantoms, as in this post on a yellow-spotted ghost. 

This tale of a yellow ghost comes from the rather unusual venue of a Welsh Salvation Army 
Barracks. 

Charles Fort in LO! says of 1905 Wales that “I have never come upon any other time in which were 
reported so many uncanny occurrences,” and states that 

“there was excitement at Rhymney, Wales, and investigations that came to nothing. 

Tapping sounds had been heard, and strange lights had been seen, in one of the revival- 
centers, the Salvation Army Barracks. Whether these lights were like the other lights that 
were appearing in Wales [The Egryn Lights], I cannot say. It was the assertion of the 
Rev. J. Evans and other investigators, who had spent a night in the Barracks, that they 
had seen “very bright lights.” 

Fort apparently did not hear about Rhymney’s Ghost in Yellow, here deemed dubious by skeptical 
quotes from a judgmental headline writer. 

A “GHOST” IN YELLOW. 

BARRACKS “HAUNTED” BY A WOMAN. 

“Not for £100 would I again go through the experience,” is the declaration of a gentleman 
living at Rhymney, South Wales, who, with companions, recently set himself to lay a 
“ghost” which is said to haunt the local Salvation Army Barracks. 

The spectre takes the form of a tall, stoutly-built lady clad in yellow, with a drawn face of 
ghastly hue, and terrible gleaming eyes. 

Salvation Army lasses are not usually given to romancing, but the young lady captain of 
the barracks has been so unnerved that she will not enter the place. 

“I have not actually seen the spirit, or whatever it may be,” she said, but a few months 
ago I heard a mysterious rustling sound as if some woman were walking close past me. 

On the Wednesday night I distinctly felt an arm placed across the bed.” 

Her female colleague, a lieutenant, has seen the spectre, and has in consequence 
received such a shock that she is now prostrate. 

This woman first saw the spectre when she was sweeping the stairs at the barracks. 
Suddenly the tall woman in yellow walked with noiseless steps through the hall into the 
kitchen, where she seemed to melt into thin air. Two evenings later unaccountable 
knockings were heard in the hall. 

On the Wednesday night half-a-dozen men stopped in the house. About half-past four 
one of the watchers saw the “woman in yellow” passing a doorway, and, calling to his 
friends, he darted after her, but not a trace could be found. 


http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/14388/ 


4/6 



10/21/2017 


Yellow, Kitty! - Haunted Ohio Books 


While the rest were away a tradesman went to another doorway, and there saw the 
ghostly visitant with the long, drawn face and the terrible, burning eyes. The tradesman 
managed to gasp out a question, asking the spectre if it were in trouble to say so “in 
God’s name.” At that expression the eyes lit up with a still more unearthly radiance, and 
without a word the “ghost” glided away and was seen no more. New Zealand Herald, 18 
March 1905: p. 2 

A Connecticut butcher was haunted by a jaundiced and unusually persistent Man in Black. 
Curiously, despite the suggestion of hallucination, several other family members saw the ghost, but 
only in the butcher’s presence. Folie en famille? 

DOGGED BY A GHOST 

The Remarkable Hallucination of a Connecticut Butcher 
A Yellow Spectre 

Hartford, March 29. A butcher of this city named Buckley is possessed of a queer 
hallucination. Several years ago he told his immediate friends that a tall man, dressed in 
black, followed him everywhere; on the street, at the theatre, to church; in fact, every 
movement of the butcher was accompanied by a similar one on the part of the ghost. 

Finally, when life was almost a torture to him, he decided to start for California, hoping 
that he would thus elude the phantom. The trip west was made without incident of any 
kind, and as mile by mile was passed over and as the days waned into nights he began 
to breathe freer, and when San Francisco was reached he believed that he was rid of his 
ghost. He went to the mines and for weeks felt happy, gained in flesh, and decided to 
start in business. One day, while walking on the highway, he chanced to glance over his 
shoulder, and was horrified to discover the dreaded thing. It was clothed in the same suit 
of black, its face wore a demoniac smile, and its whole appearance seemed to say, “You 
cannot elude me.” The butcher started on a run, and now and then turned around only to 
discover the shadow lapping his footsteps. At the entrance to the town, he again glanced 
behind him, and found himself alone. The visits after that recurred only at intervals but 
were sufficient in number to assure him that he was not free. His stay in California lasted 
several years. He went from town to town, from mine to mine, always accompanied by 
the man in black. 

He married a worthy young woman with the belief that by taking a partner to his joys he 
might also have some one to share his sorrows. The result was in no way satisfactory. 

Again the thought came to him that it would be well to start for the East. Arriving in 
Hartford he took up his residence near his relatives, and in a few weeks opened a 
butcher shop. Two months had barely elapsed when he was again visited by the 
phantom and thereafter it never left his side. A year after his return his wife died and 
several months later he remarried. He has moved from house to house with the hope of 
gaining rest, but all to no purpose. In conversation to-day he said: 

“It follows me everywhere. At night I wake up to find him standing over me, slowly 
moving his index finger up and down, and his lips moving as though he were talking. 

Some nights the sewing machine will run for hours unceasingly, operated by the ghost. 

At breakfast, dinner, and supper he stands directly behind me and wherever I go he is by 


http://hauntedohiobooks.com/news/14388/ 


5/6 



10/21/2017 


Yellow, Kitty! - Haunted Ohio Books 


my side. Life is a fearful burden, and I don’t know what to do about it. He is now standing 
alongside of me, on my left side, I mean. What is his appearance? He is about six feet 
tall, very slender, of a pale yellow appearance. He is dressed in black throughout. I can’t 
place him among any of my friends or relatives who have died and don’t know of a soul I 
have ever injured.” 

The most curious phase of the whole tale is that recently the butcher’s wife, mother, and 
brother say they have seen the phantom, but only when the victim was present. The Sun 
[New York NY] 30 March 1884: p. 7 

And finally, this prisoner and his brother, although on opposite coasts, were haunted by an equally 
persistent vengeful yellow cat. 

Haunted By Ghost of Murdered Cat 

William Dwyer, Prisoner at Kelley’s Butte, Goes Insane 

Says Feline Specter Visiting Him, Threatening Vengeance. 

Seeing constantly before him a large yellow cat he claims to have killed 25 years ago, 
with the aid of his brother, William Dwyer, a prisoner from Kelly’s Butte, is a prisoner in a 
detention cell at the County Jail awaiting examination as to his sanity. The cat, the 
unfortunate prisoner says, appears before him with a portion of the rope used a quarter 
of a century ago in choking it hanging to its neck, and between “meouws” cries out: “I’ll 
get even with you.” Yesterday Dwyer was groping about in his cell attempting to force 
upon the imaginary cat a portion of his prison breakfast. 

Frank, the brother of William Dwyer, is an inmate of an insane asylum in New York, 
crazed by the appearance of the same ghostly cat, says the prisoner. 

Dwyer was sentenced to serve a year at Kelly’s Butte upon conviction on a statutory 
charge. He was sent to the prison about two months ago. Oregonian [Portland OR] 9 
June 1907: p. 8 

There was a William Dwyer of Idaho who was convicted of an elaborate real-estate fraud at roughly 
the same time. Is he the same man? Any follow-up to Dwyer’s talking cat? Chriswoodyard8 AT 
gmail.com 

Here are the first three posts on cats of many colors, and the supernatural aspects of red and 
orange. 

Any discussion of the color yellow would be incomplete without Robert W. Chambers’ macabre The 
King in Yellow and its uncanny Yellow Sign. 

Posted by 
Chris Woodyard 
on October 17, 2017 

Copyright Haunted Ohio Books 2017. All Rights Reserved. 
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You can spend a night in one of the UK’s most haunted prisons | New York Post 


You can spend a night in one of the UK’s most haunted prisons nypost.com 


Page Six TV 

WEEKDAYS 


By Dan Elsom, The Sun 
September 22, 2017 4:28pm 



Fans of the supernatural are being given the opportunity to spend the 
night in Somerset’s Shepton Mallet Prison and even try hunting some of the ghosts that call the 
prison their home. 


If you consider yourself a bit of a brave heart, see how well you fare after 
a night in one of UK’s most haunted prisons. 


Formerly the oldest operating prison in the country, Shepton Mallet closed its doors to inmates in 
2013 but is now giving the general public the opportunity to see what prison life is like on Friday, 
October 13. 


Those brave enough to take up the offer will get the full prisoner experience, including bland 
porridge for dinner and breakfast and a sleepover locked in their very own cell. 

The night’s activities also include the complete ghost hunting tour, where visitors will try to connect 
with the spirits of the executed criminals that were once locked up on the site. 

Paul Tool from Jailhouse Tours, told the Bristol Post: “This is a once-in-a-lifetime experience for 
people who want to spend a night in prison which has remained pretty much unchanged since 
prisoners moved out in 2013 and have the fright of their lives. 

“Before working here I was skeptical about spirits, but I have seen and witnessed truly terrifying 
things when taking people around on tours in the daytime - I can’t imagine how terrifying it will be at 
night.” 

“From my experiences, I’m fully confident that there are spirits of former prisoners who were 
executed here, so this overnight tour is definitely not one for the faint-hearted.” 

Shepton Mallet Prison has a dark history, having been the site of a number of executions since it 
first opened its doors in 1626, with the last hanging taking place in 1945. 

During the Second World War, the facility was used as a military prison by both the British and 
American armed forces - 18 US servicemen were executed there between 1943 and 1945. 


Infamous East End gangsters Ronnie and Reggie Kray were held in the prison in 1952 while 
awaiting court-martial for dodging national service and Ben Gunn, Britain’s longest-serving juvenile 
prisoner, also spent time at Shepton Mallet. 

©2017 NYP Holdings, Inc. All Rights Reserved 

News Corp. is a network of leading companies in the world of diversified media, news, and 
information services. 


Copyright 2017 NYP Holdings. All rights reserved. 


http://nypost.com/2017/09/22/you-can-spend-a-night-in-one-of-the-uks-most-haunted-prisons/ 


1/1 






